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TO 


THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


HENRY  BOYLE,  ESQ. 


Sir, 

As  the  professed  design  of  this  work  is  to  en- 
tertain its  readefs^'gener^l/.whhpUt giving  of- 
fence to  any  pattjfcttlar^ptersorij  it  ,w$uj9  *\>e  diffi^ 
cult  to  find  out  soJ  proper  k.patro,n4  for  it  as  your- 
self, there  being  noVfiiwrtostfrndiitis  more  uni- 
versally acknowledged-  lay » ill* 'parties,  and  who 
has  made  himself  rojore  itmtt^s&n&Jpvrpr  enemies. 
Your  great  abilities,  4rc4^Bqu^tibjit»d  integrity, 
in  those  high  employments  which  you  nave 
passed  through,  would  not  have  been  able  to  have 
raised  you  this  general  approbation,  had  they  not 
been  accompanied  with  that  moderation  in  a  high 
fortune,  and  that  affability  of  manners,  which 
are  so  conspicuous  through  all  parts  of  your  life. 
Your  aversion  to  any  ostentatious  arts  of  setting 
to  show  those  great  services  which  you  have  done 
the  public,  has  not  likewise  a  little  contributed 
to  that  universal  acknowledgment  which  is  paid 
you  by  your  country. 

The  consideration  of  this  part  of  your  charac- 
ter, is  that  which  hinders  me  from  enlarging  on 
those  extraordinary  talents,  which  have  given 


IV  DEDCIATION. 

you  so  great  a  figure  in  the  British  Senate,*  as 
well  as  in  that  elegance  and  politeness  which  ap- 
pear in  your  more  retired  conversation.  I  should 
be  unpardonable,  if,  after  what  I  have  said,  I 
should  longer  detain  you  with  an  address  of  this 
nature:  1  can  not,  however,  conclude  it  without 
owning  those  great  obligations  which  you  have 
laid  upon,  sir, 

Your  most  obedient 
humble  servant, 

THE  SPECTATOR, 

•  Mr.  Boyle  was  appointed  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer 
to  King  William  in  1708,  he  was  made  one  of  the  principal 
Secretaries  of  State,  and  afterwards  created  Lord  Qharlr 
ton*       **    *  *      »  \  *   *    •    •••••«• 
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Gratis  ctTihelans,  muUa  agendo  nihil  agens. 

Phjbbb.  Fab.  y.  2.    • 

Out  of  breath  to  no  purpose,  and  very  busy  about  nothing. 

As  I  was  yest^rcby  morning  .walking  with  Sir 
Roger  before  hi§'t^se^  ji;country  fellow,  brought 
him  a  huge  fish,'  which  he*  told*  him  Mr/ William 
Wimble*  had  cauglft  *thiafc\v£r#  morning;  and 
that  he  presented  it,;  with  hie  "service  to  him,  and 
intended  to  come-fan^ ^ipe  with  him.  At  the 
same  time  he  delivered  a'l|tlei,/wh)cS  my  friend 
read  to  me  as  soon  as  the  messenger  left  him. 

'  SIR  ROGER, 

*  I  desire  you  to  accept  of  a  jack,  which  is  the 
best  I  have  caught  this  season.  I  intend  to  come 
and  stay  with  you  a  week,  and  see  how  the  perch 
bite  in  the  Black  River.  I  observed,  with  some 
concern,  the  last  time  I  saw  you  upon  the  bowl- 
ing-green, that  your  whip  wanted  a  lash  to  it;  I 
wul  hring  half  a  dozen  with  me  that  I  twisted 

•  An  account  of  this  Yorkshire  gentleman  is  given  No, 
269;  his  name  was  Thomas  Morecraft.  See  also  Nos.  109, 
126, 131. 
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last  week,  which  1  hope  will  serve  you  all  the 
time  you  are  in  the  country.  1  have  not  been 
out  of  the  saddle  for  six  days  last  past,  having;  been 
at  Eton  with  Sir  John's  eldest  son.  He  takes  to 
his  learning  hugely.     1  am,  Sir, 

Your  humble  servant, 

Will  Wimble/  • 

This  extraordinary  letter,  and  message  that  ac- 
companied it,  made  me  very  curious  to  know 
the  character  and  quality  of  the  gentleman  who 
sent  them;  which  1  found  to  be  as  follow:  Will 
Wimble  is  younger  brother  to  a  baronet,  and  de- 
scended of  the  ancient  family  of  the  Wimbles. 
He  is  now  between  forty  and  fifty;  but  being 
bred  tor.  ng  tousirtetfs, '.and;  born  #.to  no  estate,  he 
genera^y  Jlyfcs,. with  KM'eidettfetfdther  as  superin- 
tendant  of  hjs#game.  /fl?  Kunts  a  pack  or  dogs 
better  than  aViv*mafrift.thi%tountry,  and  is  very 
famous  for  filrameT>trt*arfiare.  He  is  extremely 
well  verse^/^il^thc'littfehsftidicrafts  of  an  idle 
man:  he  m£k£sa*Afa*y-fly£taji  miracle;  and  fur- 
nishes the  whole  county  with  angle  rods.  As  he 
is  a  good-natured  officious  fellow,  and  very  much 
esteemed  upon  account  of  his*family,  he  is  a  wel- 
come guest  at  every  house,  and  keeps  up  a  good 
correspondence  among  all  the  gentlemen  about 
him.  He  carries  a  tuUp-root  inhis  pocket  from 
one  to  another,  or  exchanges  a  puppy  between  a 
couple  of  friends  that  live  perhaps  in  the  opposite 
sides  of  the  county.  Will  is  a  particular  favour- 
ite of  all  the  young  heirs,  whom  he  frequently 
obliges  with  a  net  tnat  he  has  weaved,  or  a  set- 
ting dog  that  he  has  made  himself.  He  now  and 
then  presents  a  pair  of  garters  of  his  own  knitting 
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to  their  mothers  or  sisters;  and  raises  a  great  deal 
of  mirth  among  them,  by  inquiring  as  often  as  he 
meets  them,  how  they  wear)  These  gentleman- 
like manufactures  and  obliging  little  humours 
make  Will  the  darling  of  the  country. 

Sir  Roger  was  proceeding  in  the  character  of 
him,  when  we  saw  hini  make  up  to  us  with  two 
or  three  hazel  twigs  in*  his  hand  that  he  had  cut 
in  Sir  Roger's  woods  as  he  came  through  them  in 
his  way  to  the  house.  I  was  very  much  pleased 
to  observe  on  one  side  the  hearty  and  sincere 
welcome  with  which  Sir  Roger  received  him, 
and  on  the  other,  the  secret  joy  which  his  guest 
discovered  at  sight  of  the  good  old  Knight.  Af- 
ter the  first  salutes  were  over,  Will  desired  Sir 
Roger  to  lend  him  one  of  his  servants  to  carry  a 
*set  of  shuttle-cocks  he  had  with  him  in  a  little 
box,  to  a  lady  that  lived  about  a  mile  off,  to  whom 
it  seems  he  had  promised  such  a  present  for  above 
this  half  year.  Sir  Roger's  back  was  no  sooner 
turned,  but  honest  Will  began  to  tell  me  of  a 
large  cock-pheasant  that  he  had  sprung  in  one 
of  tne  neighbouring  woods,  with  two  or  three 
other  adventures  of  the  same  nature.  Odd  and 
uncommon  characters  are  the  game  that  I  look 
for,  and  most  delight  in;  for  which  reason  I  was 
as  much  pleased  with  the  novelty  of  the  person 
that  talked  to  me,  as  he  could  be  for  his  life  with 
the  springing  of  a  pheasant,  and  therefore  listen- 
ed to  him  with  more  than  ordinary  attention. 

In,the  midst  of  his  discourse  the  bell  rung  to 
dinner,  where  the  gentleman  1  have  been  speak- 
ing of  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  huge  jack 
he  had  caught  served  up  for  the  first  dish  in  a 
most  sumptuous  manner.  Upon  our  sitting  down 
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to  it,  he  gave  us  along  account  how  he  had  hook* 
ed  it,  played  with  it,  Toiled  it,  and  at  length  drew 
it  out  upon  the  bank,  with  several  other  particu- 
lars that  lasted  all  the  first  course.  A  dish  of 
wildfowl  that  came  afterwards  furnished  conver- 
sation for  the  rest  of  the  dinner,  which  conclud- 
ed with  a  late  invention  of  Will's  for  improving 
the  quail-pipe. 

Upon  withdrawing  into  my  room  after  dinner, 
I  was  secretly  touched  with  compassion  towards 
the  honest  gentleman  that  had  dined  with  us;  and 
could  not  but  consider,  with  a  great  deal  of  con- 
cern, how  so  good  a  heart  and  such  busy  hands 
were  wholly  employed  in  trifles;  that  so  much 
humanitjr  should  be  so  little  beneficial  to  others, 
and  so  much  industry  so  little  advantageous  to 
himself.  The  same  temper  of  mind  and  applica- 
tion to  affairs  might  have  recommended  mm  to 
the  public  esteem,  and  have  raised  his  fortune  in 
another  station  of  life.  What  good  to  his  coun- 
try, or  himself,  might  not  a  trader  or  merchant 
have  done  with  such  useful  though  ordinary  qua- 
lifications? 

Will  Wimble's  is  the  case  of  many  a  younger 
brother  of  a  great  family,  who  had  rather  see 
their  children  starve  like  gentlemen  than  thrive 
in  a  trade  or  profession  that  is  beneath  their  qua- 
lity. This  humour  fills  several  parts  of  Europe 
with  pride  and  beggary.  It  is  the  happiness  of  a 
trading  nation,  like  ours,  that  the  younger  sons, 
though  incapable  of  any  liberal  art  or  profession, 
may  he  placed  in  such  a  way  of  life  as  may  per- 
haps enable  them  to  vie  with  the  best  of  their 
family:  accordingly  we  find  several  citizens  that 
were  launched  into  the  world  with  narrow  for- 
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tunes,  rising,  by  an  honest  industry,  to  greater 
estates  than  those  of  their  elder  brothers.  It  is 
not  improbable  but  Will  was  formerly  tried  at 
divinity,  law,  or  physic;  and  that  finding  his  ge- 
nius did  not  lie  that  way,  his  parents  gave  him 
up  at  length  to  his  own  inventions.  But  certain- 
ly, however  improper  he  might  have  been  for 
studies  of  a  higher  nature,  he  was  perfectly  welJ 
turned  for  the  occupations  of  trade  and  commerce. 
As  I  think  this  is  a  point  which  can  not  be  too 
much  inculcated,  I  shall  desire  my  reader  to 
compare  what  I  have  here  written  with  what  I 
have  said  in  my  twenty-first  speculation. 

ADPISON.  L. 


•<t  OQQ& 


No.  109.     THURSDAY,  JULY  5. 

Abnormis  sapiens  Hon  Sat.  2.  1.  2.  v.  3. 

Of  plain  good  sense,  untutor'd  in  the  schools. 

1  was  this  morning  walking  in  the  gallery, 
when  Sir  Roger  entered  at  the  end  opposite  to 
me,  and  advancing  towards  me,  said  he  was  glad 
to  meet  me  among  his  relations  the  De  Cover- 
leys,  and  hoped  I  liked  the  conversation  of  so 
much  good  company,  who  were  as  silent  as  my- 
self. 1  knew  he  alluded  to  the  pictures;  and  as 
he  is«a  gentleman  who  does  not  a  little  value  him* 
self  upon  his  ancient  descent,  1  expected  he  would 
give  me  some  account  of  them.  We  were  now 
arrived  at  the  upper  end  of  the  gallery,  when  the 
knight  faced  towards  one  of  the  pictures,  aud  as 
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we  stood  before  it,  he  entered  into  the  matter, 
after  his  blunt  way,  of  saying  things  as  they  oc- 
cur to  his  imagination,  witout  regular  introduc- 
tion, or  care  to  preserve  the  appearance  of  chain 
of  thought. 

'  It  is,  said  he,  worth  while  to  consider  the 
force  of  dress;  and  how  the  persons  of  one  age 
differ  from  those  of  another,  merely  by  that  only. 
One  may  observe,  also,  that  the  general  fashion  of 
one  age  has  been  followed  by  one  particular  set 
of  people  in  another,  and  by  them  preserved  from 
one  generation  to  another.  Thus  tne  vast  jetting- 
coat  and  small  bonnet,  which  was  the  habit  in 
Henry  the  Seventh's  time,  is  kept  on  in  the  yeo- 
men of  the  guard;  not  without  a  good  and  politic 
view,  because  they  look  a  foot  taller,  and  a  foot 
and  a  half  broader;  besides  that,  the  cap  leaves 
the  face  expanded,  and  consequently  more  terri- 
ble, and  fitter  to  stand  at  the  entrance  of  palaces.' 

6  This  predecessor  of  ours,  you  see,  is  dressed 
after  this  manner,  sfnd  his  cheeks  would  be  no 
larger  than  mine,  were  he  in  a  hat  as  I  am.  He 
was  the  last  man  that  won  a  prize  in  the  tilt-yard, 
which  is  now  a  common  street  before  Whitehall. 
You  see  the  broken  lance  that  lies  there  by  his 
right  foot:  he  shivered  that  lance  of  his  adversary 
allto  pieces,  and  bearing  himself,  look  you,  Sir, 
in  this  manner,  at  the  same  time  he  came  within 
the  target  of  the  gentleman  who  rode  against 
him,  and  taking  him  with  incredible  force  before 
him  on  the  pommel  of  his  saddle,  he  inthat*man- 
ner  rid  the  tournament  over,  with  an  air  that 
showed  he  did  it  rather  to  perform  the  rule  of  the 
lists  than  expose  his  enemy:  however,  it  appear- 
ed he  knew  how  to  make  use  of  a  victory,  and 


No.  109.  THE  SPECTATOR.  1! 

with  a  gentle  trot  he  marched  up  to  a  gallery 
where  their  mistress  sat,  for  they  were  rivals, 
and  let  him  down  with  laudable  courtesy  and 
pardonable  insolence.  I  do  not  know  but  it  might 
fee  exactly  where  the  coffee-house  is  now. 

<  You  are  to  know,  this  my  ancestor  was  not 
only  of  a  military  genius,  but  fit  also  for  the  arts 
of  peace,  for  he  played  on  the  bass-viol  as  well 
as  any  gentleman  at  court;  you  see  where  his 
viol  hangs  by  his  basket-hilt  sword.  The  action 
at  the  tilt-yard  you  may  be  sure  won  the  fair  lady, 
who  was  a  maid  of  honour,  and  the  greatest  beauty 
of  her  time':  here  she  stands  in  the  next  picture. 
You  see,  Sir,  my  great  great  great  granamother 
has  on  the  new  fashioned  petticoat,  except  that 
the  modern  is  gathered  at  the  waist;  my  grand- 
mother appears  as  if  she  stood  in  a  large  drum, 
whereas  tne  ladies  now  walk  as  if  they  were  in  a 
go-cart  For  all  this  lady  was  bred  at  court,  she 
became  an  excellent  country  wife;  she  brought 
ten  children:  and  when  I  show  you  the  library, 
you  shall  see  in  her  own  hand,  allowing  for  the 
difference  of  the  language,  the  best  receipt  now 
in  England  both  for  an  hasty-pudding  and  a 
white-pot. 

'  If  you  please  to  fall  back  a  little,  because  it 
is  necessary  to  look  at  the  three  next  pictures  at 
one  view;  these  are  three  sisters.  She  on  the 
right  hand,  who  is  so  very  beautiful,  died  a  maid; 
the  next  to  her,  still  handsomer,  had  the  same 
fate  against  her  will;  this  homely  thing  in  the 
middle  had  both  their  portions  added  to  her  own, 
and  was  stolen  by  a  neighbouring  gentleman,  a 
man  of  stratagem  and  resolution;  tor  he  poisoned 
three  mastiffe  to  come  at  her,  and  knocked  down 
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two  deer-stealers  in  carrying  her  off.  Misfor- 
tunes happen  in  all  families:  the  theft  of  this  romp 
and  so  much  money  was  no  great  matter  to  our 
estate.  But  the  next  heir  that  possessed  it  was 
this  soft  gentleman,  whom  you  see  there:  ob- 
serve the  small  buttons,  the  little  boots,  the  laces, 
the  slashes  about  his  clothes,  and  above  all  the 
posture  he  is  drawn  in  ( which  to  be  sure  was  his 
own  choosing)  you  see  ne  sits  with  one.  hand  on 
a  desk  writing,  and  looking  as  it  were  another 
way,  like  an  easy  writer  or  a  sonneteer;  he  was 
one  of  those  who  had  too  much  wit  to  know  how 
to  live  in  the  world;  he  was  a  man  of  no  justice, 

rbut  great  good  manners;  he  ruined  every  body 
that  had  any  thing  to  do  with  him,  but  never 
said  a  rude  thing  in  his  life:  the  most  indolent 
person  in  the  world;  he  would  sign  a  deed  that 
passed  away  half  his  estate  with  his  gloves  on ;  but 
would  not  put  on  his  hat  before  a  lady  if  it  were 
to  save  his  country.  He  is  said  to  be  the  first 
that  made  love  by  squeezing  the  hand.  He  left 
the  estate  with  ten  thousand  pounds  debt  upon  it; 
but  however,  by  all  hands  I  have  been  informed 
that  he  was  every  way  the  finest  gentleman  in 
the  world.  That  debt  lay  heavy  on  our  house 
for  one  generation,  but  it  was  retrieved  by  a  gift 
from  that  honest  man  you  see  there,  a  citizen  of 
our  name,  but  nothing  at  all  a-kin  to  us.  I  know 
Sir  Andrew  Freeport  has  said  behind  my  back, 
that  this  man  was  descended  from  one  of  the  ten 
children  of  the  maid  of  honour  I  showed  you 
above;  but  it  was  never  made  out.  We  winked 
at  the  thing  indeed,  because  money  was  wanting 
at  that  time.' 
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Here  I  saw  my  friend  a  little  embarrassed,  and 
turned  my  face  to  the  next  portraiture/ 

Sir  Roger  went  on  with  his  account  of  the  gal- 
lery in  the  following  manner.  i  This  man  (point- 
iftgto  him  I  looked  at)  I  take  to  be  the  honour 
-  ofour  house,  Sir  Humphrey  de  Coverley;  he  was 
in  his  dealings  as  punctual  as  a  tradesman,  and 
as  generous  as  a  gentleman.  He  would  have 
thought  himself  as*  much  undone  by  breaking 
his  word,  as  if  it  were  to  be  followed  by  bank- 
ruptcy. He  served  his  country  as  knight  of  this 
shire  to  his  dying  day.  He  found  it  no  easy 
matter  to  maintain  an  integrity  in  his  words  and 
actions,  even  in  things  that  regarded  the  offices 
which  were  incumbent  upon  him,  in  the  care  of  \ 
his  own  affairs  and  relations  of  life;  and  there-  i 
fore  dreaded,  though  he  had  great  talents,  to  go  l 
into  employments  of  state,  where  he  must  be  ex-  ) 

I)Osed  to  the  snares  of  ambition.  Innocence  of/ 
ife  and  great  ability  were  the  distinguishing 
parts  of  his  character  j  the  latter,  he  had  often  ob- 
served, had  led  to  the  destruction  of  the  fqrmerr 
and  he  used'  freauently  to  lament  t\&X  great  and 
good  had  not  trie  same  signification.  He  wa* 
an  excellent  husbandman,  but  had  resolved  no* 
to  exqeed  such  a  degree  of  wealth;  all  above  it 
he  bestowed  in  secret  bounties  many  years  after 
the  sum  he  aimed  at  for  his  awn  use  was  attained. 
Yet  he  did  not  slacken  his  industry,  but,  to  a 
<Jfecent  old  age,  spent  the  life  and  fortune  whiclx 
was  superfluous  to  himself  in  the  service  of  his* 
friends1  and  neigh  hours. r 

Here  we  were  ealleid  to  dfcinep,  and  Sir  Roger 
ended  t^e  discourse  etfth'rs  gentleman*  by  telling 
me,  aa  we  followed  the  servant,  that  this  his  ao* 
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cestor  was  a  brave  man,  and  narrowly  escaped 
being  killed  in  the  civil  wars;  '  For  (said  he)  he 
was  sent  out  of  the  field  upon  a  private  message 
the  day  before  the  battle  of  Worcester. '  The 
whim  of  narrowly  escaping  by  having  been  with- 
in a  day  of  danger,  with  other  matters  above- 
mentioned,  mixed  with  good  sense,  left  me  at  a 
loss  whether  1  was  more  delighted  with  my 
friend's  wisdom  or  simplicity; 

STEELE.  R. 
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Horror  ubique  anirnos,  simul  ipsa  sikntia  terrent. 

Vine.  JEn.  ii.  755, 

All  things  are  full  of  horror  and  affright, 

And  dreadful  ey'n  the  silence  of  the  night.     Drtdex. 

At  a  little  distance  from  Sir  Roger's  house, 
among  the  ruins  of  an  old  abbey,  there  is  a  long 
walk  of  aged  elms;  which  are  shot  up  so  very 
high,  that  when  one  passes  under  them,  the 
rooks  and  crows  that  rest  upon  the  tops  of  them 
seem  to  be  cawing  in  another  region.  1  am  very 
much  delighted  with  this  sort  of  noise,  which  1 
consider  as  a  kind  of  natural  prayer  to  that  Be- 
ing who  supplies  the  wants  of  his  whole  creation, 
and  who,  in  the  beautiful  language  of  the  Psalms, 
*  fcedeth  the  young  ravens  that  call  upon  him.' 
1  like  this  retirement  the  better,  because  of  an  ill 
report  it  lies  under  of  being  haunted;  for  which 
reason,  as  I  have  been  told  in  the  family,  no  liv- 
ing creature  ever  walks  in  it  besides  the  chaplain. 
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My  good  friend  the  butler  desired  me,  with  a 
very  grave  face,  not  to  venture  myself  in  it  after 
sunset,  for  that  one  of  the  footmen  had  been  al- 
most frightened  out  of  his  wits  by  a  spirit  that 
appeared  to  him  in  the  shape  of  a  black  horse 
without  a  head;  to  which  he  added,  that  about  a 
month  ago,  one  of  the  maids  coming  home  late 
that  way,  with  a  pail  of  milk  upon  her  head, 
heard  such  a  rustling  among  the  bushes,  that  she 
let  it  fall. 

I  was  taking  a  walk  in  this  place  last  night  be- 
tween the  hours  of  nine  and  ten,  and  could  not 
but  fancy  it  one  of  the  most  proper  scenes  in  the 
world  for  a  ghost  to  appear  in.  The  ruins  of  the 
abbey  are  scattered  up  and  down  on  every  side, 
and  half  covered  with  ivy  and  elder  bushes,  the 
harbours  of  several  solitary  birds  which  seldom 
make  their  appearance  till  the  dusk  of  the  even- 
ing. The  place  was  formerly  a  church-yard,  and 
has  still  several  marks  in  it  of  graves  and  bury- 
ing-places.  There  is  such  an  ecno  among  the  old 
ruins  and  vaults,  that  if  you  stamp  but  a  little 
louder  than  ordinary,  you  hear  the  sound  repeat- 
ed. At  the  same  time  the  walk  of  elms,  with  the 
croaking  of  the  ravens,  which  from  time  to  time 
are  heard  from  the  tops  of  them,  looks  exceeding 
solemn  and  venerable.  These  objects  naturally 
raise  seriousness  and  attention;  and  when  night 
heightens  the  awfulness  of  the  place,  and  pours 
outlier  supernumerary  horrors  upon  every  thing 
in  it,  1  do  not  at  all  wonder  that  weak  minds  fill 
it  with  spectres  and  apparitions. 

Mr.  Locke,  in  his  cnapter  of  the  Association 
of  Ideas,  has  very  curious  remarks,  to  show  how, 
by  the  prejudice  of  education,  one  idea  often  in- 
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troduce?  into  the  mind  a  whole  set  thfct  bear  no 
resemblance  to  one  another  in  the  nature  of 
things.  Among  several  examples  of  this  kind, 
he  produces  the  following  instance.  '  The  ideas 
of  goblins  arid  sprights  have  really  no  more  to  do 
with  darkness  than  light;  yet  let  but  a  foolish 
maid  inculcate  these  often  on  the  mind  of  a  child, 
and  raise  them  there  together,  possibly  he  shall 
never  be  able  to  separate  them  again  so  long  as 
he  lives;  but  darkness  shall  ever  afterwards  bring 
^vith  it  those  frightful  ideas,  and  they  shall  be  so 
joined,  thit  he  can  no  more  bear  the  6ne  than 
the  other. ' 

As  I  was  walking  in  this  solitude,  where  the 
dusk  of  the  evening  conspired  with  so  many  other 
occasions  of  terror,  I  observed  a  cow  grazing  not 
fer  from  me,  which  an  imagination  that  was  apt  to 
startle  might  easily  have  construed  into  a  black 
horse  without  a  head;  and  1  dare  say  the  poor 
footman  lost  his  whs  upon  some  such  trivial  oc- 
casion. 

My  friend  Sir  Roger  has  often  told  me,  with 
a  good  deal  of  mirth,  that  at  his  first  coming  to 
his  estate,  he  found  three  parts  of  his  house  alto- 
gether useless;  that  the  best  room  in  it  had  the 
reputation  of  being  haunted,  and  by  that  means 
was  locked  up;  that  noises  had  been  heard  in  his 
Jong  gallery,  so  that  he  could  not  get  a  servant  to 
enter  it  after  eight  o'clock  at  night;  that  the  door 
of  one  of  his  chambers  was  nailed  up,  because 
there  went  a  story  in  the  family  that  a  outier  had 
formerly  hanged  himself  in  it;  and  that  his  mo- 
ther, who  lived  to  a  great  age,  had  shut  up  half 
the  rooms  in  the  house,  in  which  either  her  hus- 
band, a  son,  or  a  daughter  had  died.     The  knight 
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seeing  his  habitation  reduced  to  so  small  a  coni- 

Eass,  and  himself  in  a  manner  shut  out  of  his  own 
ouse,  upon  the  death  of  his  mother  ordered  all 
the  apartments  to  be  flung  open,  and  exorcised 
by  his  chaplain,  who  lay  in  every  room  one  after 
another,  and  by  that  means  dissipated  the  fears 
which  had  so  long  reigned  in  the  family. 

I  should  not  have  been  thus  particular  upon 
these  ridiculous  horrors,  did  not  I  find  them  so 
ver}r  much  prevail  in  all  parts  of  the  country. 
At  the  same  time  I  think  a  person  who  is  thus 
terrified  with  the  imagination  of  ghosts  and  spec- 
tres much  more  reasonable  than  one  who,  con- 
trary to  the  reports  of  all  historians  sacred  and 
profane,  ancient  and  modern,  and  to  the  tradi- 
tions of  all  nations,  thinks  the  appearance  of  spi- 
rits fabulous  and  groundless:  could  not  I  give  my- 
self up  to  this  general  testimony  of  mankind,  1 
should  to  the  relations  of  particular  persons  who 
are  now  living,  and  whom  I  can  not  distrust  in 
other  matters  of  fact.  I  might  here  add,  that  not 
only  the  historians,  to  whom  we  may  join  the 
poets,  but  likewise  the  philosophers  of  antiquity, 
nave  favoured  this  opinion.  Lucretius  himself, 
though  by  the  course  of  his  philosophy  he  was 
obliged  to  maintain  that  the  soul  did  not  exist 
separate  from  the  body,  makes  no  doubt  of  the 
reality  of  apparitions,  and  that  men  have  often 
appeared  alter  their  death.  This  I  think  very 
remarkable;  he  was  so  pressed  with  the  matter 
of  fact,  which  he  could  not  have  the  confidence 
to  deny,  that  he  was  forced  to  account  for  it  by 
one  of  the  most  absurd  unphilosophical  notions 
that  was  ever  started.  He  tells  us,  that  the  sur- 
faces of  all  bodies  are  perpetually  flying  off  from 
Vol.  III.— 2 
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their  respective  bodies,  one  after  another;  and 
that  these  surfaces  or  thin  cases  that  included 
each  other  whilst  they  were  joined  in  the  body, 
like  the  coats  of  an  onion,  are  sometimes  seen 
\  entire  when  they  are  separated  from  it;  by  which 
means  we  often  behold  the  shapes  and  shadows 
of  persons  who  are  either  dead  or  absent. 

I  shall  dismiss  this  paper  with  a  story  out  of 
Josephus,  not  so  much  for  the  sake  of  the  story 
itselt,  as  for  the  moral  reflections  with  which  the 
author  concludes  it,  and  which  I  shall  here  set 
down  in  his  own  words.  *  Glaphyra  the  daugh- 
ter of  King  Archelaus,  after  the  death  of  her  two 
first  husbands  (being  married  to  a  third,  who  was 
brother  to  her  first  husband,  and  sopassionately 
in  love  with  her  that  he  turned  oflT  his  former 
wife  to  make  room  for  this  marriage)  had  a  very 
odd  kind  of  dream.  She  fancied  that  she  saw  her 
first  husband  coming  towards  her,  and  that  she 
embraced  him  with  great  tenderness;  when,  in 
the  midst  of  the  pleasure  which  she  expressed  at 
the  sight  of  him,  he  reproached  her  after  the  fol- 
lowing manner:  "  Glaphyra  (says  he)  thou  hast 
made  good  the  old  saying,  That  women  are  not 
to  be  trusted.  Was  ncjjt  1  the  husband  of  thy 
virginity?  Have  I  not  children  by  thee?  How 
couldst  thou  forget  our  loves  so  far  as  to  enter 
into  a  second  marriage,  and  after  that  into  a  third; 
nay,  to  take  for  thy  husband  a  man  who  has  so 
shamelessly  crept  into  the  bed  of  his  brother? 
However,  for  the  sake  of  our  passed  loves,  I  shall 
free  thee  from  thy  present  reproach,  and  make 
thee  mine  for  ever. "  Glaphyra  told  this  dream 
to  several  women  of  her  acquaintance,  and  died 
soon  after.     I  thought  this  story  might  not  be 
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impertinent  in  this  place,  wherein  1  speak  of 
those  things:  besides  that,  the  example  deserves 
to  be  taken  notice  of,  as  it  contains  a  most  certain 
proof  of  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  and  of  Di- 
vine Providence.  If  any  man  thinks  these  facts 
incredible,  let  him  enjoy  his  own  opinion  to  him- 
self, but  let  him  not  endeavour  to  disturb  the 
belief  of  others,  who,  by  instances  of  this  nature, 
are  excited  to  the  study  of  virtue. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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Inter  $ilvas  aeademi  quserere  verum. 

Hon.  Ep.  2.  1.  2.  v.  45. 

To  search  for  truth  in  academic  groves. 

The  course  of  my  last  speculation  led  me  in- 
sensibly into  a  subject  upon  which  I  always  me- 
ditate with  great  delight,  1  mean  the  immortality 
of  the  soul.  1  was  yesterday  walking  alone  in 
one  of  my  friend's  woods,  and  lost  myself  in  it 
very  agreeably,  as  1  was  running  over  in  my 
mind  the  several  arguments  that  establish  this 
great  point,  which  is  the  basis  of  morality,  and 
the  source  of  all  the  pleasing  hopes  and  secret 
joys  that  can  arise  in  the  heart  of  a  reasonable 
creature.  I  considered  those  several  proofs  drawn, 

First,  From  the  nature  of  the  soul  itself,  and 
particularly  its  immateriality;  which,  though  not 
absolutely  necessary  to  the  eternity  of  its  dura- 
lion,  has?  I  think,  teen  evinced  to  almost  a  de- 
monstration. 
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Secondly j  From  its  passions  and  sentiments, 
as  particularly  from  its  love  of  existence,  its  hor- 
ror of  annihilation,  and  its  hopes  of  immortality, 
with  that  sweet  satisfaction  which  it  finds  in  the 
practice  of  virtue,  and  that  uneasiness  which  fol- 
lows in  it  upon  the  commission  of  vice. 

Thirdly j  From  the  nature  of  the  Supreme  Be- 
ing, whose  justice,  goodness,  wisdom,  and  vera- 
city, are  all  concerned  in  this  great  point. 

But  among  these  and  other  excellent  argu- 
ments for  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  there  is  one 
drawn  from  the  perpetual  progress  of  the  soul  to 
its  perfection,  without  a  possibility  of  ever  arriv- 
ing at  it;  which  is  a  hint  that  1  do  not  remember 
to  nave  seen  opened  and  improved  by  others  who 
have  written  on  this  subject,  though  it  seems  to 
me  to  carry  a  great  weight  with  it.  How  can  it 
enter  into  the  thoughts  of  man,  that  the  soul, 
which  is  capable  of  such  immense  perfections, 
and  of  receiving  new  improvements  to  all  eter- 
nity, shall  fall  away  into  nothing  almost  as  soon 
as  it  is  created?  Are  such  abilities  made  for  no  pur- 

Eose?  A  brute  arrives  at  a  point  of  perfection  that 
e  can  never  pass:  in  a  few  years  he  has  all  the 
endowments  he  is  capable  of;  and  were  he  to  live 
ten  thousand  more,  would  be  the  same  thing  he 
is  at  present.  Were  a  human  soul  thus  at  a  stand 
in  her  accomplishments,  were  her  faculties  to  be 
full  blown,  and  incapable  of  farther  enlargements, 
I  could  imagine  it  might  fall  away  insensibly,  and 
drop  at  once  into  a  state  of  annihilation.  But  can 
we  believe  a  thinking  being,  that  is  in  a  perpetual 
progress  of  improvement,  and  travelling  on  from 
perfection  to  perfection,  after  having  just  looked 
abroad  into  the  works  of  its  Creator,  and  made  a 
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few  discoveries  of  his  infinite  goodness,  wisdom^ 
and  power,  must  perish  at  her  first  setting  out, 
.and  in  the  very  beginning  of  her  inquiries!? 

A  man  considered  in  his  present  state,  seema 
only  sent  into  the  world  to  propagate  his  kind. 
He  provides  himself  with  a  successor,  and  im- 
mediately quite  his  post  to  make  room  for  him. 

—    Hasres 
Haeredem  alteriuSj  velut  unda  supervenii  unddm. 

Hon.  Ep.  2.  1.  2.  y.  17% 

-Heir  crowds  heir,  as  in  a  rolling  flood 

Wave  urges  wave.  Creech. 

He  does  not  seem  born  to  enjoy  life,  but  to  de- 
liver it  dowii  to  others.  This  is  not  surprising  to 
consider  in  animals  which  are  formed  for  our 
use,  and  can  finish  their  business  in  a  short  life. 
The  silk-worm,  after  having  spun  her  task,  lay* 
her  eggs  and  dies.  But  a  man  can  never  have 
taken  in  his  full  measure  of  knowledge,  has  not 
time  to  subdue  his  passions,  establish  nis  soul  in 
virtue,  and  come  up  to  the  perfection  of  his  na* 
ture,  before  he  is  hurried  off  the  stage.  Would 
an  infinitely  wise  Being  make  such  glorious  cf  ea- 
tures  for  so  mean  a  purpose?  Can  he  delight  in 
the  production  of  such  abortive  intelligences, 
such  short-lived  reasonable  beings?  Would  he 
give  us  talents  that  are  not  to  be*  exerted?  capa- 
cities that  are  never  to  be  gratified?  How  can  we 
find  that  wisdom  which  shines  through  all  his 
works,  in  the  formation  of  man,  without  looking 
on  this  world  as  only  a  nursery  for  the  next;  and 
believing  that  the  several  generations  of  rational 
creatures  which  rise  up  and  disappear  in  such 
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quick  successions,  are  only  to  receive  their  first 
rudiments  of  existence  here,  and  afterwards  to  be 
transplanted  into  a  more  friendly  climate,  where 
they  may  spread  and  flourish  to  all  eternity? 

There  is  not,  in  my  opinion,  a  more  pleasing 
and  triumphant  consideration  in  religion  than 
this,  of  the  perpetual  projgress  which  the  soul 
makes  towards  the  perfection  of  its  nature,  with- 
out ever  arriving  at  a  period  in  it  To  look  up- 
on the  soul  as  going  on  from  strength  to  strength; 
to  consider  that  she  is  to  shine  forever  with  new 
accessions  of  glory,  and  brighten  to  all  eternity; 
that  she  will  be  still  adding  virtue  to  virtue,  and 
knowledge  to  knowledge — carries  in  it  something 
wonderfully  agreeable  to  that  ambition  which  is 
natural  to  tne  mind  of  man.  Nay,  it  must  be  a 
prospect  pleasing  to  God  himself,  to  see  his  crea- 
tion for  ever  beautifying  in  his  eyes,  and  draw- 
ing nearer  to  him,  by  greater  degrees  of  resem- 
blance. 

Methinks  this  single  consideration,  of  the  pro- 
gress of  a  finite  spirit  to  perfection,  will  be  suffi- 
cient to  extinguish  all  envy  in  inferior  natures, 
and  all  contempt  in  superior.  That  cherubim, 
which  now  appears  as  a  god  to  a  human  soul, 
knows  very  well  that  the  period  will  come  about 
in  eternity,  when  the  human  soul  shall  be  as  per- 
fect as  he  himself  now  is;  nay,  when  she  snail 
look  down  upon  that  degree  of  perfection  as  much 
as  she  now  falls  short  ofit.  It  is  true  the  higher 
nature  still  advances,  and  by  that  means  preserves 
his  distance  and  superiority  in  the  scale  of  being; 
but  he  knows  that  now  high  soever  the  station  is 
of  which  he  stands  possessed  at  present,  the  in- 
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ferior  nature  will  at  length  mount  up  to  it,  and 
shine  forth  in  the  same  degree  of  glory. 

With  what  astonishment  and  veneration  may 
we  look  into  our  own  souls,  where  there  are  such 
hidden  stores  of  virtue  and  knowledge,  such  in- 
exhausted  sources  of  perfection !  We  know  not 
yet  what  we  shall  be,  nor  will  it  ever  enter  into 
the  heart  of  man  to  conceive  the  glory  that  will 
be  always  in  reserve  for  him.  The  soul,  consi- 
dered with  its  Creator,  is  like  one  of  those  ma- 
thematical lines  that  may  draw  nearer  to  another 
for  all  eternity  without  a  possibility  of  touching 
it:  and  can  there  be  a  thought  so  transporting, 
as  to  consider  ourselves  in  these  perpetual  ap- 
proaches to  Him,  who  is  not  only  the  standard 
>f  perfection,  but  of  happiness? 

ADDISON.  L. 


No.  u*.    MONDAY,  JULY  9. 

AQtnanruK  fi»  irganrct  Bute,  vo/t*t»  wc  fiauttrau, 
Tip*—  PxTHie. 

Firr^,  «  obedience  to  thy  country's  rites, 
Worship  th'  immortal  gods. 

I  am  always  very  well  pleased  with  a  country 
Sunday,  and  think,  if  keeping  holy  the  seventh 
day  were  only  a  human  institution,  it  would  be 
the  best  method  that  could  have  been  thought  of 
for  the  polishing  and  civilizing  of  mankind.  It 
is  certain  the  country  people  would  soon  degene- 
rate into  a  kind  of  savages  and  barbarians,  were 
there  not  such  frequent  returns  of  a  stated  time 
in  which  the  whole  village  meet  together  with 
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their  best  faces,  and  in  their  cleanliest  habits,  to 
converse  with  one  another  upon  indifferent  sub- 
jects,  hear  their  duties  explained  to  them,  and 
join  together  in  adoration  of  the  Supreme  Being. 
Sunday  clears  away  the  rust  of  the  whole  week, 
not  only  as  it  refreshes  in  their  minds  the  notions 
of  religion,  but  as  it  puts  both  the  sexes  upon 
appearing  in  their  most  agreeable  forms,  and  ex*- 
erting  all  such  qualities  as  are  apt  to  give  them  a 
figure  in  the  eye  of  the  village.  A  country  fel- 
low distinguishes  himself  as  much  in  the  church- 
yard as  a  citizen  does  upon  the  'Change,  the 
whole  parish-politics  being  generally  discussed 
in  that  place  either  after  sermon  or  before  the 
bell  rings. 

My  friend  Sir  Roger,  being  a  good  church* 
man,  has  beautified  the  inside  of  his  church  with 
several  texts  of  his  own  choosing;  he  has  like- 
wise given  a  handsome  pulpit-elotn,  and  railed  in 
the  communion-table  at  his  own  expense.  He 
has  often  told  me,  that  at  his  coming  to  his  estate 
he  found  his  parishioners  very  irregular:  and  that 
in  order  to  make  them  kneel  and  join  in  the  re- 
sponses, he  gave  every  one  of  them  a  hassoc  and 
a  common  prayer-book;  and  at  the  same  time  em- 
ployed an  itinerant  singing-master,  who  goes 
about  the  country  for  that  purpose,  to  instruct 
them  rightly  in  the  tunes  of  the  psalms;  upon 
which  they  now  very  much  value  themselves,  and 
indeed  out-do  most  of  the  country  churches  that 
1  have  ever  heard. 

As  Sir  Roger  is  landlord  to  the  whole  congre- 
gation, he  keeps  them  in  very  good  order,  and 
will  suffer  nobody  to  sleep  in  it  besides  himself; 
for  if  by  chance  lie  has  been  surprised  into  a  short 
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nap  at  sermon,  upon  recovering  out  of  it,  he 
stands  up  and  looks  about  him;  and  if  he  sees 
any  body  else  nodding,  either  wakes  them  him- 
self, or  sends  his  servants  to  them.  Several  other 
of  the  old  Knight's  particularities  break  out  up- 
on these  occasions;  sometimes  he  will  be  lengtn- 
ening  out  a  verse  in  the  singing  psalms  half  a 
minute  after  the  rest  of  the  congregation  have 
done  with  it;  sometimes,  when  he  is  pleased  with 
the  matter  of  his  devotion,  he  pronounces  Amen 
three  or  four  times  to  the  same  praver;  and  some- 
limes  stands  up  when  every  body  else  is  upon 
their  knees,  to  count  the  congregation,  or  see  ii 
any  of  his  tenants  are  missing. 

1  was  yesterday  very  much  surprised  to  hear 
my  old  friend,  in  the  midst  of  the  service,  calling 
out  to  one  John  Matthews  to  mind  what  he  was 
about,  and  not  disturb  the  congregation.  This 
John  Matthews,  it  seems,  is  remarkable  for  being 
an  idle  fellow,  and  at  that  time  was  kicking  his 
heels  for  his  diversion.  This  authority  of  the 
Knight,  though  exerted  in  that  odd  manner  which 
accompanies  nim  in  all  circumstances  of  life,  has 
a  very  good  effect  upon  the  parish,  who  are  not 
polite  enough  to  see  any  thing  ridiculous  in  his 
Dehaviour,  Desides  that,  the  general  good  sense 
and  worthiness  of  his  character  makeliis  friends 
observe  these  little  singularities  as  foils  that  ra- 
ther set  off  than  blemish  his  good  qualities. 

As  soon  as  the  sermon  is  finished,  nobody  pre- 
sumes to  stir  till  Sir  Roger  is  gone  out  of  the 
church.  The  Knight  walks  down  from  his  seat 
in  the  chancel  between  a  double  row  of  his  ten- 
ants, that  stand  bowing  to  him  on  each  side;  and 
every  now  and  then  inquires  how  such  an  one's 
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wife,  or  mother,  or  son,  or  father  do,  whom  he 
does  not  see  at  church ;  which  is  understood  as  a 
secret  reprimand  to  the  person  that  is  absent 

The  chaplain  has  often  told  me,  that  upon  a 
catechising  day,  when  Sir  Roger  has  been  pleas- 
ed with  a  noy  that  answers  well,  he  has  ordered 
a  Bible  to  be  given  him  next  day  for  his  encou- 
ragement, and  sometimes  accompanies  it  with  a 
flitch  of  bacon  to  his  mother.  Sir  Roger  has  like- 
wise added  five  pounds  a  year  to  the  clerk's  place; 
and,  that  he  may  encourage  the  young  fellows  to 
make  themselves  perfect  in  the  church-service, 
has  promised,  upon  the  death  of  the  present  in- 
cumoent,  who  is  very  old,  to  bestow  it  according 
to  merit. 

The  fair  understanding  between  Sir  Roger  and 
his  chaplain,  and  their  mutual  concurrence  in  do- 
ing good,  is  the  more  remarkable,  because  the 
very  next  village  is  famous  for  the  differences  and 
contentions  that  arise  between  the  parson  and  the 
'squire;  who  live  in  a  perpetual  state  of  war. 
The  parson  is  always  preacning  at  the  'squire, 
and  tne  squire,  to  be  revenged  on  the  parson, 
never  comes  to  church.  The  'squire  has  made 
all  his  tenants  atheists  and  tithe-stealers,  while 
the  parson  instructs  them  every  Sunday  in  the 
dignity  of  his  order,  and  insinuates  to  them,  in 
almost  every  sermon,  that  he  is  a  better  man 
than  his  patron.  In  short,  matters  are  come  to 
such  an  extremity,  that  the  'squire  has  not  said 
his  prayers,  either  in  public  or  private,  this  half 
year;  and  that  the  parson  threatens  him,  if  he  does 
not  mend  his  manners,  to  pray  for  him  in  the 
face  of  the  whole  congregation. 

Feuds  of  this  nature,  though  too  frequent  in 
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the  country*  are  very  fatal  to  the  ordinary  peo 
pie,  who  are  so  used  to  be  dazzled  with  riches, 
that  they  pay  as  much  deference  to  the  under 
standing  of  a  man  of  an  estate  as  of  a  man  of 
learning;  and  are  very  hardly  brought  to  regard 
any  truth,  how  important  soever  it  may  be,  that 
is  preached  to  them,  when  they  know  there  are 
several  men  of  five  hundred  a  year  who  do  not 
believe  it. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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— Haereni  infixi  pecfore  vultus.   Vino.  JEn.  iv.  v.  4 


Her  looks  were  deep  imprinted  in  his  heart 

In  my  first  description  of  the  company  in  which 
I  pass  most  of  my  time,  it  may  be  remembered 
that  I  mentioned  a  great  affliction  which  my 
friend  Sir  Roger  had  met  with  in  his  youth; 
which  was  no  less  than  a  disappointment  in  love. 
It  happened  this  evening  that  we  fell  into  a  very 
pleasing  walk  at  a  distance  from  his  house:  as 
soon  as  we  came  into  it,  *  It  is  (quoth  the  good 
old  man,  looking  round  him  with  a  smile)  very 
hard  that  any  part  of  my  land  should  be  settled 
upon  one  who  has  used  me  so  ill  as  the  perverse 
widow  did;  and  yet  1  am  sure  1  could  not  see  a 
sprig  of  any  bough  of  this  whole  walk  of  trees> 
but  I  should  reflect  upon  her  and  her  severity. 
She  lias  certainly  the  finest  hand  of  any  woman 
in  the  world.     You  are  to  know  this  was  the 
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place  wherein  I  used  to  muse  upon  her;  and  by 
that  custom  I  can  never  come  into  it  but  the  same 
tender  sentiments  revive  in  my  mind,  as  if  I  had 
actually  walked  with  that  beautiful  creature  un- 
der these  shades.  1  have  been  fool  enough  to 
carve  her  name  on  the  bark  of  several  of  these 
trees;  so  unhappy  is  the  condition  of  men  in  love 
to  attempt  the  removing  of  their  passion  by  the 
methods  which  serve  only  to  imprint  it  deeper. 
She  has  certainly  the  finest  hand  of  any  woman 
in  the  world. ' 

Here  followed  a  profound  silence;  and  1  was 
not  displeased  to  observe  my  friend  falling  so 
naturally  into  a  discourse  which  I  had  ever  be- 
fore taken  notice  he  industriously  avoided.  Af- 
ter a  very  long  pause,  he  entered  upon  an  ac- 
count of  this  great  circumstance  in  his  life  with 
an  air  which  1  thought  raised  my  idea  of  him 
above  what  I  had  ever  had  before:  and  gave  me 
the  picture  of  that  cheerful  mind  of  his  before  it 
received  that  stroke  which  has  ever  since  affect- 
ed his  words  and  actions.  But  he  went  on  as 
follows: 

*  I  came  to  my  estate  in  my  twenty-second 
year,  and  resolved  to  follow  the  steps  of  the  most 
worthy  of  my  ancestors,  who  have  inhabited  this 
spot  oi  earth  before  me  in  all  the  methods  of  hos- 
pitality and  good  neighbourhood,  for  the  sake  of 
my  fame;  and  in  country  sports  and  recreations, 
for  the  sake  of  my  health.  In  my  twenty-third 
year  I  was  obliged  to  serve  as  sheriff  of  the  coun- 
ty; and  in  my  servants,  officers,  and  whole  equi- 
page, indulged  the  pleasure  of  a  young  man  (who 
did  not  think  ill  of  nis  own  person)  in  taking  that 
public  occasion  of  showing  my  figure  and  beha- 
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viour  to  advantage.  You  may  easily  imagine  to 
yourself  what  appearance  1  made,  who  am  pret- 
ty tall,  ride  well,  and  was  very  well  dressed, 
at  the  head  of  a  whole  county,  with  music  he- 
fore  me,  a  feather  in  my  hat,  and  my  horse  well 
bitted. '  I  can  assure  you  1  was  not  a  little  pleas- 
ed with  the  kind  looks  and  glances  I  had  from  all 
the  balconies  and  windows  as  I  rode  to  the  hall 
where  the  assizes  were  held.  But  when  1  came 
there,  a  beautiful  creature  in  a  widow's  habit  sat 
in  court,  to  hear  the  event  of  a  cause  concerning 
her  dower.  This  commanding  creature  (who 
was  born  for  the  destruction  of  all  who  behold 
her)  put  on  such  a  resignation  in  her  counte- 
nance, and  bore  the  whispers  of  all  around  the 
court,  with  such  a  pretty  uneasiness,  1  warrant 
you,  and  then  recovered  herself  from  one  eye  to 
another,  till  she  was  perfectly  confused  by  meet- 
ing something  so  wistful  in  all  she  encountered, 
that  at  last,  with  a  murrain  to  her,  she  cast  her 
bewitching  eye  upon  me.  I  no  sooner  met  it 
but  I  bowed  like  a  great  surprised  booby;  and 
knowing  her  cause  to  be  the  first  which  came  on, 
1  cried, Tike  a  captivated  calf  as  1  was,  make  way 
for  the  defendant's  witnesses.  This  sudden  par- 
tiality made  all  the  county  immediately  see  the 
sheriff  also  was  become  a  slave  to  the  fine  widow. 
During  the  time  her  cause  was  upon  trial,  she 
behaved  herself,  1  warrant  you,  with  such  a  deep 
attention  to  her  business,  took  opportunities  to 
have  little  billets  handed  to  her  counsel,  then 
ivould  be  in  such  a  pretty  confusion,  occasioned, 
you  must  know,  by  acting  before  so  much  com- 
pany, that  not  only  1,  but  the  whole  court,  was 
prejudiced  in  her  favour;  and  all  that  the  next 
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heir  to  her  husband  had  to  urge,  was  thought  so 
groundless  and  frivolous,  that  when  it  came  to 
her  counsel  to  reply,  there  was  not  half  so  much 
said  as  every  one  besides  in  the  court  thought  he 
could  have  urged  to  her  advantage.  You  must 
understand,  Sir,  this  perverse  woman  is  one  of 
those  unaccountable  creatures  that  secretly  re- 
joice in  the  admiration  of  men,  but  indulge 
themselves  in  no  farther  consequences.  Hence 
it  is  that  she  has  ever  had  a  train  of  admirers, 
and  she  removes  from  her  slaves  in  town  to  those 
in  the  country,  according  to  the  seasons  of  the 
year.  She  is  a  reading  lady,  and  far  gone  in  the 
pleasures  of  friendship;  she  is  always  accompani- 
ed by  a  confidant,  who  is  witness  to  her  daily  pro- 
testations against  our  sex,  and  consequently  a  bar 
to  her  first  steps  towards  love,  upon  the  strength 
of  her  own  maxims  and  declarations. 

'  However,  1  must  needs  say,  this  accomplish- 
ed mistress  of  mine  has  distinguished  me  above 
the  rest,  and  has  been  known  to  declare  Sir  Roger 
de  Coverley  was  the  tamest  and  most  humane  of 
all  the  brutes  in  the  country.  I  was  told  she  said 
so  by  one  who  thought  she  rallied  me;  but  upon 
the  strength  of  this  slender  encouragement  of  be- 
ing thought  least  detestable,  1  made  new  liveries, 
new-paired  my  coach-horses,  sent  them  all  to 
town  to  be  bitted,  and  taught  to  throw  their  legs 
well,  and  move  all  together,  before  I  pretended  to 
cross  the  country,  and  wait  upon  her.  As  soon 
as  I  thought  my  retinue  suitable  to  the  character 
of  my  fortune  and  youth,  I  set  out  from  hence  to 
make  my  addresses.  The  particular  skill  of  this 
lady  has  ever  been  to  inflame  your  wishes,  and 
yet  command  respect.     To  make  her  mistress  of 
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this  art,  she  has  a  greater  share  x)f  knowledge, 
wit,  and  good  sense,  than  is  usual  even  among 
men  of  merit.    Then  she  is  beautiful  beyond  the 
race  of  women.  If  you  will  not  let  her  go  on  with 
a  certain  artifice  with  her  eyes,  and  the  skill  of 
beauty,  she  will  arm  herself  with  her  real  charms 
and  strike  you  with  admiration  instead  of  desire. 
It  is  certain  that  if  you  were  to  behold  the  whole 
woman,  there  is  that  dignity  in  her  aspect,  that 
composure  in  her  motion,  that  complacency  in 
her  manner,  that  if  her  form  makes  you  hope,  her 
merit  makes  you  fear.     But  then  again,  she  is 
such  a  desperate  scholar,  that  no  country  gentle- 
man can  approach  her  without  being  a  jest.     As 
1  was  going  to  tell  you,  when  I  came  to  her  house, 
I  was  admitted  to  her  presence  with  great  civility, 
at  the  same  time  she  placed  herself  to  be  first 
seen  by  me  in  such  an  attitude  as  I  think  you  call 
the  posture  of  a  picture,  that  she  discovered  new 
charms,  and  I  at  last  came  towards  her  with  such 
an  awe  as  made  me  speechless.     This  she  no 
sooner  observed,  but  she  made  her  advantage  of 
it,  and  began  a  discourse  to  me  concerning  love 
and  honour,  as  they  both  are  followed  by  pretend- 
ers, and  the  real  votaries  to  them.    When  she  dis- 
cussed these  points  in  a  discourse,  which  1  verily 
believe  was  as  learned  as  the  best  philosopher  in 
Europe  could  possibly  make,  she  asked  me  whe- 
ther she  was  so  happy  as  to  fall  in  with  my  sen- 
timents on  these  important  particulars.    Her  con- 
fidant sat  by  her,  and  upon  my  being  in  the  last 
confusion  and  silence,  this  malicious  aid  of  her's 
turning  to  her,  says,  I  am  very  glad  to  observe 
Sir  Roger  pauses  upon  this  subject,  and  seems  re- 
solved to  deliver  all  his  sentiments  upon  the  mat- 


32  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  113. 

ter  when  he  pleases  to  speak.  They  both  kept 
their  countenances;  and  after  1  had  sat  half  an 
hour  meditating  how  to  behave  before  such  pro- 
found casuists,  I  rose  up  and  took  my  leave. 
Chance  has  since  that  time  thrown  me  very  often 
in  her  way,  and  she  as  often  has  directed  a  dis- 
course to  me  which  1  do  not  understand.  This 
barbarity  has  kept  me  ever  at  a  distance  from  the 
most  beautiful  ooject  my  eyes  ever  beheld.  It  is 
thus  also  she  deals  with  all  mankind,  and  you 
must  make  love  to  her,  as  you  would  conquer  the 
sphinx,  by  posing  her.  But  were  she  like  other 
women,  and  that  there  were  any  talking  to  her, 
how  constant  must  the  pleasure  of  that  man  be 
who  could  converse  with  a  creature But,  af- 
ter all,  you  may  be  sure  her  heart  is  fixed  on 
some  one  or  other,  and  yet  I  have  been  credibly 
informed — but  who  can  believe  half  that  is  said! 
After  she  had  done  speaking  to  me,  she  put  her 
hand  to  her  bosom  and  adjusted  her  tucker.  Then 
she  cast  her  eyes  a  little  down,  upon  my  behold- 
ing her  too  earnestly.  They  say  she  sines  ex- 
cellently: her  voice  in  her  ordinary  speech  has 
something  in  it  inexpressibly  sweet.  You  must 
know  I  dined  with  her  at  a  public  table  the  day 
after  1  first  saw  her,  and  she  helped  me  to  some 
tansy  in  the  eye  of  all  the  gentlemen  in  the  coun- 
ty; she  has  certainly  the  finest  hand  of  any  wo- 
man in  the  world.  I  can  assure  you,  sir,  were 
you  to  behold  her,  you  would  be  in  the  same  con- 
dition; for  as  her  speech  is  music,  her  form  is  an- 
gelic. But  I  find  1  grow  irregular  while  I  am 
talking  of  her;  but  indeed  it  would  be  stupidity 
to  be  unconcerned  at  such  perfection.     Oh  the 
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excellent  creature!  she  is  as  inimitable  to  all  wo- 
men, as  she  is  inaccessible  to  all  men/ 

1  found  my  friend  began  to  rave,  and  insensibly 
led  him  towards  the  house,  that  we  might  be  join- 
ed by  some  other  company,  and  am  convinced 
that  the  widow  is  the  secret  cause  of  all  that  in- 
consistency which  appears  in  some  parts  of  my 
friend's  discourse;  tnough  he  has  so  much  com- 
mand of  himself  as  not  directly  to  mention  her, 
yet  according  to  that  of  Martial,  which  one  knows 
not  how  to  render  into  English,  Dum  tacet9 
hanc  loquitur.  I  shall  end  tnis  paper  with  that 
whole  epigram,  which  represents,  with  much 
humour,  my  honest  friend's  condition. 

Quicquid  agit  Rufus,  nihil  est,  nisi  Naevia  Rufo, 
Sigaudet,  siflet,si  facet,  hanc  loquitur; 

Camat,  propinai,  poscit,  negai,  annuit,  una  est 
Naevia;  si  non  sit  Naevia,  mutus  eriU 

Scriberet  hesternd,  patri  cum  luce  salutem, 
Naevia  lux,  inquit,  Naevia  numen,  ave.   Epig,  69. 1. 1. 

Let  Rufus  weep,  rejoice,  stand,  sit,  or  walk, 
Still  he  can  nothing  but  of  Naevia  talk: 
Let  him  eat,  drink,  ask  questions,  or  dispute, 
Still  he  must  speak  of  Naevia,  or  be  mute. 
He  writ  to  his  father  ending  with  this  line, 
I  am,  my  lovely  Naevia,  ever  thine. 
STEELE.  R. 

Vol.  III.— 3 
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No.  114.    WEDNESDAY,  JULY  11. 

—PaupertatU  pudor  etfuga —     Hob.  xp.  18. 1. 1.  v.  % 


The  dread  of  nothing"  more, 


Than  to  be  thought  necessitous  and  poor.     Poolt. 

Economy  in  our  affairs  has  the  same  effect  upon 
bur  fortunes  which  good  breeding  has  upon  our 
conversation.  There  ia  a  pretending  benaviour 
in  both  cases,  which,  instead  of  making  men  es- 
teemed, renders  them  both  miserable  and  con- 
temptible. We  had  yesterday  at  Sir  Roger's  a 
set  of,  country  gentlemen  who  dined  with  him; 
and  after  dinner  the  glass  was  taken,  by  those 
who  pleased,  pretty  plentifully.  Among  others 
1  observed  a  person  of  a  tolerable  good  aspect, 
who  seemed  to  be  more  greedy  of  liquor  than  any 
of  the  company,  and  yet,  methought,  he  did  not 
taste  it  witn  delight  As  he  grew  warm,  he  was 
suspicious  of  every  thing  that  was  said;  and  as  he 
advanced  towards  being  fuddled,  his  humour 
grew  worse.  At  the  same  time  his  bitterness 
seemed  to  be  rather  an  inward  dissatisfaction  in 
his  own  mind,  than  any  dislike  he  had  taken  to 
the  company.  Upon  hearing  his  name,  I  knew 
him  to  be  a  gentleman  of  a  considerable  fortune 
in  this  county,  but  greatly  in  debt  What  gives 
the  unhappy  man  this  peevishness  of  spirit,  is 
that  his  estate  is  dipped,  and  is  eating  out  with 
usury;  and  yet  he  nas  not  the  heart  to  sell  any 

1>art  of  it.    His  proud  stomach,  at  the  cost  of  rest- 
ess  nights,  constant  inquietudes,  danger  of  af- 
fronts, and  a  thousand  nameless  inconveniences. 
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preserves  this  canker  in  his  fortune,  rather  than 
it  shall  be  said  he  is  a  man  of  fewer  hundreds  a 
year  than  he  has  been  commonly  reputed.  Thus 
he  endures  the  torment  of  poverty,  to  avoid  the 
name  of  being  less  rich.  If  you  go  to  his  house, 
you  see  great  plenty;  but  served  in  a  manner  that 
shows  it  is  all  unnatural,  and  that  the  master's 
mind  is  not  at  home.  There  is  a  certain  waste 
and  carelessness  in  the  air  of  every  thing,  and 
the  whole  appears  but  a  covered  mdigence,  a 
magnificent  poverty.  That  neatness  and  cheer- 
fulness which  attends  the  table  of  him  who  lives 
within  compass  is  wanting,  and  exchanged  for  a 
libertine  way  of  service  in  all  about  him. 

This  gentleman's  conduct,  though  a  very  com- 
mon way  of  management,  is  as  ridiculous  as  that 
officer's  would  be  who  had  but  a  few  men  under 
his  command,  and  should  take  the  charge  of  an 
extent  of  country  rather  than  of  a  small  pass.  7*0 
pay  for,  personate,  and  keep  in  a  man's  hands  a 
greater  estate  than  he  really  has,  is,  of  all  others, 
the  most  unpardonable  vanity,  and  must  in  the 
end  reduce  the  man  who  is  guilty  of  it  to  dis-r 
honour.  Yet  if  we  look  around  us  in  any  coun- 
ty of  Great  Britain,  we  shall  see  many  in  this} 
fatal  error;  if  that  may  be  called  by  so  soft  a  name 
which  proceeds  from  a  false  shame  of  appearing 
what  they  really  are,  when  the  contrary  behayiqur 
would  in  a  short  time  advance  them  to  the  con- 
dition which  they  pretend  to. 

Laertes  has  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  yep?* 
which  is  mortgaged  for  six  thousand  pounds:  put 
it  is  impossible  to  convince  him  that,  if  he  sq)4 
as  much  as  wqujd  nay  off  that  debt,  he  would  s$ve 
four  shillings  inuje  pound,  which  he  gvfisfpj? 
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the  vanity  of  being  the  reputed  matser  of  it  Yet 
if  Laertes  did  this,  he  would,  perhaps,  be  easier 
in  his  own  fortune;  but  then  Irus,  a  fellow  of  yes- 
terday, who  has  but  twelve  hundred  a  year,  would 
be  his  equal.  Rather  than  this  shall  oe,  Laertes 
goes  on  to  bring  well-born  beggars  into  the 
world,  and  every  twelvemonth  charges  his  estate 
with  at  least  one  year's  rent  more  hy  the  birth 
of  a  child. 

Laertes  and  Irus  are  neighbours,  whose  way  of 
living  are  an  abomination  to  each  other.  Irus  is 
moved  by  the  fear  of  poverty,  and  Laertes  by  the 
shame  of  it  Though  the  motive  of  action  is  of 
so  near  affinity  in  both,  and  may  be  resolved  into 
this,  *  that  to  each  of  them  poverty  is  the  great- 
est of  all  evils/  yet  are  their  manners  widely  dif- 
ferent Shame  of  poverty  makes  Laertes  launch 
into  unnecessary  equipage,  vain  expense,  and 
lavish  entertainments:  fear  of  poverty  makes  Irus 
allow  himself  only  plain  necessaries,  appear  with- 
out a  servant,  sell  his  own  corn,  attend  his  la- 
bourers and  be  himself  a  labourer.  Shame  of 
poverty  makes  Laertes  go  every  day  a  step  nearer 
to  it;  and  fear  of  poverty  stirs  up  Irus  to  make 
every  day  some  further  progress  from  it. 

Tnese  different  motives  produce  the  excesses 
which  men  are  guilty  of  in  the  negligence  of  and 
provision  for  themselves.  Usury,  stock-jobbing, 
extortion  and  oppression,  have  their  seed  in  the 
dread  of  want;  and  vanity,  riot,  and  prodigality, 
from  the  shame  of  it;  but  both  these  excesses  are 
infinitely  below  the  pursuit  of  a  reasonable  crea- 
ture. After  we  have  taken  care  to  command  so 
much  as  is  necessary  for  maintaining  ourselves  in 
the  order  of  men  suitable  to  our  character,  the 


if 
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care  of  superfluities  is  a  vice  no  less  extravagant 
than  the  neglect  of  necessaries  would  have  been 
before.  N 

Certain  it  is,  that  they  are  both  out  of  nature, 
when  she  is  followed  with  reason  and  good  sense. 
It  is  from  this  reflection  that  1  always  read  Mr. 
Cowley  with  the  greatest  pleasure:  his  magnan- 
imity is  as  much  above  that  of  other  considerable 
men  as  his  understanding,  and  it  is  a  true  distin- 
guishing spirit  in  the  elegant  author  who  publish- 
ed his  works,  to  dwell  so  much  upon  the  temper 
of  his  mind,  and  the  moderation  of  his  desires; 
by  this  means  he  has  rendered  his  friend  as  amia- 
ble as  famous.  That  state  of  life  which  bears  the 
face  of  poverty  with  Mr.  Cowley's  great  Vul- 
gar* is  admirably  described;  and  it  is  no  small 
satisfaction  to  those  of  the  same  turn  of  desire, 
that  he  produces  the  authority  of  the  wisest  men 
of  the  best  age  of  the  world,  to  strengthen  his 
opinion  of  the  ordinary  pursuits  of  mankind. 

It  would,  methinks,  be  no  ill  maxim  of  life,  if 
according  to  that  ancestor  of  Sir  Roger  whom  I 
lately  mentioned,  every  man  would  point  to  him- 
self what  sum  he  would  resolve  not  to  exceed. 
He  might,  by  this  means,  cheat  himself  into  a 
tranquillity  on  this  side  of  that  expectation,  or, 
convert  what  he  should  get  above  it  to  nobler 
uses  than  his  own  pleasures  or  necessities.  This 
temper  of  mind  would  exempt  a  man  from  an  ig- 
norant envy  of  restless  men  above  him,  and  a 
more  inexcusable  contempt  of  happy  men  below 
him.     This  would  be  sailing  by  some  compass, 

•  •*  Hence,  ye  profane;  I  hate  ye  all, 
Both  the  great  vulgar  and  the  small." 
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living  with  some  design;  but  to  be  eternally  be- 
wildered in  prospects  of  future  gain,  and  putting 
on  unnecessary  armour  against  improbable  blows 
of  fortune,  isa  mechanic  beingwhich  has  not  good 
sense  for  its  direction,  but  is  carried  on  by  a  sort 
of  acquired  instinct  towards  things  below  our 
consideration  and  unworthy  our  esteem.  It  is 
possible  that  the  tranquillity  1  now  enjoy  at  Sir 
Koger's  may  have  created  in  me  this  way  of 
thinking,  which  is  so  abstracted  from  the  com- 
mon relish  of  the  world:  but  as  I  am  now  in  a 
pleasing  arbour  surrounded  with  a  beautiful  land- 
scape, I  find  no  inclination  so  strong  as  to  con- 
tinue in  these  mansions,  so  remote  from  the  os- 
tentatious scenes  of  life;  and  am  at  this  present 
writing  philosopher  enough  to  conclude  with 
Mr.  Cowley, 

*  If  e'er  ambition  did  my  fancy  cheat 
With  any  wish  so  mean  as  to  be  great; 
Continue,  Heav'n,  still  from  me  to  remove 
The  humble  blessings  of  that  life  I  lore. 

Steele.  T. 


No.  115.    THURSDAY,  JULY  12. 

— XJt  sit  mens  tana  in  carport  sano.    Jut.  Sat  x.  356. 
A  healthy  body  and  a  mind  at  ease. 

Bodily  labour  is  of  two  kinds,  either  that 
which  a  man  submits  to  for  his  livelihood,  or  that 
which  he  undergoes  for  his  pleasure.  The  latter 
of  them  generally  changes  the  name  of  labour  for 


No.  115.  THE  SPECTATOR.  39 

that  of  exercise,  but  differs  only  from  ordinary 
labour  as  it  rises  from  another  motive. 

A  country  life  abounds  in  both  these  kinds  of 
labour,  and  for  that  reason  gives  a  man  a  greater 
stock  of  health,  and  consequently  a  more  perfect 
enjoyment  of  himself,  than  any  other  way  of  life. 
1  consider  the  body  as  a  system  of  tubes  and 
glands,  or  to  use  a  more  rustic  phrase,  a  bundle 
of  pipes  and  strainers,  fitted  to  one  another  after 
so  wonderful  a  manner  as  to  make  a  proper  en- 
gine for  the  soul  to  work  with.  This  description 
does  not  only  comprehend  the  bowels,  bones, 
tendons,  veins,  nerves,  and  arteries,  but  every 
muscle  and  every  ligature,  which  is  a  composi- 
tion of  fibres;  tnat  are  so  many  imperceptible 
tubes  or  pipes  interwoven  on  all  sides  with  in- 
visible glands  or  strainers. 

This  general  idea  of  a  human  body,  without 
considering  it  in  the  niceties  of  anatomy,  lets  us 
see  how  absolutely  necessary  labour  is  for  the 
right  preservation  of  it.  There  must  be  frequent 
motions  and  agitations  to  mix,  digest,  and  sepa- 
rate the  juices  contained  in  it,  as  well  as  to  clear 
and  cleanse  that  infinitude  of  pipes  and  strainers 
of  which  it  is  composed,  and  to  give  their  solid 
parts  a  more  firm  and  lasting  tone. — Labour  or 
exercise  ferments  the  humours,  casts  them  into 
their  proper  channels,  throws  off  redundancies, 
and  helps  nature  in  those  secret  distributions, 
without  which,  the  body  can  not  subsist  in  its 
vigour,  nor  the  soul  act  with  cheerfulness. 

1  might  here  mention  the  effects  which  this  has 
upon  all  the  faculties  of  the  mind,  by  keeping  the 
understanding  clear,  the  imagination  untroubled, 
and  refining  those  spirits  that  are  necessary  for 
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the  proper  exertion  of  our  intellectual  faculties 
during  the  present  laws  of  union  between  soul 
and  body.  It  is  to  a  neglect  in  this  particular 
that  we  must  ascribe  the  spleen,  which  is  so  fre- 
quent in  men  of  studious  and  sedentary  tempers, 
as  well  as  the  vapours  to  which  those  of  the  other 
sex  are  so  often  subject. 

Had  not  exercise  been  absolutely  necessary  for 
our  well-being,  Nature  would  not  have  made  the 
body  so  proper  for  it,  by  giving  such  an  activity 
to  the  limbs,  and  such  a  pliancy  to  every  part, 
as  necessarily  produce  those  compressions,  ex- 
tensions, contortions,  dilations,  and  all  other 
kinds  of  motions  that  are  necessary  for  the  pre- 
servation of  such  a  system  of  tubes  and  glands  as 
has  been  before  mentioned.  And  that  we  might 
not  want  inducements  to  engage  us  in  such  an 
exercise  of  the  body  as  is  proper  for  its  welfare, 
it  is  so  ordered,  that  nothing  valuable  can  be  pro- 
cured without  it.  Not  to  mention  riches  and 
honour,  even  food  and  raiment  are  not  to  be 
come  at  without  the  toil  of  the  hands  and  sweat 
of  the  brows.  Providence  furnishes  materials, 
but  expects  that  we  should  work  them  up  our- 
selves. The  earth  must  be  laboured  before  it 
gives  its  increase,  and  when  it  is  forced  into  its 
several  products,  how  many  hands  must  they  pass 
through  before  they  are  fit  for  use?  Manufactures, 
trade,  and  agriculture,  naturally  employ  more 
than  nineteen  parts  of  the  species  in  twenty;  and 
as  for  those  who  are  not  obliged  to  labour,  by  the 
condition  in  which  they  arel)orn,  they  are  more 
miserable  than  the  rest  of  mankind,  unless  they 
indulge  themselves  in  that  voluntary  labour  which 
goes  by  the  name  of  exercise. 
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My  friend  Sir  Roger  has  been  an  indefatiga- 
ble man  in  business  of  this  kind,  and  has  hung 
several  parts  of  his  house  with  the  trophies  of  his 
former  labours.  The  walls  of  his  great  hall  are 
covered  with  the  horns  of  several  kinds  of  deer 
that  he  has  killed  in  the  chase,  which  he  thinks 
the  most  valuable  furniture  of  his  house,  as  they 
afford  him  frequent  topics  of  discourse,  and  show 
that  he  has  not  been  idle.  At  the  lower  end  of 
the  hall  is  a  large  otter/s  skin  stuffed  with  hay, 
which  his  mother  ordered  to  be  hung  up  in  that 
manner,  and  the  knight  looks  upon  with  great 
satisfaction,  because  it  seems  he  was  but  nine 
years  old  when  his  dog  killed  him.  A  little 
room  adjoining  to  the  hall  is  a  kind  of  arsenal 
filled  with  guns  of  several  sizes  and  inventions, 
with  which  the  knight  has  made  great  havoc  in 
the  woods,  and  destroyed  many  thousands  of 
pheasants,  partridges,  and  woodcocks.  His  sta- 
ble doors  are  patched  with  noses  that  belonged 
to  foxes  of  the  knight's  own  hunting  down,  sir 
Roger  showed  me  one  of  them,  that,  for  distinc- 
tion sake,  has  a  brass  nail  struck  through  it, 
which  cost  him  about  fifteen  hours  riding,  carri- 
ed him  through  half  a  dozen  counties,  killed  him 
a  brace  of  geldings,  and  lost  above  half  his  dogs. 
This  the  knight  looks  upon  as  one  of  the  great- 
est exploits  of  his  life.  The  perverse  widow, 
whom  1  have  given  some  account  of,  was  the 
death  of  several  foxes,  for  Sir  Roger  has  told 
me,  that  in  the  course  of  his  amours  he  patched 
the  western  door  of  his  stable.  Whenever  the 
widow  was  cruel,  the  foxes  were  sure  to  pay  for 
it.  In  proportion  as  his  passion  for  the  widow 
abated,  and  old  age  came  on,  he  left  off  fox-hunt 
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ing,  but  a  hare  is  not  yet  safe  that  sits  within  ten 
miles  of  his  house. 

There  is  no  kind  of  exercise  which  1  would  so 
recommend  to  my  readers  of  both  sexes  as  this  of 
riding,  as  there  is  none  which  so  much  conduces 
to  health,  and  is  every  way  accommodated  to  the 
body,  according  to  the  idea  which  I  have  given 
of  it  Dr.  Sydenham  is  very  lavish  in  its  praises; 
and  if  the  English  reader  will  see  the  mechanical 
effects  of  it  described  at  length,  he  may  find  them 
in  a  book  published  not  many  years  since,  under 
the  title  of  Medicina  Chjmnastica.  For  my 
own  part,  when  I  am  in  town,  for  want  of  these 
opportunities  I  exercise  mvself  an  hour  every 
morning  upon  a  dumb-bell  that  is  placed  in  a 
corner  of  my  room;  and  pleases  me  the  more, 
because  it  does  every  thing  1  require  of  it  in  the 
most  profound  silence.  My  landlady  and  her 
daughters  are  so  well  acquainted  with  my  hours 
of  exercise,  that  they  never  come  into  my  room 
to  disturb  me  while  1  am  ringing. 

When  1  was  some  years  younger  than  I  am  at 
present,  1  used  to  employ  myself  in  a  more  la- 
borious diversion,  which  1  learned  from  a  Latin 
treatise  of  exercises,  that  is  written  with  great 
erudition:  it  is  there  called  the  cxvofiax^  or  the 
fighting;  with  a  man's  own  shadow;  and  consists 
in  the  brandishing  of  two*  short  sticks  grasped 
in  each  hand,  and  loaded  with  plugs  of  leaa  at 
either  end.  This  opens  the  chest,  exercises  the 
limbs,  and  gives  a  man  all  the  pleasures  of  boxing 
without  the  blows.  I  could  wish  that  several 
learned  men  would  lay  out  that  time  which  they 
employ  in  controversies  and  disputes  about  no- 
thing, in  this  method  of  fighting  with  their  own 
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shadows — it  might  conduce  very  much  to  evapo- 
rate the  spleen  which  makes  them  uneasy  to  the 
public  as  well  as  to  themselves. 

To  conclude,  as  1  am  a  compound  of  soul  and 
body,  1  consider  myself  as  obliged  to  a  double 
scheme  of  duties;  and  think  1  have  not  fulfilled 
the  business  of  the  day,  when  I  do  not  thus  em- 
ploy the  one  in  labour  and  exercise,  as  well  as 
the  other  in  study  and  contemplation. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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•Vocat  ingenti  clamore  Cithaeron, 


Taygetique  cants Vibo.  Georg".  iii.  43. 

The  echoing  hills  and  chiding1  hounds  invite. 

Those  who  have  searched  into  human  nature 
observe,  that  nothing  so  much  shows  the  noble- 
ness of  the  soul,  as  that  its  felicity  consists  in  ac- 
tion. Every  man  has  such  an  active  principle  in 
him,  that  he  will  find  out  something  to  employ 
himself  upon  in  whatever  place  or  state  of  life 
he  is  posted.  I  have  heard  of  a  gentleman  who 
was  under  close  confinement  in  the  bastile  seven 
years;  during  which /time  he  amused  himself  in 
scattering  a  few  small  pins  about  his  chamber, 
gathering  them  u^  again,  and  placing  them  in 
different  figures  on  the  arm  of  a  great  cnair.  He 
often  told  his  friends  afterwards,  that  unless  he 
had  found  out  this  piece  of  exercise,  he  verily 
believed  he  should  have  lost  his  senses. 

After  what  has  been  said,  1  need  not  inform 
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my  readers  that  Sir  Roger,  with  whose  character 
I  hope  they  are  at  present  pretty  well  acquainted, 
has  in  his  youth  gone  through  the  whole  course  of 
those  rural  diversions  which  the  country  abounds 
in;  and  which  seem  to  be  extremely  well  suited  to 
that  laborious  industry  a  man  may  observe  here 
in  a  far  greater  degree  than  in  towns  and  cities.  I 
have  before  hinted  at  some  of  my  friend's  ex- 
ploits: (See  No.  115)  he  has  in  his  youthful  days 
taken  forty  coveys  of  partridges  in  a  season,  and 
tired  many  a  salmon  with  a  line  consisting  but  of 
a  single  hair.     The  constant  thanks  and    good 
wishes  of  the  neighbourhood  always  attended 
him,  on  account  of  his  remarkable  enmity  to- 
wards foxes;  having  destroyed  more  of  those  ver- 
min in  one  year  than  it  was  thought  the  whole 
country  could  have  produced.  — Indeed  the  knight 
does  not  scruple  to  own  among  his  most  intimate 
friends,  that  in  order  to  establish  his  reputation 
this  way,  he  has  secretly  sent  for  great  numbers 
of  them  out  of  other  counties,  which  he  used  to 
turn  loose  about  the  country  by  night,  that  he 
might  the  better  signalize  himself  in  their  de- 
struction the  next  day.  His  hunting  horses  were 
the  finest  and  best  managed  in  all  those  parts;  his 
tenants  are  still  full  of  the  praises  of  a  gray  stone- 
horse  that  unhappily  staked  himself  several  years 
since,  and  was  buried  with  great  solemnity  in  the 
orchard. 

Sir  Roger  being  at  present  too  old  for  fox-hunt- 
ing, to  keep  himself  in  action,  has  disposed  of  his 
beagles,  and  got  a  pack  of  stop-hounds.  What 
these  want  in  speed,  he  endeavours  to  make 
amends  for  by  the  deepness  of  their  mouths,  and 
the  variety  of  their  notes,  which  are  suited  in 
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such  a  manner  to  each  other,  that  the  whole  cry 
makes  up  a  complete  concert  He  is  so  nice  in 
this  particular,  that  a  gentleman  having  made 
him  a  present  of  a  very  fine  hound  the  other  day, 
the  knight  returned  it  by  the  servant  with  a  great 
man)'  expressions  of  civility;  but  desired  him  to 
tell  nis  master,  that  the  dog. he  had  sent  was  in- 
deed a  most  excellent  bass,  but  that  at  present  he 
only  wanted  a  counter  tenor.  Could  I  believe 
my  friend  had  ever  read  Shakspeare,  I  should  cer- 
tainly conclude  he  had  taken  the  hint  from  The- 
seus in  The  Midsummer  Night's  Dream. 

*  My  hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan  kind, 
So  flu'd,  so  sanded;  and  their  heads  are  hung* 
With  ears  that  sweep  away  the  morning  dew, 
Crook-knee'd  and  dew-lap'd  like  Thessalian  bulls. 
Slow  in  pursuit,  but  match' d  in  mouth  like  bells, 
Each  under  each.   A  cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  halloo'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn.' 

Sir  Roger  is  so  keen  in  this  sport,  that  he  has 
been  out  almost  every  day  since  I  came  down; 
and  upon  the  chaplain's  offering  to  lend  me  his 
easy  pad,  I  was  prevailed  on  yesterday  morning 
to  make  one  of  the  company.  I  was  extremely 
pleased,  as  we  rid  along,  to  observe  the  general 
benevolence  of  all  the  neighbourhood  towards  my 
friend.  The  farmers'  sons  thought  themselves 
happy  if  they  could  open  a  gate  for  the  good  old 
knight  as  he  passed  by,  which  he  generally  re- 
quited with  a  nod  or  a  smile,  and  a  Kind  inquiry 
after  their  fathers  or  uncles. 

After  we  had  rid  about  a  mile  from  home,  we 
came  upon  a  large  heath,  and  the  sportsmen  be- 
gan to  beat.     They  had  done  so  for  some  time, 
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when,  as  I  was  at  a  little  distance  from  the  rest 
of  the  company,  I  saw  a  hare  pop  out  from  a 
small  furze  brake  almost  under  my  horse's  feet 
1  marked  the  way  she  took,  which  1  endeavour- 
ed to  make  the  company  sensible  of  by  extending 
my  arm,  but  to  no  purpose,  till  Sir  Roger,  who 
knows  that  none  ot  my  extraordinary  motions 
are  insignificant,  rode  up  to  me,  and  asked  me, 
if  puss  was  gone  that  way?  Upon  my  answering 
yes,  he  immediately  called  in  the  dogs,  and  put 
them  upon  the  scent.  As  they  were  going  off,  I 
heard  one  of  the  country  fellows  muttering  to  his 
companion,* 6  That  it  was  a  wonder  they  had  not 
lost  their  sport  for  want  of  the  silent  gentle- 
man's crying,  Stole  away  J* 

This,  with  my  aversion  to  leaping  hedges, 
made  me  withdraw  to  a  rising  ground,  from 
whence  1  could  have  the  pleasure  of  the  whole 
chase,  without  the  fatigue  of  keeping  in  with  the 
hounds.  The  hare  immediately  threw  them  above 
a  mile  behind  her;  but  I  was  pleased  to  find  that 
instead  of  running  straight  forwards,  or  in  hun- 
ters' language  flying  the  country,  as  I  was  afraid 
she  might  have  done,  she  wheeled  about,  and 
described  a  sort  of  circle  round  the  hill  where  I 
had  taken  my  station,  in  such  manner  as  gave 
me  a  very  distinct  view  of  the  sport.  I  could  see 
her  first  pass  by,  and  the  dogs  some  time  after- 
wards unravelling  the  whole  tract  she  had  made, 
and  following  her  through  all  her  doubles.  I 
was  at  the  same  time  delighted  in  observing  that 
deference  which  the  rest  of  the  pack  paid  to  each 
particular  hound,  according  to  the  character  he 
nad  acquired  amongst  them.  If  they  were  at  a 
fault,  and  an  old  hound  of  reputation  opened  but 
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once,  he  was  immediately  followed  by  the  whole 
cry;  while  a  raw  dog,  or  one  who  was  a  noted 
liar,  might  have  yelped  his  heart  out,  without 
being  taken  notice  of. 

The  hare  now,  after  having  squatted  two  or 
three  times,  and  been  put  up  again  as  often,  came 
still  nearer  to  the  place  where  she  was  at  first 
started.  The  dogs  pursued  her,  and  these  were 
followed  by  the  jolly  knight,  who  rode  upon,  a 
white  gelding,  encompassed  by  his  tenants  and 
servants,  ana  cheering  his  hounds  with  all  the 
gaiety  of  five-and-twenty.  One  of  the  sportsmen 
rode  up  to  me,  and  told  me,  that  he  was  sure  the 
chase  was  almost  at  an  end,  because  the  old  dogs, 
which  had  hitherto  lain  behind,  now  headed  the 
pack.  The  fellow  was  in  the  right.  Our  hare 
took  a  large  field  just  under  us,  followed  by*  the 
full  cry  in  view.  1  must  confess,  the  brightness 
of  the  weather,  the  cheerfulness  of  every  thing 
around  me,  the  chiding  of  the  hounds,  which  was 
returned  upon  us  in  a  doubled  echo  from  two 
neghbouring  hills,  with  the  hallooing  of  the 
sportsmen,,  and  the  sounding  of  the  horn,  lifted 
my  spirits  into  a  most  lively  pleasure;  which  1 
freely  indulged,  because  I  was  sure  it  was  inno- 
cent. If  I  was  under  any  concern,  it  was  on  ac- 
count of  the  poor  hare,  that  was  now  quite  spent, 
and  almost  within  the  reach  of  her  enemies; 
when  the  huntsman  getting  forward,  threw  down 
his  pole  before  the  dogs.  They  were  now  with- 
in eight  yards  of  that  game,  which  they  had  been 
pursuing  for  almost  as  many  hours;  yet,  on  the 
signal  before  mentioned,  they  all  made  a  sudden 
stand,  and  though  they  continued  opening  as 
much  as  before,  durst  not  once  attempt  to  pass  be- 
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?rond  the  pole.  At  the  same  time  Sir  Roger  rode 
brward,  and  alighting,  took  up  the  hare  in  his 
arms;  which  he  soon  after  delivered  up  to  one  of 
his  servants,  with  an  order,  if  she  could  be  kept 
alive,  to  let  her  go  in  his  great  orchard ;  where,  it 
seems,  he  has  several  of  tnose  prisoners  of  war, 
who  live  together  in  a  very  comfortable  captivity. 
I  was  highly  pleased  to  see  the  discipline  of  the 
pack,  and  the  good  nature  of  the  knight,  who 
could  not  find  in  his  heart  to  murder  a  creature 
that  had  given  him  so  much  diversion. 

As  we  were  returning  home,  I  remembered 
that  Monsieur  Paschal,  in  his  most  excellent  dis- 
course on  the  misery  of  man,  tells  us,  that i  all 
our  endeavours  after  greatness,  proceed  from  no- 
thing but  a  desire  of  being  surrounded  by  a  mul- 
titude of  persons  and  affairs  that  may  hinder  us 
from  looking  into  ourselves,  which  is  a  view  that 
we  can  not  bear. '  He  afterwards  goes  on  to  show 
that  our  love  of  sports  comes  from  the  same  rea- 
son, and  is  particularly  severe  upon  hunting. 
*  What  (says  he)  unless  it  be  to  drown  thought, 
can  make  men  throw  away  so  much  time  and 
pains  upon  a  silly  animal,  which  they  might  buy 
cheaper  in  the  market?'  The  foregoing  reflec- 
tion is  certainly  just,  when  a  man  suffers  his  whole 
mind  to  be  drawn  into  his  sports,  and  altogether 
loses  himself  in  the  woods;  but  does  not  affect 
those  who  propose  a  far  more  laudable  end  from 
this  exercise:  I  mean,  <  the  preservation  of  health, 
and  keeping  all  the  organs  of  the  soul  in  a  condi- 
tion to  execute  her  orders.'  Had  that  incom- 
parable person,  whom  1  last  quoted,  been  a  little 
more  indulgent  to  himself  in  tnis  point,  the  world 
might  probably  have  enjoyed  him  much  longer. 
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whereas,  through  too  great  an  application  to  his 
studies  in  his  youth,  he  contracted  that  ill  habit 
of  body,  which,  after  a  tedious  sickness,  carried 
him  on  in  the  fortieth  year  of  his  age;  and  the 
whole  history  we  have  of  his  life  till  that  time, 
is  but  one  continued  account  of  the  behaviour  of 
a  noble  soul,  struggling  under  innumerable  pains 
and  distempers. 

for  my  own  part,  I  intend  to  hunt  twice  a 
week  during  my  stay  with  Sir  Roger;  and  shall 
prescribe  the  moderate  use  of  this  exercise  to  all 
my  country  friends,  as  the  best  kind  of  physic  for 
mending  abad  constitution,  and  preserving  a  good 
one. 

1  can  not  do  this  better  than  in  the  following 
lines  out  of  Mr.  Dryden. 

• 

'The  first  physicians  by  debauch  were  made; 
Excess  began,  and  sloth  sustains  the  trade. 
By  chase  our  long1  liv'd  fathers  earn'd  their  food; 
Toil  strung1  the  nerves,  and  purified  the  blood: 
But  we  their  sons,  a  paraper*d  race  of  men, 
Are  dwindled  down  to  threescore  years  and  ten. 
Better  to  hunt  in  fields  for  health  unbought, 
Than  fee  the  doctor  for  a  nauseous  draught. 
The  wise  for  cure  on  exercise  depend: 
God  never  made  his  work  for  man  to  mend.* 
BTOGELL.  X. 


Vol.  HI. 
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No.  117.     SATURDAY,  JULY  14. 

Ipsi  aibi  aomnia  fingunt.     Vino.  Eel.  viii.  108. 
Their  own  imaginations  they  deceive. 

There  are  some  opinions  in  which  a  man 
should  stand  neuter,  without  engaging  his  assent 
to  one  side  or  the  other.  Such  a  hovering  faith 
as  this,  which  refuses  to  settle  upon  any  deter 
mination,  is  absolutely  necessary  in  a  mind  that 
is  careful  to  avoid  errors  and  prepossessions. 
When  the  arguments  press  equally  on  both  sides 
in  matters  that  are  indifferent  to  us,  the  safest 
method  is  to  give  up  ourselves  to  neither. 

It  is  with  this  temper  of  mind  that  I  consider 
the  subject  of  witchcraft.  When  1  hear  the  rela- 
tions that  are  made  from  all  parts  of  the  world, 
not  only  from  Norway  and  Lapland,  from  the 
East  and  West  Indies,  but  from  every  particular 
nation  in  Europe,  1  can  not  forbear  thinking  that 
there  is  such  an  intercourse  and  commerce  with 
evil  spirits,  as  that  which  we  express  by  the  name 
of  witchcraft.  But  when  1  consider  that  the  ig- 
norant and  credulous  parts  of  the  world  abound 
most  in  these  relations,  and  that  the  persons 
among  us  who  are  supposed  to  engage  in  such  an 
infernal  commerce,  are  people  of  a  weak  under- 
standing and  crazed  imagination,  and  at  the  same 
time  reflect  upon  the  many  impostures  and  delu- 
sions of  this  nature  that  have  been  detected  in  all 
ages,  I  endeavour  to  suspend  my  belief  till  I  hear 
more  certain  accounts  tnan  any  which  have  yet 
come  to  my  knowledge.     In  short,  when  1  con- 
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sider  the  question,  whether  there  are  such  per- 
sons in  the  world  as  those  we  call  witches,  my 
mind  is  divided  between  the  two  opposite  opin- 
ions; or  rather  (to  speak  my  thoughts  freely)  1 
believe  in  general  that  there  is  and  has  been  such 
a  thing  as  witchcraft;  but,  at  the  same  time,  can 
give  no  credit  to  any  particular  instance  of  it. 

1  am  engaged  in  this  speculation  by  some  oc- 
currences that  I  met  with  yesterday,  which  1  shall 
give  my  readers  an  account  of  at  large.  As  I 
was  walking  with  my  friend  Sir  Roger,  by  the 
side  of  one  of  his  woods,  an  old  woman  applied 
herself  to  me  for  my  charity.  Her  dress  and 
figure  put  me  in  mind  of  the  following  descrip- 
tion in  Otway : 

*  In  a  close  lane  as  1  pursu'd  my  journey, 

I  spy'd  a  wrinkled  hag,  with  age  grown  double. 

Picking  dry  sticks,  and  mumbling  to  herself. 

Her  eyes  with  scalding  rheum  were  gall'd  and  red, 

Cold  palsy  shook  her  head ;  her  hands  seem'd  witherM, 

And  on  her  crooked  shoulders  had  she  wrapp'd 

The  tatter'd  remnant  of  an  old  strip'd  hanging, 

Which  serv'd  to  keep  her  carcase  from  the  cold 

So  there  was  nothing  of  a  piece  about  her. 

Her  lower  weeds  were  all  o'er  coarsely  patch'd 

With  different  colour'd  rags,  black,  red,  white,  yellowy 

And  seem'd  to  speak  variety  of  wretchedness.' 

As  I  was  musing  on  this  description,  and  com- 
paring it  with  the  object  before  me,  the  knight 
told  me,  that  this  very  old  woman  had  the  repu- 
tation of  a  witch  all  over  the  country,  that  her 
lips  were  observed  to  be  always  in  motion,  and 
that  there  was  not  a  switch  about  her  house  which 
her  neighbours  did  not  believe  had  carried  her 
several  hundreds  of  miles.     If  she  chanced  to 
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stumble,  they  always  found  sticks  or  straws  that 
lay  in  the  figure  of  a  cross  before  her.  If  she 
made  any  mistake  at  church,  and  cried  amen  in 
a  wrong  place,  they  never  failed  to  conclude  that 
she  was  saying  her  prayers  backwards.  There 
was  not  a  maid  in  the  parish  that  would  take  a 
pin  of  her,  though  she  should  offer  a  bag  of  mo- 
ney with  it.  She  goes  by  the  name  of  Moll 
White,  and  has  made  the  country  ring  with  se- 
veral imaginary  exploits  which  are  palmed  upon 
her.  If  the  dairy-maid  does  not  make  her  butter 
come  so  soon  as  she  would  have  it,  Moll  White 
is  at  the  bottom  of  the  churn.  If  a  horse  sweats 
in  the  stable,  Moll  White  has  been  upon  his  back. 
If  a  hare  makes  an  unexpected  escape  from  the 
hounds,  the  huntsman  curses  Moll  White.  Nay 
(says  Sir  Roger)  1  have  known  the  master  of  the 
pack,  upon  such  an  occasion,  send  one  of  his  ser- 
vants to  see  if  Moll  White  had  been  out  that 
morning. 

This  account  raised  my  curiosity  so  far,  that  I 
begged  my  friend  Sir  Roger  to  go  with  me  into 
her  novel,  which  stood  in  a  solitary  corner  under 
the  side  of  the  wood.  Upon  our  first  entering, 
Sir  Roger  winked  to  me,  and  pointed  at  some- 
thing tnat  stood  behind  the  door,  which,  upon 
looking  that  way,  I  found  to  be  an  old  broom- 
staff.  At  the  same  time  he  whispered  me  in  the 
ear  to  take  notice  of  a  tabby  cat  that  sat  in  the 
chimney  corner,  which,  as  the  old  knight  told 
me,  lay  under  as  bad  a  report  as  MolT  White 
herself;  for  besides  that  Moll  is  said  often  to  ac- 
company her  in  the  same  shape,  the  cat  is  re- 
ported to  have  spoken  twice  or  thrice  in  he*  life, 


No.  117.  THE  SPECTATOR.  53 

and  to  have  played  several  pranks  above  the  ca- 
pacity of  an  ordinary  cat 

1  was  secretly  concerned  to  see  human  nature 
in  so  much  wretchedness  and  disgrace,  but  at 
the  same  time  could  not  forbear  smiling  to  hear 
Sir  Roger,  who  is  a  little  puzzled  about  the  old 
woman,  advising  her,  as  a  justice  of  peace,  to 
avoid  all  communication  witn  the  devil,  and  ne- 
ver to  hurt  any  of  her  neighbours'  cattle.  We 
concluded  our  visit  with  a  bounty  which  was 
Very  acceptable. 

In  our  return  home,  Sir  Roger  told  me  that 
old  Moll  had  been  often  brought  before  him  for 
making  children  spit  pins,  and  giving  maids  the 
night-mare;  and  that  the  country  people  would 
be  tossing  her  into  a  pond,  and  trying  experi- 
ments with  her  every  day,  if  it  was  not  for  him 
and  his  chaplain. 

I  have  since  found  upon  inquiry,  that  Sir  Ro- 
ger was  several  times  staggered  with  the  reports 
tnat  had  been  brought  him  concerning  this  old 
woman,  and  would  frequently  have  bound  her 
over  to  the  county  sessions,  had  not  his  chaplain 
with  much  ado,  persuaded  him  to  the  contrary. 

1  have  been  the  more  particular  in  this  account, 
because  1  hear  there  is  scarce  a  village  in  En- 
gland that  has  not  a  Moll  White  in  it  When  an 
old  woman  begins  to  dote,  and  grows  chargeable 
to  a  parish,  she  is  generally  turned  into  a  witch, 
and  fills  the  whole  country  with  extravagant 
fancies,  imaginary  distempers,  and  terrifying 
dreams.  In  the  mean  time  the  poor  wretch,  that 
is  the  innocent  occasion  of  so  many  evils,  begins 
to  be  frightened  at  herself,  and  sometimes  con- 
fesses secret  commerces  and  familiarities  that  her 
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imagination  forms  in  a  delirious  old  age.  This 
frequently  cuts  off  charity  from  the  greatest  ob- 
jects of  compassion,  and  inspires  people  with  a 
malevolence  towards  those  poor  decrepid  parts 
of  our  species,  in  whom  human  nature  is  defaced 
by  infirmity  and  dotage. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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— Haerd  lateri  lethalis  arundo.     Viho.  JEn.  iv.  73. 


-The  fatal  dart 


Sticks  in  his  side,  and  rankles  in  his  heart.    Drtdiit. 

This  agreeable  seat  is  surrounded  with  so 
many  pleasing  walks,  which  are  struck  out  of  a 
wood,  in  the  midst  of  which  the  house  stands, 
that  one  can  hardly  ever  be  weary  of  rambling 
from  one  labyrinth  of  delight  to  another.  To  one 
used  to  live  in  a  city,  the  charms  of  the  country 
are  so  exquisite,  that  the  mind  is  lost  in  a  cer- 
tain transport  which  raises  us  above  ordinary  life; 
and  yet  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  inconsistent 
with  tranquillity.  This  state  of  mind  was  1  in, 
ravished  with  the  murmur  of  waters,  the  .whis- 

?er  of  breezes,  the  singing  of  birds;  and  whether 
looked  up  to  the  heavens,  down  on  the  earth, 
or  turned  to  the  prospects  around  me,  still  struck 
with  new  sense  of  pleasure;  when  I  found  by  the 
voice  of  my  friend,  who  walked  by  me,  that  we 
had  insensibly  strolled  into  the  grove  sacred  to 
the  widow.  This  woman  (says  he)  is,  of  all 
others  the  most  unintelligible;  she  ei trier  designs 
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to  marry  or  she  does  not  What  is  the  most  per- 
plexing of  all  is,  that  she  does  not  either  say  to 
her  lovers  she  has  any  resolution  against  that 
condition  of  life  in  general,  or  that  she  banishes 
them;  but  conscious  of  her  own  merit,  she  per 
mits  their  addresses,  without  fear  of  any  ill  con 
sequence,  or  want  of  respect,  from  their  rage  01 
despair.  She  has  that  in  her  aspect,  against  which 
it  is  impossible  to  offend.  A  man  whose  thoughts 
are  constantly  bent  upon  so  agreeable  an  object, 
must  be  excused  if  the  ordinary  occurrences  in 
conversation  are  below  his  attention.  I  call  her 
indeed  perverse,  but,  alas!  why  do  1  call  her  so? 
Because  her  superior  merit  is  such,  that  1  can 
not  approach  her  without  awe,  that  my  heart  is 
checked  by  too  much  esteem;  I  am  angry  that 
her  charms  are  not  more  accessible,  that  I  am 
more  inclined  to  worship  than  salute  her:  how 
often  have  I  wished  her  unhappy  that  1  might 
have  an  opportunity  of  serving  her,  and  how  of- 
ten troubled  in  that  very  imagination  at  giving 
her  the  pain  of  being  obliged?  Well,  I  have  led 
a  miserable  life  in  secret  upon  her  account;  but 
fancy  she  would  have  condescended  to  have  some 
regard  for  me,  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  watch- 
ful animal  her  confidant. 

Of  all  persons  under  the  sun  (continued  he, 
calling  me  by  my  name)  be  sure  to  set  a  mark 
upon  confidants;  they  are  of  all  people  the  most 
impertinent.  What  is  most  pleasant  to  observe 
in  them  is,  that  they  assume  to  themselves  the 
merit  of  the  persons  whom  they  have  in  their 
custody.  Orestilla  is  a  great  fortune,  and  in  won- 
derful danger  of  surprises,  therefore  full  of  sus- 
picions of  the  least  indifferent  thing,  particularly 
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careful  of  new  acquaintance,  and  of  growing  too 
familiar  with  the  old.  Themista,  her  favourite 
woman,  is  every  whit  as  careful  of  whom  she 
speaks  to,  and  what  she  says.  Let  the  ward  be  a 
beauty,  her  confidant  shall  treat  you  with  an  air 
of  distance:  let  her  be  a  fortune,  and  she  assumes 
the  suspicious  behaviour  of  her  friend  and  pa- 
troness. Thus  it  is  that  very  many  of  our  un- 
married women  of  distinction  are  to  all  intents 
and  purposes  married,  except  the  consideration 
of  different  sexes.  They  are  directly  under  the 
conduct  of  their  whisperer;  and  think  they  are  in 
a  state  of  freedom,  while  they  can  prate  with  one 
of  these  attendants  of  all  men  in  general,  and  still 
avoid  the  man  they  most  like.  You  do  not  see 
one  heiress  in  a  hundred  whose  fate  does  not  turn 
upon  this  circumstance  of  choosing  a  confidant 
Thus  it  is  that  the  lady  is  addressed  to,  pre- 
sented and  flattered,  only  by  proxy,  in  her  wo- 
man. In  my  case,  how  is  it  possible  that '  Sir 

Roger  was  proceeding  in  his  harangue,  when  we 
heard  the  voice  of  one  speaking  very  importu- 
nately, and  repeating  these  words,  'What,  not 
one  smile?'  We  followed  the  sound  till  we  came 
to  a  close  thicket,  on  the  other  side  of  which  we 
saw  a  young  woman  sitting,  as  it  were,  in  a  per- 
sonated sullenness  just  over  a  transparent  foun- 
tain. Opposite  to  her  stood  Mr.  William,  Sii 
Roger's  master  of  the  game.  The  knight  whisper- 
ed me,  *  Hist,  these  are  lovers.'  The  huntsman 
looking  earnestly  at  the  shadow  of  the  young 
maiden  in  the  stream,  '  0  thou  dear  picture,  if 
thou  couldst  remain  there  in  the  absence  of  that 
fair  creature  whom  you  represent  in  the  water, 
how  willingly  could  I  stand  here  satisfied  for 
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ever,  without  troubling  my  dear  Betty  herself 
with  any  mention  of  her  unfortunate  William, 
whom  she  is  angry  with:  but  alas!  when  she 
pleases  to  begone,  thou  wilt  also  vanish — Yet  let 
me  talk  to  thee  while  thou  dost  stay.  Tell  my 
dearest  Betty  thou  dost  not  more  depend  upon 
her  than  does  her  William,  her  absence  will 
make  away  with  me  as  well  as  thee.  If  she  of- 
fers to  remove  thee,  Pll  jump  into  these  waves 
to  lay  hold  on  thee,  herself;  ner  own  dear  per- 
son, I  must  never  embrace  again — Still  do  you 
hear  me  without  one  smile — It  is  too  much  to 

bear. 9 He  had  no  sooner  spoke  these  words, 

but  he  made  an  offer  of  throwing  himself  into  the 
water;  at  which  his  mistress  started  up,  and  at 
the  next  instant  he  jumped  across  the  fountain, 
and  met  her  in  an  embrace.  She,  half  recover- 
ing from  her  fright,  said,  in  the  most  charming 
voice  imaginable,  and  with  a  tone  of  complaint, 
i  1  thought  how  well  you  would  drown  yourself. 
No,  no,  you  wont  drown  yourself  till  you  have 
taken  your  leave  of  Susan  Holiday. '  The  hunts- 
man, with  a  tenderness  that  spoke  the  most  pas- 
sionate love,  and  with  his  cheek  close  to  her's, 
whispered  the  softest  vows  of  fidelity  in  her  ear, 
and  cried,  <  Don't,  my  dear,  believe  a  word  Kate 
Willow  says:  she  is  spiteful,  and  makes  stories, 
because  she  loves  to  near  me  talk  to  herself  for 
your  sake. '  Look  you  there  (quoth  Sir  Roger)  do 
you  see  there,  all  mischief  comes  from  confidants! 
but  let  us  not  interrupt  them ;  the  maid  is  honest, 
and  the  man  dare  not  be  otherwise,  for  he  knows 
1  loved  her  father:  1  will  interpose  in  this  mat- 
ter, and  hasten  the  wedding.  Kate  Willow  is  a 
witty  mischievous  wench  in  the  neighbourhood, 
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who  was  a  beauty;  and  makes  me  hope  I  shall 
see  the  perverse  widow  in  her  condition.  She 
was  so  flippant  with  her  answers  to  all  the  hon- 
est fellows  that  came  near  her,  and  so  very  vain 
of  her  beauty,  that  she  has  valued  herself  upon 
her  charms  till  they  are  ceased.  She  therefore 
now  makes  it  her  business  to  prevent  other  young 
women  from  being  more  discreet  than  she  was 
herself:  however,  the  saucy  thine  said  the  other 
day  well  enough,  <  Sir  Roger  and  I  must  make  a 
match,  for  we  are  both  despised  by  those  we  lov- 
ed;' the  hussy  has  a  great  deal  of  power  wherever 
she  comes,  and  has  her  share  of  cunning. 

However,  when  I  reflect  upon  this  woman,  1 
do  not  know  whether  in  the  main  I  am  the  worse 
for  having  loved  her:  whenever  she  is  recalled  to 
my  imagination,  my  youth  returns,  and  I  feel  a 
forgotten  warmth  in  my  veins.  This  affliction 
in  my  life  has  streaked  all  my  conduct  with  a 
softness  of  which  1  should  otherwise  have  been 
incapable.  It  is  owing,  perhaps,  to  this  dear 
image  in  my  heart,  that  1  am  apt  to  relent,  that  I 
easily  forgive,  and  that  many  desirable  things  are 
grown  into  my  temper,  which  1  should  not  have 
arrived  at  by  better  motives  than  the  thought  o£ 
being  one  day  her's.  1  am  pretty  well  satisfied 
such  a  passion  as  I  have  had  is  never  well  cured: 
and  between  you  and  me,  1  am  often  apt  to  ima- 
gine it  has  had  some  whimsical  effect  upon  my 
brain:  for  I  frequently  find,  that  in  my  most  sen 
ous  discourse  I  let  fall  some  comical  familiarity 
of  speech,  or  odd  phrase,  that  makes  the  company 
laugh:  however,  1  can  not  but  allow  she  is  a  most 
excellent  woman.  When  she  is  in  the  country  1 
warrant  she  does  not  run  into  dairies,  but  reads 
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►nthe  nature  of  plants;  she  has  a  glass  bee- 
e,  and  comes  into  the  garden  out  of  books  to 
them  work,  and  observe  the  policies  of  their 
imonwealth.  She  understands  every  thing, 
give  ten  pounds  to  hear  her  argue  with  my 
nd  Sir  Andrew  Freeport  about  trade.  No, 
for  all  she  looks  so  innocent  as  it  were,  take 
word  for  it  she  is  no  fool. 

TEEIjE.  X  • 
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im  quam  dicunt  Romam,  Melibaee,  putavi 

tu8  ego,  kuic  nostrse  similem Virg.  Eel.  i.  v.  20. 

I  that  I  was,  I  thought  imperial  Rome 

i  Mantua.  Dryden. 

i'HE  first  and  most  obvious  reflections  which 
e  in  a  man  who  changes  the  city  for  the  coun- 
,  are  upon  the  different  manners  of  the  people 
Dm  he  meets  with  in  those  two  different  scenes 
ife.  By  manners  1  do  not  mean  morals,  but 
aviour  and  good-breeding,  as  they  show  them* 
res  in  the  town  and  in  the  country. 
Lnd  here,  in  the  first  place,  1  must  observe  a 
ary  great  revolution  that  has  happened  in  thii 
cle  of  good-breeding.  Several  obliging  defer* 
es,  condescensions,  and  submissions,  with 
ny  outward  forms  and  ceremonies  that  accom- 
y  them,  were  first  of  all  brought  up  among 
politer  part  of  mankind,  who  lived  in  courts 
1  cities,  and  distinguished  themselves  from  the 
tic  part  of  the  species  (who  on  all  occasions 
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acted  bluntly  and  naturally)  by  such  a  mutual 
complaisance  and  intercourse  of  civilities.  These 
forms  of  conversation  by  degrees  multiplied  and 
grew  troublesome;  the  modish  world  found  too 
great  a  constraint  in  them,  and  have  therefore 
thrown  most  of  them  aside.  Conversation,  like 
the  Romish  religion,  was  so  incumbered  with 
show  and  ceremony,  that  it  stood  in  need  of  a 
reformation  to  retrench  its  superfluities,  and  re- 
store it  to  its  natural  good  sense  and  beauty.  At 
present  therefore  an  unconstrained  carriage,  and 
a  certain  openness  of  behaviour,  are  the  height  of 
good-breeding.  The  fashionable  world  is  grown 
free  and  easy;  our  manners  sit  more  loose  upon 
us;  nothing  is  so  modish  as  an  agreeable  negli- 
gence. In  a  word,  good-breed injg  shows  itselt 
most  where  to  an  ordinary  eye  it  appears  the 
least. 

If  after  this  we  look  on  the  people  of  mode  in 
the  country,  we  find  in  them  tne  manners  of  the 
last  age.  Thev  have  no  sooner  fetched  themselves 
up  to  the  fashions  of  the  polite  world,  but  the  town 
has  dropped  them,  and  are  nearer  to  the  first 
state  of  nature  than  to  those  refinements  which 
formerly  reigned  in  the  court,  and  still  prevail  in 
the  country.  One  may  now  know  a  man  that 
never  conversed  in  the  world  by  his  excess  of 
good-breeding.  A  polite  country  squire  shall 
make  you  as  many  bows  in  half  an  hour  as  would 
serve  a  courtier  for  a  week.  There  is  infinitely 
more  to  do  about  place  and  precedency  in  a  meet- 
ing of  justices'  wives,  than  in  an  assembly  of 
duchesses. 

This  rural  politeness  is  very  troublesome  to  a 
man  of  my  temper,  who  generally  takes  the  chair 
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that  is  next  me,  and  walk  first  or  last,  in  the  front 
or  in  the  rear,  as  chance  directs.  I  have  known 
my  friend  Sir  Roger's  dinner  almost  cold  before 
the  company  could  adjust  the  ceremonial,  and  be 
prevailed  upon  to  sit  down;  and  have  heartily 
pitied  my  old  friend,  when  1  have  seen  him 
forced  to  pick  and  cull  his  guests,  as  they  sat  at 
the  several  parts  of  his  table,  that  he  may  drink 
their  healths  according  to  their  respective  ranks 
and  qualities.  Honest  Will  Wimble,  who  I 
should  have  thought  had  been  altogether  unin- 
fected with  ceremony,  gives  me  abundance  of 
trouble  in  this  particular.  Though  he  has  been 
fishing  alHhe  morning,  he  will  not  help  himself 
at  dinner  till  I  am  served.  When  we  are  going 
out  of  the  hall,  he  runs  behind  me;  and  last  night, 
as  we  were  walking  in  the  fields,  stopped  short 
at  a  style  till  I  came  up  to  it,  and  upon  my  mak- 
ing signs  to  him  to  get  over,  told  me  with  a  se- 
rious smile,  that  sure  1  believed  they  had  no 
manners  in  the  country. 

There  has  happened  another  revolution  in  the 
point  of  good-breeding,  which  relates  to  the  con- 
versation  among  men  of  mode,  and  which  I  can 
not  but  look  upon  as  very  extraordinary.  It  was 
certainly  one  of  the  first  distinctions  of  a  well 
bred  man,  to  express  every  thing  that  had  the  most 
remote  appearance  of  being  obscene,  in  modest 
terms  ana  distant  phrases;  whilst  the  clown,  who 
had  no  such  delicacy  of  conception  and  expres- 
sion, clothed  his  ideas  in  those  plain  homelv 
terms  that  are  the  most  obvious  and  natural. 
This  kind  of  good  manners  was  perhaps  carried 
to  an  excess,  so  as  to  make  conversation  too  stiff* 
formal,  and  precise;  for  which  reason,  (as  hy 


62  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  119. 

pocrisy  in  one  age  is  generally  succeeded  by 
atheism  in  another)  conversation  is  in  a  great 
measure  relapsed  into  the  first  extreme:  so  that 
at  present  several  of  our  men  of  the  town,  and 
particularly  those  who  have  been  polished  in 
France,  make  use  of  the  most  coarse  uncivilized 
words  in  our  language,  and  often  utter  themselves 
in  such  a  manner  as  a  clown  would  blush  to  hear. 

This  infamous  piece  of  good-breeding,  which 
reigns  among  the  coxcombs  of  the  town,  has  not 
yet  made  its  way  into  the  country;  and  as  it  is 
impossible  for  such  an  irrational  way  of  conver- 
sation to  last  long  among  a  people  that  make  any 
profession  of  religion  or  show  of  modesty,  if  the 
country  gentlemen  get  into  it,  they  will  certain 
ly  be  left  in  the  lurch.  Their  good-breeding  will 
come  too  late  to  them,  and  they  will  be  thought  a 
parcel  of  lewd  clowns,  while  they  fancy  them- 
selves talking  together  like  men  of  wit  and  plea- 
sure. 

As  the  two  points  of  good-breeding  which  1 
have  hitherto  insisted  upon,  regard  behaviour 
and  conversation,  there  is  a  third  which  turns 
upon  dress.  In  this  too  the  country  are  very  much 
behind  hand.  The  rural  beaux  are  not  yet  got 
out  of  the  fashion  that  took  place  at  the  time  of 
the  revolution,  but  ride  about  the  country  in  red 
coats  and  laced  hats;  while  the  women,  in  many 
parts,  are  still  trying  to  outvie  one  another  in  the 
height  of  their  head-dresses. 

But  a  friend  of  mine,  who  is  now  upon  the 
western  circuit,  having  promised  to  give  me  an 
account  of  the  several  modes  and  fashions  that 
prevail  in  the  different  parts  of  the  nation  through 
which  he  passes,  I  shall  defer  the  enlarging  upon 
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this  last  topic  till  1  have  received  a  letter  from 
him,  whicn  I  expect  every  post.  (See  No.  129.) 

ADDISON.  L. 


■<i-Q©e-i>- 
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Equidem  credo,  quia  sit  divinitus  Mis 

Ingenium Virg.  Georg.  i.  415. 

I  think  their  breasts  with  heavenly  souls  inspired. 

Duxdejt. 

My  friend  Sir  Roger  is  very  often  merry  with 
me  upon  my  passing  so  much  of  my  time  among 
his  poultry.  He  has  caught  me  twice  or  thrice 
looking  after  a  bird's  nest,  and  several  times  sit- 
ting an  hour  or  two  together,  near  a  hen  and 
chickens.  He  tells  me  he  believes  1  am  person- 
ally acquainted  with  every  fowl  about  his  house, 
calls  such  a  particular  cock  my  favourite,  and 
frequently  complains  that  his  ducks  and  geese 
have  more  of  my  company  than  himself. 

I  must  confess  I  am  infinitely  delighted  with 
those  speculations  of  nature  which  are  to  be  made 
in  a  country  life;  and  as  my  reading  has  very 
much  lain  amon<*  books  of  natural  history,  I  can 
not  forbear  recollecting  upon  this  occasion,  the 
several  remarks  which  1  have  met  with  in  au- 
thors, and  comparing  them  with  what  falls  under 
my  own  observation,  the  arguments  for  Provi- 
dence, drawn  from  the  natural  history  of  animals, 
being  in  my  opinion  demonstrative. 

The  make  of  every  kind  of  animal  is  different 
from  that  of  every  other  kind;  and  yet  there  if 
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not  the  least  turn  in  the  muscles  or  twist  in  the 
fibres  of  any  one,  which  does  not  render  them 
more  proper  for  that  particular  animal's  way  of 
life,  than  any  other  cast  or  texture  of  them  would 
have  been. 

The  most  violent  appetites  in  all  creatures  are 
lust  and  hunger;  the  nrst  is  a  perpetual  call  upon 
them  to  propagate  their  kind,  the  latter  to  pre- 
serve themselves. 

It  is  astonishing  to  consider  the  different  de- 
grees of  care  that  descend  from  the  parent  to  the 
iroung,  so  far  as  it  is  absolutely  necessary  for  the 
eaving  a  posterity.  Some  creatures  cast  their 
eggs  as  chance  directs  them,  and  think  of  them 
no  farther,  as  insects  and  several  kinds  of  fish: 
others  of  a  nicer  frame  find  out  proper  beds  to 
deposite  them  in, and  there  leave  them;  as  the  ser- 
pent, the  crocodile,  and  ostrich:  others  hatch  their 
eggs  and  tend  the  birth  till  it  is  able  to  shift  for 
itself. 

What  can  we  call  the  principle  which  directs 
every  different  kind  of  bird  to  observe  a  particu- . 
lar  plan  in  the  structure  of  its  nest,  and  directs  all 
of  the  same  species  to  work  after  the  same  model? 
It  can  not  be  imitation;  for  though  you  hatch  a 
crow  under  a  hen,  and  never  let  it  see  any  of 
the  works  of  its  own  kind,  the  nest  it  makes  shall 
be  the  same,  to  the  laying  of  a  stick,  with  all  the 
other  nests  of  the  same  species.  It  can  not  be 
reason;  for  were  animals  endued  with  it  to  as 
great  a  degree  as  man,  their  buildings  would  be 
as  different  as  ours,  according  to  the  different  con 
veniences  that  they  would  propose  to  themselves. 

Is  it  not  remarkable,  that  tne  same  temper  of 
weather  which  raises  this  genial  warmth  in  ani- 
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mals,  should  cover  the  trees  with  leaves,  and  the 
fields  with  grass,  for  their  security  and  conceal- 
ment, and  produce  such  infinite  swarms  of  insects 
for  the  support  and  sustenance  of  their  respective 
broods? 

Is  it  not  wonderful,  that  the  love  of  the  parent 
should  he  so  violent  while  it  lasts,  and  that  it 
should  last  no  longer  than  is  necessary  for  the 
preservation  of  the  young? 

The  violence  of  this  natural  love  is  exemplified 
by  a  very  barbarous  experiment;  which  1  shall 
quote  at  length,  as  I  find  it  in  an  excellent  author, 
and  hope  my  readers  will  pardon  the  mentioning 
such  an  instance  of  cruelty,  because  there  is  no- 
thing can  so  effectually  show  the  strength  of  that 
principle  in  animals  of  which  1  am  here  speaking. 
'  A  person  who  was  well  skilled  in  dissections 
opened  a  bitch,  and  as  she  lay  in  the  most  ex- 
pisite  tortures,  offered  her  one  of  her  young 
uppies,  which  she  immediately  fell  a  licking, 
nd  for  the  time  seemed  insensible  of  her  own 
ain:  on  the  removal  she  kept  her  eye  fixed  on  it, 
|d  began  a  wailing  sort  of  cry,  which  seemed 
f  her  to  proceed  from  the  loss  of  her  young  one, 
in  the  sense  of  her  own  torments. ' 
put  notwithstanding  this  natural  love  in  brutes 

?uch  more  violent  and  intense  than  in  rational 
tures,  Providence  has  taken  care  that  it  should 
jo  longer  troublesome  to  the  parent  than  it  is 
'  1 1  to  tne  young;  for  so  soon  as  the  wants  of 
fatter  cease,  the  mother  withdraws  her  fond- 
and  leaves  them  to  provide  for  themselves: 
rhat  is  a  very  remarkable  circumstance  in 
irt  of  instinct,  we  find  that  the  love  of  the 
it  may  be  lengthened  out  beyond  its  usual 
III 5 
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time,  if  the  preservation  of  the  species  requires 
it;  as  we  may  see  in  birds  that  drive  away  their 
young  as  soon  as  they  are  able  to  get  their  liveli- 
hood, but  continue  to  feed  them  if  they  are  tied 
to  the  nest,  or  confined  within  a  cage,jor  by  any 
other  means  appear  to  be  out  of  a  condition  of 
supplying  their  own  necessities. 

This  natural  love  is  not  observed  in  animals  to 
ascend  from  the  young  to  the  parent,  which  is  not 
at  all  necessary  for  the  continuance  of  the  species; 
nor  indeed  in  reasonable  creatures  does  it  rise  in 
any  proportion,  as  it  spreads  itself  downwards; 
for  in  all  family  affection,  we  find  protection 
granted  and  favours  bestowed  are  greater  motives 
to  love  and  tenderness,  than  safety,  benefits,  or 
life  received. 

One  would  wonder  to  hear  sceptical  men  dis- 
puting for  the  reason  of  animals,  and  telling  us  it 
is  only  our  pride  and  prejudices  that  will  not  allow 
them  the  use  of  that  faculty. 

Reason  shows  itself  in  all  the  occurrences  of 
life;  whereas  the  brute  makes  no  discovery  of 
such  a  talent,  but  in  what  immediately  regards 
his  own  preservation  or  the  continuance  of  his 
species.  Animals,  in  their  generation,  are  wiser 
than  the  sons  of  men;  but  their  wisdom  is  con- 
fined to  a  few  particulars,  and  lies  in  a  very  nar- 
row compass.  Take  a  brute  out  of  his  instinct, 
and  you  And  him  wholly  deprived  of  understand- 
ing. To  use  an  instance  that  comes  often  under 
observation : 

With  what  caution  does  the  hen  provide  her- 
self a  nest  in  places  unfrequented,  and  free  from 
noise  and  disturbance!  When  she  has  laid  her 
eggs  in  such  a  manner  that  she  can  cover  them, 
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what  care  does  she  take  in  turning  them  frequent- 
ly, that  all  parts  may  partake  of  the  vital  warmth! 
When  she  leaves  them  to  provide  for  her  neces- 
sary sustenance,  how  punctually  does  she  return 
before  they  have  time  to  cool,  and  become  inca- 
pable of  producing  an  animal!  In  the  summer 
you  see  her  giving  herself  greater  freedoms,  and 
quitting  her  care  for  above  two  hours  together, 
but  in  winter,  when  the  rigour  of  the  season 
would  chill  the  principles  of  life,  and  destroy  the 
young  one,  she  grows  more  assiduous  in  her  at- 
tendance, and  stays  away  but  half  the  time.  When 
the  birth  approaches,  with  how  much  nicety  and 
attention  does  she  help  the  chick  to  break  its 
prison!  Not  to  take  notice  of  her  covering  it 
from  the  injuries  of  the  weather,  providing  it 
proper  nourishment,  and  teaching  it  to  help  itself; 
nor  to  mention  her  forsaking  the  nest,  if,  after 
the  usual  time  of  reckoning,  the  young  one  does 
not  make  its  appearance.  A  chemical  operation 
could  not  be  followed  with  greater  art  or  diligence 
than  is  seen  in  the  hatching  of  a  chick,  though 
there  are  many  other  birds  that  show  an  infinite- 
ly greater  sagacity  in  all  the  forementioned  par- 
ticulars. 

But,  at  the  same  time,  the  hen,  that  has  all  this 
seeming  ingenuity  (which  is  indeed  absolutely 
necessary  for  the  propagation  of  the  species)  con- 
sidered in  other  respects,  is  without  the  least 
glimmerings  of  thought  or  common  sense.  She 
mistakes  a  piece  of  chalk  for  an  egg,  and  sits 
upon  it  in  the  same  manner:  she  is  insensible  of 
any  increase  or  diminution  in  the  number  of  those 
she  lays:  she  does  not  distinguish  between  her 
own  and  those  of  another  species;  and  when  the 
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birth  appears  of  ever  so  different  a  bird,  will 
cherish  it  for  her  own.  In  all  these  circum- 
stances, which  do  not  carry  an  immediate  regard 
to  the  subsistence  of  herself  or  her  species,  she  is 
a  very  idiot 

There  is  not,  in  my  opinion,  any  thing  more 
mysterious  in  nature,  than  this  instinct  in  ani- 
mals, which  thus  rises  above  reason,  and  falls  in- 
finitely short  of  it.  It  can  not  be  accounted  for 
by  any  properties  in  matter,  and  at  the  same  time 
works  after  so  odd  a  manner,  that  one  can  not 
think  it  the  faculty  of  an  intellectual  being.  For 
my  own  part,  I  look  upon  it  as  upon  the  princi- 
ple of  gravitation  in  bodies,  which  is  not  to  be 
explained  by  any  known  qualities  inherent  in  the 
bodies  themselves,  nor  from  any  laws  of  me- 
chanism, but,  according  to  the  best  notions  of  the 
greatest  philosophers,  is  an  immediate  impression 
from  the  first  Mover,  and  the  Divine  energy  act- 
ing in  the  creatures. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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Jovis  omnia  plena.  Vino.  Eel.  iii.  v.  60. 

All  is  full  of  Jove. 

As  I  was  walking  this  morning  in  the  great 
yard  that  belongs  to  my  friend's  country-house, 
1  was  wonderfully  pleased  to  see  the  different 
workings  of  instinct  in  a  hen  followed  by  a  brood 
of  ducks.  The  young,  upon  the  sight  of  a  pond, 
immediately  ran  into  it:  while  the  step-mother, 
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with  all  imaginable  anxiety,  hovered  about  the 
borders  of  it,  to  call  them  out  of  an  element  that 
appeared  to  her  so  dangerous  and  destructive. 
As  the  different  principle  which  acted  in  these 
different  animals  can  not  be  termed  reason,  so 
when  w,e  call  it  instinct,  we  mean  something  we 
have  no  knowledge  of.  To  me,  as  1  hinted  in 
my  last  paper,  it  seems  the  immediate  direction  of 
Providence,  and  such  an  operation  of  the  Supreme 
Being,  as  that  which  determines  all  the  portions 
of  matter  to  their  proper  centres.  A  modern  phi- 
losopher, quoted  by  Monsieur  Bayle,  in  his  learn- 
ed Dissertation  on  the  Souls  of  Brutes,  delivers 
the  same  opinion,  though  in  a  bolder  form  of 
words,  where  he  says,  Dtus  est  anima  bruto- 
rum,  '  God  himself  is  the  soul  of  brutes.'  Who 
can  tell  what  to  call  that  seeming  sagacity  in  ani- 
mals, which  directs  them  to  such  food  as  is  pro- 
per for  them,  and  makes  them  naturally  avoid 
whatever  is  noxious  or  unwholesome?  Tully  has 
observed,  that  a  lamb  no  sooner  falls  from  its 
mother,  but  immediately  and  of  its  own  accord 
it  applies  itself  to  the  teat.  Dampier,  in  his 
Travels,  tells  us,  that  when  seamen  are  thrown 
upon  any  of  the  unknown  coasts  of  America,  they 
never  venture  upon  the  fruit  of  any  tree,  how 
tempting  soever  it  may  appear,  unless  they  ob- 
serve that  it  is  marked  with  the  pecking  of  birds; 
but  fall  on  without  any  fear  or  apprehension 
where  the  birds  have  been  before  them. 

But  notwithstanding  animals  have  nothing  like 
the  use  of  reason,  we  find  in  them  all  the  lower 
parts  of  our  nature,  the  passions  and  senses  in 
their  greatest  strength  and  perfection.  And  here 
it  is  worth  our  observation,  that  all  beasts  and 
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birds  of  prey  are  wonderfully  subject  to  anger, 
malice,  revenge,  and  all  the  other  violent  pas- 
sions that  may  animate  them  in  search  of  their 
proper  food;  as  those  that  are  incapable  of  de- 
fending themselves,  or  annoying  others,  or  whose 
safety  lies  chiefly  in  their  night,  are  suspicious, 
fearful,  and  apprehensive  of  every  thing  they  see 
or  hear;  whilst  others  that  are  of  assistance  and 
use  to  man,  have  their  natures  softened  with 
something  mild  and  tractable,  and  by  that  means 
are  qualified  for  a  domestic  life.  In  this  case  the 
passions  generally  correspond  with  the  make  of 
the  body.  We  do  not  find  the  fury  of  a  lion  in  so 
weak  and  defenceless  an  animal  as  a  lamb,  nor 
the  meekness  of  a  lamb  in  a  creature  so  armed 
for  battle  and  assault  as  the  lion.  In  the  same 
manner,  we  find  that  particular  animals  have  a 
more  or  less  exquisite  sharpness  and  sagacity  in 
those  particular  senses  which  most  turn  to  their 
advantage,  and  in  which  their  safety  and  welfare 
is  the  most  concerned. 

Nor  must  we  here  omit  that  great  variety  of 
arms  with  which  nature  has  differently  fortified 
the  bodies  of  several  kinds  of  animals,  such  as 
claws,  hoofs  and  horns,  teeth  and  tusks,  a  tail, 
a  sting,  a  trunk,  or  a  proboscis.  It  is  likewise 
observed  by  naturalists,  that  it  must  be  some 
hidden  principle,  distinct  from  what  we  call  rea- 
son, which  instructs  animals  in  the  use  of  these 
their  arms,  and  teaches  them  to  manage  them  to 
the  best  advantage;  because  they  naturally  de- 
fend themselves  with  that  part  in  which  their 
strength  lies,  before  the  weapon  be  formed  in  it: 
as  is  remarkble  in  lambs,  which  though  they  are 
bred  within  doors,  and  never  saw  the  actions  of 
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their  own  species,  push  at  those  who  approach 
them  with, their  foreheads,  before  the  first  bud- 
ding of  a  horn  appears. 

I  shall  add  to  these  general  observations,  an 
instance  which  Mr.  Locke  has  given  us  of  Pro- 
vidence, even  in  the  imperfections  of  a  creature 
which  seems  the  meanest  and  most  despicable  in 
the  whole  animal  world.  *  We  may  (says  he) 
from  the  make  of  an  oyster,  or  cockle,  conclude, 
that  it  has  not  so  many,  nor  so  quick,  senses  as  a 
man,  or  several  other  animals:  nor  if  it  had, 
would  it  in  that  state  and  incapacity  of  transfer 
ring  itself  from  one  place  to  another,  be  bettered 
by  them.  What  good,  would  sight  and  hearing 
do  to  a  creature  that  can  not  move  itself  to  or 
from  the  object,  wherein  at  a  distance  it  per- 
ceives good  or  evil?  And  would  not  quickness 
of  sensation  be  an  inconvenience  to  an  animal 
that  must  bS  still  where  chance  has  once  plac- 
ed it,  and  there  receive  the  afflux  of  colder  or 
warmer,  clean  or  foul  water,  as  it  happens  to 
come  to  it.' 

1  shall  add  to  this  instance  out  of  Mr.  Locke 
another  out  of  the  learned  Dr.  More,  who  cites 
it  from  Cardan,  in  relation  to  another  animal 
which  Providence  has  left  defective,  but  at  the 
same  time  has  shown  its  wisdom  in  the  forma- 
tion of  that  organ  in  which  it  seems  chiefly  to 
have  failed.  '  What  is  more  obvious  and  ordi- 
nary than  a  mole?  and  yet  what  more  palpable 
argument  of  Providence  than  she?  The  members 
of  her  body  are  so  exactly  fitted  to  her  nature 
and  manner  of  life;  for  her  dwelling  being  under 
ground,  where  nothing  is  to  be  seen,  nature  has 
obscuredly  fitted  her  with  eyes,  that  naturalists  can 
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hardly  agree  whether  she  has  any  sight  at  all  or 
not  But  for  amends,  what  she  is  capable  of  for 
her  defence  and  warning  of  danger,  she  has  very 
eminently  conferred  upon  her;  lor  she  is  exceed- 
ing quick  of  hearing.  And  then  her  short  tail 
and  short  legs,  but  broad  fore-feet,  armed  with 
sharp  claws,  we  see  by  the  event  to  what  pur- 
pose they  are,  she  so  swiftly  working  herself 
under  ground,  and  making  her  way  so  fist  in  the 
earth,  as  they  that  behold  it  can  not  but  admire 
it.  Her  legs  therefore  are  short,  that  she  need 
die  no  more  than  will  serve  the  mere  thickness 
of  her  body;  and  her  fore-feet  are  broad,  that  she 
may  scoop  away  much  earth  at  a  time,  and  little 
or  no  tail  she  has,  because  she  courses  it  not  on 
the  ground,  like  the  rat  or  mouse  of  whose  kin- 
dred she  is,  but  lives  under  the  earth,  and  is  fain 
to  dig  herself  a  dwelling  there.  And  she  making 
her  way  through  so  thick  an  element,  which  will 
not  yield  easily,  as  the  air  or  the  water,  it  had 
been  dangerous  to  have  drawn  so  long  a  train  be- 
hind her;  for  her  enemy  might  fall  upon  her  rear, 
and  fetch  her  out  before  she  nad  completed  or  got 
full  possession  of  her  works/ 

1  can  not  forbear  mentioning  Mr.  Boyle's  re- 
mark upon  this  last  creature;  who,  I  remember, 
somewhere  in  his  works  observes,  that  though 
the  mole  be  not  totally  blind  (as  it  is  commonly 
thought)  she  has  not  sight  enough  to  distinguish 
particular  objects.  Her  eye  is  said  to  have  but 
one  humour  in  it,  which  is  supposed  to  give  her 
the  idea  of  light,  but  of  nothing  else,  and  is  so 
formed  that  this  idea  is  probably  painful  to  the 
animal.  Whenever  she  comes  up  into  broad  day, 
she  might  be  in  danger  of  being  taken  unless  she 
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were  thus  affected  by  a  light  striking  upon  her 
eye,  and  immediately  warning  her  to  bury  herself 
in  her  proper  element.  More  sight  would  be  use- 
less to  her,  as  none  at  all  might  be  fatal. 

1  have  only  instanced  such  animals  as  seem  the 
most  imperfect  works  of  nature;  and  if  Provi- 
dence shows  itself  even  in  the  blemishes  of  these 
creatures,  how  much  more  does  it  discover  itself 
in  the  several  endowments  which  it  has  various- 
ly bestowed  upon  such  creatures  as  are  more  or 
less  finished  and  completed  in  their  several  facul- 
ties, according  to  the  condition  of  life  in  which 
they  are  posted. 

I  could  wish  our  Royal  Society  would  compile 
a  body  of  natural  history,  the  best  that  coula  be 
gathered  together  from  books  and  observations, 
if  the  several  writers  among  them  took  each  his 
particular  species,  and  gave  us  a  distinct  account 
of  its  original,  birth,  and  education;  its  policies, 
hostilities,  and  alliances,  with  the  frame  and  tex- 
ture of  its  inward  and  outward  parts,  and  particu- 
larly those  that  distinguish  it  from  all  otner  ani- 
mals, with  their  peculiar  aptitudes  for  the  state 
of  being  in  which  Providence  has  placed  them; 
it  would  be  one  of  the  best  services  their  studies 
could  do  mankind  and  not  a  little  redound  to  the 
glory  of  the  all-wise  Contriver. 

It  is  true,  such  a  natural  history,  after  all  the 
disquisitions  of  the  learned,  would  be  infinitely 
short  and  defective.  Seas  and  deserts  hide  mil- 
lions of  animals  from  our  observation.  Innu- 
merable artifices  and  stratagems  are  acted  in  the 
howling  wilderness  and  in  the  great  deep,  that 
can  never  come  to  our  knowledge.  Besides,  that 
there  are   infinitely  more  species  of  creatures 
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which  are  not  to  be  seen  without,  nor  indeed 
with  the  help  of  the  finest  glasses,  than  of  such 
as  are  bulky  enough  for  the  naked  eve  to  take 
hold  of.  However,  from  the  consideration  of 
such  animals  as  lie  within  the  compass  of  our 
knowledge,  we  might  easily  form  a  conclusion 
of  the  rest,  that  the  same  variety  of  wisdom 
and  goodness  runs  through  the  whole  creation, 
and  puts  every  creature  in  a  condition  to  pro- 
vide for  its  safety  and  subsistence  in  its  proper 
station. 

Tully  has  given  us  an  admirable  sketch  of  na- 
tural history,  in  his  second  book  concerning  the 
nature  of  the  gods;  and  that  in  a  style  so  raised 
by  metaphors  and  descriptions,  that  it  lifts  the  sub- 
ject above  raillery  and  ridicule,  which  frequently 
fall  on  such  nice  observations,  when  they  pass 
through  the  hands  of  an  ordinary  writer. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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Cornea  jucundua  in  via  pro  vehiculo  est.     Publ.  Syr.  Frag. 

An  agTeeable  companion  upon  the  road  is  as  good  as  a 
coach. 

A  man's  first  care  should  be  to  avoid  the  re- 
proaches of  his  own  heart,  his  next,  to  escape  the 
censures  of  the  world:  if  the  last  interferes  with 
the  former,  it  ought  to  be  entirely  neglected;  but 
otherwise  there  can  not  be  a  greater  satisfaction 
to  an  honest  mind  than  to  see  those  approbations 
which  it  gives  itself,  seconded  by  the  applauses 
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of  the  public.     A  man  is  more  sure  of  his  con 
duct,  when  the  verdict  which  he  passes  upon  his 
own  behaviour  is  thus  warranted  and  confirmed 
by  the  opinion  of  all  that  know  him. 

My  worthy  friend  Sir  Roger  is  one  of  those 
who  is  not  only  at  peace  within  himself,  but  be- 
loved and  esteemed  by  all  about  him.  He  re- 
ceives a  suitable  tribute  for  his  universal  bene- 
volence to  mankind,  in  the  returns  of  affection 
and  good  will,  which  are  paid  him  by  every  one 
that  lives  within  his  neighbourhood.  I  lately 
met  with  two  or  three  odd  instances  of  that  ge- 
neral respect  which  is  shown  to  the  good  old 
knight.  He  would  needs  carry  Will  Wimble 
(see  No.  108)  and  myself  with  him  to  the  county 
assizes.  As  we  were  upon  the  road,  Will  Wimble 
joined  a  couple  of  plain  men  who  rid  before  us, 
and  conversed  with  them  for  some  time:  during 
which  my  friend  Sir  Roger  acquainted  me  with 
their  characters. 

The  first  of  them  (says  he)  that  has  a  spaniel 
by  his  side,  is  a  yeoman  of  about  an  hundred 
pounds  a  year,  an  honest  man:  he  is  just  within 
the  game-act,  and  qualified  to  kill  a  hare  or  a 
pheasant.  He  knocks  down  his  dinner  with  his 
gun  twice  or  thrice  a  week;  and  by  that  means 
fives  much  cheaper  than  those  who  have  not  so 
good  an  estate  as  himself.  He  would  be  a  good 
neighbour  if  he  did  not  destroy  so  many  par- 
tridges; in  short,  he  is  a  very  sensible  man;  shoots 
flying;  and  has  been  several  times  foreman  of  the 
petty  jury. 

The  other  that  rides  along  with  him  is  Tom 
Touchv,  a  fellow  famous  for  taking  the  law  of 
every  body.  There  is  not  one  in  the  town  where 
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he  lives  that  he  has  not  sued  at  a  quarter-sessions. 
The  rogue  had  once  the  impudence  to  go  to  law 
with  the  Widow.  His  head  is  full  of  costs,  da- 
mages, and  ejectments;  he  plagued  a  couple  of 
honest  gentlemen  so  long  for  a  trespass  in  break- 
ing one  of  his  hedges,  till  he  was  forced  to  sell 
the  ground  it  inclosed  to  defray  the  charges  of 
the  prosecution.  His  father  left  him  fourscore 
pounds  a  year;  but  he  has  cast  and  been  cast  so 
often,  that  he  is  not  now  worth  thirty.     I  sup- 

f)ose  he  is  going  upon  the  old  business  of  the  wil- 
ow-tree. 

As  Sir  Roger  was  giving  me  this  account  of 
Tom  Touchy,  Will  \Vimble  and  his  two  com- 
panions stopped  short  till  we  came  up  to  them. 
After  having  paid  their  respects  to  Sir  Roger, 
Will  told  him  that  Mr.  Touchy  and  he  must  ap- 
peal to  him  upon  a  dispute  that  arose  between 
them.  Will  it  seems  had  been  giving  his  fellow- 
traveller  an  account  of  his  angling  one  day  in 
such  a  hole;  when  Tom  Touchy,  instead  of  hear- 
ing out  his  story,  told  him,  that  Mr.  Such-a-one, 
if  he  pleased,  might  take  the  law  of  him  for  fishing 
in  that  part  of  the  river.  My  friend  Sir  Roger 
heard  them  both,  upon  a  round  trot;  and  after 
having  paused  some  time,  told  them,  with  the  air 
of  a  man  who  would  not  give  his  judgment  rash- 
ly, that  much  might  be  said  on  both  sides.  They 
were  neither  of  them  dissatisfied  with  the  knighrs 
determination,  because  neither  of  them  found 
himself  in  the  wrong  by  it.  Upon  which  we 
made  the  best  of  our  way  to  the  assizes. 

The  court  was  set  before  Sir  Roger  came;  but 
notwithstanding  all  the  justices  had  taken  their 
places  upon  the  bench,  tney  made  room  for  the 
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old  knight  at  the  head  of  them;  who  for  his  re- 
putation in  the  country  took  occasion  to  whisper 
in  the  judge's  ear,  '  That  he  was  glad  his  lord- 
ship had  met  with  so  much  good  weather  in  his 
circuit.'  I  was  listening  to  the  proceeding  of  the 
court  with  much  attention,  and  infinitely  pleased 
with  that  great  appearance  of  solemnity  which 
so  properly  accompanies  such  a  public  adminis- 
tration of  our  laws;  when  after  about  an  hour's 
sitting,  1  observed  to  my  great  surprise,  in  the 
midst  of  a  trial,  that  my  friend  Sir  Roger  was 
getting  up  to  speak.  I  was  in  some  pain  for  him, 
until  I  found  he  had  acquitted  himself  of  two  or 
three  sentences,  with  a  look  of  much  business 
and  great  intrepidity. 

Upon  his  first  rising  the  court  was  hushed,  and 
a  general  whisper  ran  among  the  country  people 
that  Sir  Roger  was  up.  The  speech  ne  made 
was  so  little  to  the  purpose,  that  1  shall  not  trou- 
ble my  readers  with  an  account  of  it;  and  1  be- 
lieve was  not  so  much  designed  by  the  knight 
himself  to  inform  the  court,  as  to  give  him  a  figure 
in  my  eye,  and  keep  up  his  credit  in  the  country. 

I  was  highly  delighted,  when  the  court  rose, 
to  see  the  gentlemen  of  the  county  gathering 
about  my  old  friend,  and  striving  who  should 
compliment  him  most;  at  the  same  time  that  the 
ordinary  people  gazed  upon  him  at  a  distance, 
not  a  little  admiring  his  courage,  that  was  not 
afraid  to  speak  to  the  judge. 

In  our  return  home  we  met  with  a  very  odd 
accident;  which  I  can  not  forbear  relating,  be- 
cause it  shows  how  desirous  all  who  know  Sir 
Roger  are  of  giving  him  marks  of  their  esteem. 
When  we  were  arrived  upon  the  verge  of  his  es 
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tate,  we  stopped  at  a  little  inn  to  rest  ourselves 
and  our  horses.  The  man  of  the  house  had  it 
seems  been  formerly  a  servant  in  the  knight's 
family;  and  to  do  honour  to  his  old  master,  had 
some  time  since,  unknown  to  Sir  Roger,  put  him 
up  in  a  sign -post  before  the  door;  so  that  the 
Knight's  head  had  hung  out  upon  the  road  about 
a  week  before  he  himself  knew  any  thing  of  the 
matter.  As  soon  as  Sir  Roger  was  acquainted 
with  it,  finding  that  his  servant's  indiscretion 
proceeded  wholly  from  affection  and  good- will, 
ne  only  told  him  that  he  had  made  him  too  high 
a  compliment;  and  when  the  fellow  seemed  to 
think  that  could  hardly  be,  added  with  a  more 
decisive  look,  that  it  was  too  great  an  honour  for 
any  man  under  a  duke;  but  told  him  at  the  same 
time  that  it  might  be  altered  with  a  very  few 
touches,  and  that  he  himself  would  be  at  the 
charge  of  it.  Accordingly  they  got  a  painter  by 
the  Knight's  directions  to  add  a  pair  ot  whiskers 
to  the  face,  and  by  a  little  aggravation  of  the  fea- 
tures to  change  it  into  the  Saracen's  Head.  I 
should  not  have  known  this  story,  had  not  the 
inn-keeper,  upon  Sir  Roger's  alighting,  told  him 
in  my  hearing,  that  nis  honour's  head  was 
brought  back  last  night  with  the  alterations  that 
he  had  ordered  to  be  made  in  it.  Upon  this  my 
friend,  with  his  usual  cheerfulness,  related  the 
particulars  above-mentioned,  and  ordered  the 
nead  to  be  brought  into  the  room.  1  could  not 
forbear  discovering  greater  expressions  of  mirth 
than  ordinary  upon  the  appearance  of  this  mon- 
strous face,  under  which,  notwithstanding  it  was 
made  to  frown  and  stare  in  a  most  extraordinary 
manner,  I  could  still  discover  a  distant  resem- 
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blance  of  my  old  friend.  Sir  Roger,  upon  seeing 
me  laugh,  desired  me  to  tell  him  truly  if  I  thought 
it  possible  for  people  to  know  him  in  that  dis- 
guise. I  at  first  kept  my  usual  silence;  but  upon 
the  knight's  conjuring  me  to  tell  him  whether  it 
was  not  still  more  like  himself  than  a  Saracen,  I 
composed  my  countenance  in  the  best  manner  I 
could,  and  replied,  '  That  much  might  be  said  on 
both  sides.* 

These  several  adventures,  with  the  knight's 
behaviour  in  them,  gave  me  as  pleasant  a  day  as 
ever  I  met  with  in  any  of  my  travels. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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Doctrina  sed  vimpromovet  insitam, 
Rectique  cult  us  pectora  roborant: 

Utcunque  defecere  mores, 

Dedecorant  bene  nata  culpse.         Hon.  Od.  iv.  33. 

Yet  the  best  blood  by  learning  is  refin'd, 

And  virtue  arms  the  solid  mind, 

Whilst  vice  will  stain  the  noblest  race, 

And  the  paternal  stamp  efface.  Oldis worth. 

As  I  was  yesterday  taking  the  air  with  my 
friend  Sir  Roger,  we  were  met  by  a  fresh-colour- 
ed ruddy  young  man  who  rid  by  us  full  speed, 
with  a  couple  of  servants  behind  him.  Upon  my 
inquiry  who  he  was,  Sir  Roger  told  me  that  he 
was  a  young  gentleman  of  a  considerable  estate, 
who  had  been  educated  by  a  tender  mother  that 
lived  not  many  miles  from  the  place  where  we 
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were.  She  is  a  very  good  lady,  says  my  friend, 
but  took  so  much  care  of  her  son's  health,  that 
she  has  made  him  good  for  nothing.  She  quick- 
ly found  that  reading  was  bad  for  his  eyes,  and 
that  writing  made  his  head  ache.  He  was  let 
loose  among  the  woods  as  soon  as  he  was  able  to 
ride  on  horseback,  or  to  carry  a  gun  upon  his 
shoulder.  To  be  brief,  I  found  by  my  friend's 
account  of  him,  that  he  had  got  a  great  stock  of 
health,  but  nothing  else;  and  that  if  it  were  a 
man's  business  only  to  live,  there  would  not  be 
a  more  accomplished  young  fellow  in  the  whole 
country. 

The  truth  of  it  is,  since  my  residing  in  these 
parts  1  have  seen  and  heard  innumerable  instances 
of  young  heirs  and  elder  brothers,  who,  either 
from  their  own  reflecting  upon  the  estates  they 
are  born  to,  and  therefore  thinking  all  other  ac- 
complishments unnecessary,  or  from  hearing 
these  notions  frequently  inculcated  to  them  by 
the  flattery  of  their  servants  and  domestics,  or 
from  the  same  foolish  thought  prevailing  in  those 
who  have  the  care  of  their  education,  are  of  no 
manner  of  use  but  to  keep  up  their  families,  and 
transmit  their  lands  and  houses  in  a  line  to  pos- 
terity. 

This  makes  me  often  think  on  a  story  I  have 
heard  of  two  friends,  which  I  shall  give  my  rea- 
der at  large,  under  feigned  names.  The  moral 
of  it  may,  1  hope,  be  useful,  though  there  are 
some  circumstances  which  make  it  rather  appear 
like  a  novel  than  a  true  story. 

Eudoxus  and  Leontine  began  the  world  with 
small  estates.  They  were  both  of  them  men  of 
good  sense  and  great  virtue.     They  prosecuted 
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their  studies  together  in  their  earlier  years,  and 
entered  into  such  a  friendship  as  lasted  to  the  end 
of  their  lives.  Eudoxus,  at  his  first  setting  out  in 
the  world,  threw  himself  into  a  court,  where,  by 
his  natural  endowments  and  his  acquired  abilities, 
he  made  his  way  from  one  post  to  another,  till  at 
length  he  had  raised  a  very  considerable  fortune. 
Leontine,  on  the  contrary,  sought  all  opportuni- 
ties of  improving  his  mind,  by  study,  conversa- 
tion, and  travel.  He  was  not  only  acquainted 
with  all  the  sciences,  but  with  the  most  eminent 
professors  of  them  throughout  Europe.  He  knew 
perfectly  well  the  interests  of  its  princes,  with 
the  customs  and  fashions  of  their  courts,  and 
could  scarce  meet  with  the  name  of  an  extraor- 
dinary person  in  the  Gazette  whom  he  had  not 
either  talked  to  or  seen.  In  short,  he  had  so  well 
mixed  and  digested  his  knowledge  of  men  and 
books,  that  he  made  one  of  the  most  accomplish- 
ed persons  of  his  age.  During  the  whole  course 
of  his  studies  and  travels  he  kept  up  a  punctual 
correspondence  with  Eudoxus,  who  often  made 
himself  acceptable  to  the  principal  men  about 
court  by  the  intelligence  which  he  received  from 
Leontine.  When  they  were  both  turned  of  forty 
(an  age  in  which,  according  to  Mr.  Cowley, 
there  is  no  dallying  tvith  life  J  they  determined, 

Eursuant  to  the  resolution  they  had  taken  in  the 
eginning  of  their  lives,  to  retire  and  pass  the  re- 
mainder of  their  days  in  the  country.  In  order 
to  this,  they  both  of  them  married  much  about 
the  same*  time.  Leontine,  with  his  own  and  his 
wife's  fortune,  bought  a  farm  of  three  hundred 
a  year  which  lay  within  the  neighbourhood  of  his 
friend  Eudoxus,  who  had  purchased  an  estate  of 
Vol.  m.— 6 
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as  many  thousands.  They  were  both  of  them 
fathers  about  the  same  time,  Eudoxus  having  a 
son  born  to  him  and  Leontine  a  daughter;  but  to 
the  unspeakable  grief  of  the  latter,  his  young  wife 
(in  whom  all  his  nappiness  was  wrapt  up)  died  in 
a  few  days  after  the  oirth  of  her  daughter.  His 
affliction  would  have  been  insupportable,  had  he 
not  been  comforted  by  the  daily  visits  and  con- 
versations of  his  friend.  As  they  were  one  day 
talking  together  with  their  usual  intimacy,  Leon- 
tine,  considering  how  incapable  he  was  of  giving 
his  daughter  a  proper  education  in  his  own  House, 
and  Eudoxus  reflecting  on  the  ordinary  behaviour 
of  a  son  who  knows  himself  to  be  the  heir  of  a 
great  estate,  they  both  agreed  upon  an  exchange 
of  children,  namely,  that  the  boy  should  be  bred 
up  with  Leontine  as  his  son,  and  that  the  girl 
should  live  with  Eudoxus  as  his  daughter,  till 
they  were  each  of  them  arrived  at  the  years  of 
discretion.  The  wife  of  Eudoxus  knowing  that 
her  son  could  not  be  so  advantageously  brought 
up  as  under  the  care  of  Leontine,  and  consider- 
ing at  the  same  time  that  he  would  be  perpetually 
under  her  own  eye,  was  by  degrees  prevailed 
upon  to  fall  in  with  the  project.  She  therefore 
took  Leonilla,  for  that  was  the  name  of  the  girl, 
and  educated  her  as  her  own  daughter.  The  two 
friends  on  each  side  had  wrought  themselves  to 
such  an  habitual  tenderness  for  the  children  who 
were  under  their  direction,  that  each  of  them 
had  the  real  passion  of  a  father,  where  the  title 
was  but  imaginary.  Florio,the  name  of  the  young 
heir  that  lived  with  Leontine,  though  he  had  all 
the  duty  and  affection  imaginable  for  his  supposed 
parent,  was  taught  to  rejoice  at  the  sight  of  Eu- 
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doxus,  who  visited  his  friend  very  frequently, 
and  was  dictated  by  his  natural  affection,  as  well 
as  by  the  rules  of  prudence,  to  make  himself  es- 
teemed and  beloved  by  Florio.  The  boy  was 
now  old  enough  to  know  his  supposed  father's 
circumstances,  and  that  therefore  ne  was  to  make 
his  way  in  the  world  by  his  own  industry.  This 
consideration  grew  stronger  in  him  every  day, 
and  produced  so  good  an  effect,  that  he  applied 
himself  with  more  than  ordinary  attention  to  the 
pursuit  of  every  thing  which  Leontine  recom- 
mended to  him.  His  natural  abilities,  which  were 
very  good,  assisted  by  the  directions  of  so  excel- 
lent a  counsellor,  enabled  him  to  make  a  quicker 
Erogress  than  ordinary  through  all  the  parts  of 
is  education.  Before  he  was  twenty  years  of 
age,  having  finished  his  studies  and  exercises  with 
great  applause,  he  was  removed  from  the  Univer- 
sity to  tne  inns  of  court;  where  there  are  very 
few  that  make  themselves  considerable  proficients 
in  the  studies  of  the  place,  who  know  they  shall 
arrive  at  great  estates  without  them.  This  was 
not  Florio's  case:  he  found  that  three  hundred  a 
year  was  but  a  poor  estate  for  Leontine  and  him- 
self to  live  upon;  so  that  he  studied  without  in- 
termission till  he  gained  a  very  good  insight  into 
the  constitution  and  laws  of  his  country. 

1  should  have  told  my  reader,  that  whilst  Florio 
lived  at  the  house  of  his  foster-father,  he  was  al- 
waysan  acceptable  guest  in  the  family  of  Eudoxus, 
where  he  became  acquainted  with  Leonilla  from 
her  infancy.  His  acquaintance  with  her  by  de- 
grees grew  into  love,  which  in  a  mind  trained  up 
in  all  the  sentiments  of  honour  and  virtue,  became 
a  very  uneasy  passion.  He  despaired  of  gaining  an 
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heiress  of  so  great  a  fortune,  and  would  rather 
have  died  than  attempted  it  by  any  indirect 
methods.  Leonilla,  wno  was  a  woman  of  the 
greatest  beauty  joined  with  the  greatest  modes- 
ty, entertained  at  the  same  time  a  secret  passion 
for  Florio,  but  conducted  herself  with  so  much 
prudence,  that  she  never  gave  him  the  least  inti- 
mation of  it  Florio  was  now  engaged  in  all 
those  arts  and  improvements  that  are  proper  to 
raise  a  man's  private  fortune,  and  give  nim  a 
figure  in  his  country,  but  secretly  tormented 
with  that  passion  which  burns  with  the  greatest 
fury  in  a  virtuous  and  noble  heart,  when  he  re- 
ceived a  sudden  summons  from  Leon  tine  to  re- 
pair to  him  in  the  country  the  next  day.  For  it 
seems  Eudoxus  was  so  filled  with  the  report  of 
his  son's  reputation,  that  he  could  no  longer  with- 
hold making  himself  known  to  him.  The  morn- 
ing after  his  arrival  at  the  house  of  his  supposed 
fatner,  Leontine  told  him  that  Euxodus  had 
something  of  great  importance  to  communicate 
to  him;  upon  which  the  good  man  embraced  him 
and  wept.     Florio  was  no  sooner  arrived  at  the 

freat  house  that  stood  in  his  neighbourhood,  but 
iudoxus  took  him  by  the  hand,  after  the  first 
salutes  were  over,  and  conducted  him  into  his 
closet.  He  there  opened  to  him  the  whole  secret 
of  his  parentage  and  education:  concluding  after 
this  manner:  <  I  have  no  other  way  left  of  ac- 
knowledging my  gratitude  to  Leontine  than  by 
marrying  you  to  his  daughter.  He  shall  not  lose 
the  pleasure  of  being  your  father  by  the  discove- 
ry 1  have  made  to  you.  Leonilla  too  shall  be  still 
my  daughter:  her  filial  piety,  though  misplaced, 
has  been  so  exemplary,  that  it  deserves  the  great- 
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est  reward  I  can  confer  upon  it.  You  shall  have 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  a  great  estate  fall  to  you, 
which  you  would  have  lost  the  relish  of  had  you 
known  yourself  born  to  it.  Continue  only  to  de- 
serve it  in  the  same  manner  you  did  before  you 
were  possessed  of  it.  1  have  left  your  mother  in 
the  next  room.  Her  heart  yearns  towards  you. 
She  is  making  the  same  discoveries  to  Leonilla 
which  I  have  made  to  yourself.  Florio  was  so 
overwhelmed  with  this  profusion  of  happiness, 
that  he  was  not  able  to  make  a  reply,  but  threw 
himself  down  at  his  father's  feet,  and  amidst  a 
flood  of  tears  kissed  and  embraced  his  knees, 
asking  his  blessing,  and  expressing  in  dumb  show 
those  sentiments  of  love,  duty  ana  gratitude,  that 
were  too  big  for  utterance.  To  conclude,  the 
happy  pair  were  married,  and  half  Eudoxus's  es- 
tate settled  upon  them.  Leontine  and  Eudoxus 
passed  the  remainder  of  their  lives  together;  and 
received  in  the  dutiful  and  affectionate  behaviour 
of  Florio  and  Leonilla,  the  just  recompense  as 
well  as  the  natural  effects  of  that  care  which  they 
had  bestowed  upon  them  in  their  education. 

ADDISON.  L. 

(§-G©e-t> 
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Mrya  QiChicv,  /urya.  xzkov. 

A  great  book  is  a  great  evil. 

A  man  who  publishes  his  works  in  a  volume, 
has  an  infinite  advantage  over  one  who  commu- 
nicates his  writings  to  the  world  in  loose  tracts  and 
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single  pieces.  We  do  not  expect  to  meet  with 
any  thing  in  a  bulky  volume,  till  after  some  heavy 
preamble,  and  several  words  of  course,  to  prepare 
the  reader  for  what  follows:  nay,  authors  nave 
established  it  as  a  kind  of  rule,  that  a  man  ought 
to  be  dull  sometimes:  as  the  most  severe  reader 
makes  allowances  for  many  rests  and  nodding 
places  in  a  voluminous  writer.  This  gave  occa- 
sion to  the  famous  Greek  proverb  which  1  have 
chosen  for  my  motto,  that  a  great  book  is  a 
great  evil. 

On  the  contrary,  those  who  publish  their 
thoughts  in  distinct  sheets,  and  as  it  were  by 
piece-meal,  have  none  of  these  advantages.  We 
must  immediately  fall  into  our  subject,  and  treat 
every  part  of  it  in  a  lively  manner,  or  our  papers 
are  thrown  by  as  dull  and  insipid:  our  matter 
must  lie  close  together,  and  either  be  wholly  new 
in  itself  or  in  the  turn  it  receives  from  our  ex- 
pressions. Were  the  books  of  our  best  authors 
thus  to  be  retailed  to  the  public,  and  every  page 
submitted  to  the  taste  of  forty  or  fifty  thousand 
readers,  I  am  afraid  we  should,  complain  of  many 
flat  expressions,  trivial  observations,  beaten  topics, 
and  common  thoughts,  which  go  off  very  well 
in  the  lump.  At  the  same  time,  notwithstand- 
ing some  papers  may  be  made  up  of  broken 
hints  and  irregular  sketches,  it  is  often  expected 
that  every  sheet  should  be  a  kind  of  treatise,  and 
make  out  in  thought  what  it  wants  in  bulk:  that 
a  point  of  humour  should  be  worked  up  in  all  its 
parts;  and  a  subject  touched  upon  in  its  most  es- 
sential articles,  without  the  repetitions,  tautolo- 
gies, and  enlargements,  that  are  indulged  to  long- 
er labours.     The  ordinary  writers  of  morality 
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prescribe  to  their  readers  after  the  Galenic  way;| 
their  medicines  are  made  up  in  large  quantities. 
An  essay  writer  must  practise  in  the  chemical 
method,  and  give  the  virtue  of  a  full  draught  in 
a  few  drops.  Were  all  books  reduced  thus  to 
their  quintessence,  many  a  bulky  author  would 
make  his  appearance  in  a  penny  paper;  there 
would  be  scarce  such  a  thing  in  nature  as  a  folio: 
the  works  of  an  age  would  be  contained  on  a  few 
shelves,  not  to  mention  millions  of  volumes  that 
would  be  utterly  annihilated. 

I  can  not  think  but  the  difficulty  of  furnishing 
out  separate  papers  of  this  nature  has  hinderea 
authors  from  communicating  their  thoughts  to 
the  world  after  such  a  manner:  though  I  must 
confess  I  am  amazed  that  the  press  should  be  only 
made  use  of  in  this  way  by  news-writers  and  the 
zealots  of  parties;  as  if  it  were  not  more  advan- 
tageous to  mankind  to  be  instructed  in  wisdom 
and  virtue  than  in  politics;  and  to  be  made  good 
fathers,  husbands,  and  sons,  than  counsellors  and 
statesmen.  Had  the  philosophers  and  great  men 
J  antiquity,  who  took  so  much  pains  in  order  to 
(struct  mankind,  and  leave  the  world  wiser  and 
tter  than  they  found  it;  had  they,  1  say,  been 
jessed  of  the  art  of  printing,  there  is  no  ques- 
but  they  would  have  made  such  an  advan- 
of  it  in  dealing  out  their  lectures  to  the  pub- 
'  Our  common  prints  would  be  of  great  use 
they  thus  calculated  to  diffuse  good  sense 
igh  the  bulk  of  the  people  to  clear  up  their 
^standings,  animate  their  minds  with  virtue, 
>ate  the  sorrows  of  a  heavy  heart,  or  unbend 
tind  from  its  more  severe  employments 
innocent  amusements.     When  knowledge, 
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instead  of  being  bound  up  m  books,  and  kept  in 
libraries  and  retirements,  is  thus  obtruded  upon 
the  public;  when  it  is  canvassed  in  every  assem- 
bly, and  exposed  upon  every  table — 1  can  not 
forbear  reflecting  upon  that  passage  in  the  Pro- 
verbs, "  Wisdom  crieth  without,  she  uttereth 
her  voice  in  the  streets,'  she  crieth  in  the  chief 
places  of  concourse,  in  the  openings  of  the  gates. 
In  the  city  she  uttereth  her  words,  saying,  How 
long,  ye  simple  ones,  will  ye  love  simplicity? 
and  the  scorners  delight  in  their  scorning?  and 
fools  hate  knowledge?' 

The  many  letters  which  come  to  me  from  per- 
sons of  the  best  sense  in  both  sexes  (for  1  may 
pronounce  their  characters  from  their  way  of 
writing)  do  not  a  little  encourage  me  in  the  prose* 
cution  of  this  my  undertaking:  besides  that,  my 
bookseller  tells  me  the  demand  for  these  my  pa- 
pers increases  daily.  It  is  at  his  instance  that  I 
shall  continue  my  rural  speculations  to  the  end 
of  this  month;  several  having  made  uj>  separate 
sets  of  them,  as  they  have  done  before  of  those 
relating  to  wit,  to  operas,  to  points  of  morality, 
or  subject  of  humour. 

I  am  not  at  all  mortified,  when  sometimes  I  see 
my  works  thrown  aside  by  "men  of  no  taste  nor 
learning.  There  is  a  kind  of  heaviness  and  igno- 
rance that  hangs  upon  the  minds  of  ordinary  men, 
which  is  too  thick  tor  knowledge  to  break  through. 
Their  souls  are  not  to  be  enlightened. 

Nox  aim  cavci  circiimvolat  umbrd. 

Vibg.  JEn.  ii.  ver.  360. 

Dark  night  surrounds  them  with  her  hollow  shade. 
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To  these  I  must  apply  the  fable  of  the  mole, 
that  after  having  consulted  many  oculists  for  the 
bettering  of  his  sight,  was  at  last  provided  with 
a  good  pair  of  spectacles;  but  upon  his  endeavour- 
ing to  make  use  of  them,  his  mother  told  him 
very  prudently,  '  That  spectacles,  though  they 
might  help  the  eye  of  a  man,  could  be  or  no  use 
to  a  mole.  It  is  not  therefore  for  the  benefit  of 
moles  that  1  publish  these  my  daily  essays. 

But  besides  such  as  are  moles  through  igno- 
rance, there  are  others  who  are  moles  through 
envy.  As  it  is  said  in  the  Latin  proverb,  *  That 
one  man  is  a  wolf  to  another/  so,  generally  speak- 
ing, one  author  is  a  mole  to  another.  It  is  im- 
possible for  them  to  discover  beauties  in  one  ano- 
ther's works;  they  have  eyes  only  for  spots  and 
blemishes:  they  can  indeed  see  the  light,  as  it  is 
said  of  the  animals  which  are  their  namesakes, 
but  the  idea  of  it  is  painful  to  them;  they  immedi- 
ately shut  their  eyes  upon  it,  and  withdraw  them- 
selves into  a  wilful  obscurity.  1  have  already 
caught  two  or  three  of  these  dark  undermining 
vermin,  and  intend  to  make  a  string  of  them,  in 
order  to  hang  them  up  in  one  of  my  papers,  as  an 
example  to  all  such  voluntary  moles. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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Ne  pueri,  ne  tanta  animis  assuescite  bella: 
Neu  patriae  valldas  in  viscera  vertite  vires. 

Vibo.  iEn.  vi.  ver.  832. 

Embrace  again,  my  sons,  be  foes  no  more, 
Nor  stain  your  country  with  her  cliildren's  gore. 

Drtbsn. 

My  worthy  friend  Sir  Roger,  when  we  are 
talking  of  the  malice  of  parties,  very  frequently 
tells  us  an  accident  that  happened  to  hirn  when 
he  was  a  school-boy,  which  was  at  the  time  when 
the  feuds  ran  high  between  the  Round-heads  and 
Cavaliers.  This  worthy  knight  being  then  but  a 
stripling,  had  occasion  to  inquire  which  was  the 
way  to  St.  Anne's  Lane,  upon  which  the  person 
whom  he  spoke  to,  instead  of  answering  his  ques- 
tion, called  him  a  young  popish  cur  and  asked 
him  who  had  made  Anne  a  saint?  The  boy,  be- 
ing in  some  confusion,  inquired  of  the  next  he 
met,  which  was  the  way  to  Anne's  lane,  but  was 
called  a  prick-eared  cur  ior  his  pains,  and,  instead 
of  being  shown  the  way,  was  told,  that  she  had 
been  a  saint  before  he  was  born,  and  would  be 
one  after  he  was  hanged.  Upon  this,  says  Sir 
Roger,  1  did  not  think  fit  to  repeat  the  former 
question,  but  going  into  every  lane  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood, asked  what  they  called  the  name  of 
that  lane.  By  which  ingenious  artifice  he  found 
out  the  place  he  inquired  after,  without  giving 
offence  to  any  party.  Sir  Roger  generally  closes 
this  narrative  with  reflections  on  the  mischief  that 
parties  do  in  the  country;  how  they  spoil  good 
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neighbourhood,  and  make  honest  gentlemen  hate 
one  another;  besides  that  they  manifestly  tend  to 
the  prejudice  of  the  land-tax  and  the  destruction 
of  the  game. 

There  can  not  a  greater  judgment  befall  a  coun- 
try than  such  a  dreadful  spirit  of  division  as 
rends  a  government  into  two  distinct  people,  and 
makes  them  greater  strangers  and  more  averse  to 
one  another  than  if  they  were  actually  two  dif- 
ferent nations.  The  effects  of  such  a  division  are 
pernicious  to  the  last  degree,  not  only  with  re- 
gard to  those  advantages  which  they  give  the 
common  enemy,  but  to  those  private  evils  which 
they  produce  in  the  heart  of  almost  ^very  par- 
ticular person.  This  influence  is  very  fatal  both 
to  men's  morals  and  their  understanding;  it  sinks 
the  virtue  of  a  nation,  and  not  only  so,  but  de- 
stroys even  common  sense. 

A  furious  party  spirit,  when  it  rages  in  its  full 
violence,  exerts  itself  in  civil  war  and  bloodshed; 
and  when  it  is  under  its  greatest  restraints  natu- 
rally breaks  out  in  falsehood,  detraction,  calum- 
ny, and  a  partial  administration  of  justice.  In  a 
word,  it  fills  a  nation  with  spleer  and  rancour, 
and  extinguishes  all  the  seeas  of  good-nature, 
compassion  and  humanity. 

Plutarch  says  very  finely,  that  a  man  should  not 
allow  himself  to  hate  even  his  enemies;  because, 
says  he,  if  you  indulge  this  passion  in  some  occa- 
sions, it  will  rise  of  itself  in  others;  if  you  hate 
your  enemies,  you  will  contract  such  a  vicious 
habit  of  mind,  as  by  degrees  will  break  out  upon 
those  who  are  your  friends,  or  those  who  are  in- 
different to  you.  I  might  here  observe  how  ad- 
mirably this  precept otmorality,  (which  derives 
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the  malignity  of  hatred  from  the  passion  itself, 
not  from  its  object)  answers  to  that  great  rule 
which  was  dictated  to  the  world  about  a  hundred 
years  before  this  philosopher  wrote;  but  instead 
of  that,  I  shall  only  take  notice,  with  a  real  grief 
of  heart,  that  the  minds  of  many  good  men  among 
us  appear  soured  with  party  principles,  and  alien- 
ated trom  one  another,  in  such  a  manner  as  seems 
to  me  altogether  inconsistent  with  the  dictates 
either  of  reason  or  religion.  Zeal  for  a  public 
cause  is  apt  to  breed  passions  in  the  hearts  of  vir- 
tuous persons,  to  which  the  regard  of  their  own 
private  interest  would  never  have  betrayed  them. 
If  this  party-spirit  has  so  ill  an  effect  on  our 
morals,  it  nas  likewise  a  very  great  one  upon  our 
judgments.  We  often  hear  a  poor  insipid  paper 
or  pamphlet  cried  up,  and  sometimes  a  noble 
piece  depreciated,  by  those  who  are  of  a  different 
principle  from  the  author.  One  who  is  actuated 
oy  this  spirit  is  almost  under  an  incapacity  of  dis- 
cerning either  real  blemishes  or  beauties.  A  man 
of  merit  in  a  different  principle,  is  like  an  object 
seen  in  two  different  mediums,  that  appears  crook- 
ed or  broken,  however  straight  and  entire  it  may 
be  in  itself.  For  this  reason  there  is  scarce  a 
person  of  any  figure  in  England  who  does  not  go 
oy  two  contrary  characters,  as  opposite  to  one 
another  as  light  and  darkness.  Knowledge  and 
learning  suffer  in  a  particular  manner  from  this 
strange  prejudice,  which  at  present  prevails 
amongst  all  ranks  and  degrees  in  the  British  na- 
tion. As  men  formerly  became  eminent  in  learn- 
ed societies  by  their  parts  and  acquisitions,  they 
now  distinguish  themselves  by  the  warmth  and 
violence  with  which  they  espouse  their  respective 
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parties.  Books  are  valued  upon  the  like  consi- 
derations: an  abusive  scurrilous  style  passes  for 
satire,  and  a  dull  scheme  of  party  notions  is  called 
fine  writing. 

There  is  one  piece  of  sophistry  practised  by 
both  sides,  and  that  is  the  talking  any  scandalous 
story,  that  has  been  ever  whispered  or  invented 
of  a  private  man,  for  a  known  undoubted  truth, 
and  raising  suitable  speculations  upon  it.  Calum- 
nies that  have  been  never  proved,  or  have  been 
often  refuted,  are  the  ordinary  postulatums  of 
these  infamous  scribblers,  upon  which  they  pro- 
ceed as  upon  first  principles  granted  by  all  men, 
though  in  their  hearts  they  know  they  are  false, 
or  at  best  very  doubtful.  When  they  have  laid 
these  foundations  of  scurrility,  it  is  no  wonder 
that  their  superstructure  is  every  way  answerable 
to  them.  If  this  shameless  practice  of  the  pre- 
sent age  endures  much  longer,  praise  and  re- 
proach will  cease  to  be  motives  of  action  in  good 
men. 

There  are  certain  periods  of  time  in  all  govern- 
ments when  this  inhuman  spirit  prevails.  Italy 
was  long  torn  in  pieces  by  the  Guelfes  and  Gi- 
bellines,  and  France  by  those  who  were  for  and 
against  the  League:  but  it  is  very  unhappy  for  a 
man  to  be  born  in  such  a  stormy  and  tempestuous 
season.  It  is  the  restless  ambition  of  artful  men 
that  thus  breaks  a  people  into  factions,  and  draws 
several  well  meaning  persons  to  their  interest  by 
a  specious  concern  for  their  country.  How  many 
honest  minds  are  filled  with  uncharitable  and  bar- 
barous notions,  out  of  their  zeal  for  the  public 
good?  What  cruelties  and  outrages  would  they 
not  commit  against  men  of  an  adverse  party, 
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whom  they  wouldTionour  and  esteem,  if  instead 
of  considering  them  as  they  are  represented,  they 
know  them  as  they  are?  Thus  are  persons  of  the 
greatest  probity  seduced  into  shameful  errors 
and  prejudices,  and  made  bad  men  even  by  that 
noblest  of  principles,  the  love  of  their  country. 
I  can  not  here  torbear  mentioning  the  famous 
Spanish  proverb,  <  If  there  were  neither  fools 
nor  knaves  in  the  world,  all  people  would  be  of 
one  mind.' 

For  my  own  part,  1  could  heartily  wish  that 
all  honest  men  would  enter  into  an  association  for 
the  support  of  one  another  against  the  endeavours 
of  those  whom  they  ought  to  look  upon  as  their 
common  enemies,  whatsoever  side  they  may  be- 
long to.  Were  there  such  an  honest  body  of  neu- 
tral forces,  we  should  never  see  the  worst  of  men 
in  great  figures  of  life,  because  they  are  useful  to 
a  party;  nor  the  best  unregarded,  because  they 
are  above  practising  those  methods  which  would 
be  grateful  to  their  faction.  We  should  then 
single  every  criminal  out  of  the  herd,  and  hunt 
him  down,  however  formidable  and  overgrown 
he  might  appear;  on  the  contrary,  we  should 
shelter  distressed  innocence,  and  defend  virtue, 
however  beset  with  contempt  or  ridicule,  envy  or 
defamation.  In  short,  we  should  not  any  longer 
regard  our  fellow-subjects  as  Whigs  or  Tories, 
but  should  make  the  man  of  merit  our  friend,  and 
the  villain  our  enemy. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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r  Mutuhisve  fuat,  nuUo  discrimine  habebo. 

Vibo.  JEw.  z.  ver.  108. 

llians,  Trojans,  are  the  same  to  me.      Drtden. 

y  yesterday's  paper  I  proposed,  that  the 
men  of  all  parties  should  enter  into  a  kind 
iation  for  the  defence  of  one  another,  and 
fusion  of  their  common  enemies.  As  it 
ned  this  neutral  body  should  act  with  a 
;o  nothing  but  truth  and  equity,  and  divest 
Ives  of  the  little  heats  and  prepossessions 
ave  to  parties  of  all  kinds,  I  have  prepared 
m  the  following  form  of  an  association, 
may  express  their  intentions  in  the  most 
id  simple  manner. 

whose  names  are  hereunto  subscribed,  do 
ly  declare,  that  we  do  in  our  consciences 
two  and  two  make  four;  and  that  we  shall 
j  any  man  whatsoever  to  be  our  enemy 
deavours  to  persuade  us  to  the  contrary. 
3  likewise  ready  to  maintain,  with  the 
of  all  that  is  near  and  dear  to  us,  that  six 
than  seven  in  all  times  and  in  all  places; 
t  ten  will  not  be  more  three  years  hence 
is  at  present  We  do  also  firmly  declare, 
is  our  resolution  as  long  as  we  live  to  call 
lack,  and  white  white.  And  we  shall  upon 
sions  oppose  such  persons  that  upon  any 
the  year,  shall  call  black  white,  or  white 
arith  the  utmost  peril  of  our  lives  and  for- 

e  there  such  a  combination  of  honest  men, 
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who,  without  any  regard  to  places,  would  en- 
deavour to  extinguish  all  such  furious  zealots  as 
would  sacrifice  one  half  of  their  country  to  the 
passion  and  interest  of  the  other;  as  also  such  in- 
famous hypocrites,  that  are  for  promoting  their 
own  advantage,  under  colour  of  the  public  good; 
with  all  the  profligate  immoral  retainers  to  each 
side,  that  have  nothing  to  recommend  them  but 
an  implicit  submission  to  their  leaders;  we  should 
soon  see  that  furious  party-spirit  extinguished, 
which  may  in  time  expose  us  to  the  derision  and 
contempt  of  all  the  nations  about  us. 

A  member  of  this  society,  that  would  thus 
carefully  employ  himself  in  making  room  for 
merit,  by  throwing  down  the  worthless  and  de- 
praved part  of  mankind  from  those  conspicuous 
stations  of  life  to  which  they  have  been  some- 
times advanced,  and  all  this  without  any  regard 
to  his  private  interest,  would  be  no  small  bene- 
factor to  his  country. 

I  remember  to  have  read  in  Diodorus  Si  cuius 
an  account  of  a  very  active  little  animal,  which 
1  think  he  calls  the  ichneumon,  that  makes  it 
the  whole  business  of  his  life  to  break  the  eggs 
of  the  crocodile,  which  he  is  always  in  search  af- 
ter. This  instinct  is  the  more  remarkable,  be- 
cause the  ichneumon  never  feeds  upon  the  eggs 
he  has  broken,  nor  any  other  way  finds  his  ac- 
count in  them.  Were  it  not  for  the  incessant 
labours  of  this  industrious  animal,  Egypt  (says 
the  historian)  would  be  over-run  with  crocodiles} 
for  the  Egyptians  are  so  far  from  destroying 
those  pernicious  creatures,  that  they  worship 
them  as  gods. 

If  we  look  into  the  behaviour  of  ordinary  par- 
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tizans,  we  shall  find  them  far  from  resembling 
this  disinterested  animal,  and  rather  acting  after 
the  example  of  the  wild  Tartars,  who  are  ambi- 
tious of  destroying  a  man  of  the  most  extraordi- 
nary parts  and  accomplishments,  as  thinking  that 
upon  nis  decease  the  same  talents,  whatever  posts 
they  qualified  him  for,  enter  of  course  into  his 
destroyer. 

As  in  the  whole  train  of  my  speculations  1  have 
endeavoured,  as  much  as  I  am  able,  to  extinguish 
that  pernicious  spirit  of  passion  and  prejudice 
which  rages  with  the  same  violence  in  all  parties, 
I  am  still  the  more  desirous  of  doing  some  good 
in  this  particular,  because  I  observe  that  the 
spirit  of  party  reigns  more  in  the  country  than 
in  the  town.  It  here  contracts  a  kind  of  brutali- 
ty and  rustic  fierceness,  to  which  men  of  a  politer 
conversation  are  wholly  strangers.  It  extends 
itself  even  to  the  return  of  the  bow  and  the  hat; 
and  at  the  same  time  that  the  heads  of  parties  pre- 
serve towards  one  another  an  outward  show  of 
good  breeding,  and  keep  up  a  perpetual  inter- 
course of  civilities,  their  tools  that  are  dispersed 
in  these  outlying  parts  will  not  so  much  as  min- 
gle together  at  a  cock-match.  This  humour  fills 
the  country  with  several  periodical  meetings  of 
Whig  jockies  and  Tory  fox-hunters;  not  to  men- 
tion the  innumerable  curses,  frowns,  and  whis- 
pers it  produces  at  a  quarter-sessions. 

I  do  not  know  whether  1  have  observed  in  any 
of  my  former  papers,  that  my  friends  Sir  Roger 
de  Coverley  and  Sir  Andrew  Freeport  are  of  dif- 
ferent principles;  the  first  of  them  inclined  to  the 
landed,  and  the  other  to  the  monied  interest. 
This  humour  is  so  moderate  in  each  of  them,  that 

Vol.  III.— 7 
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it  proceeds  no  farther  than  to  an  agreeable  raille- 
ry, which  very  often  diverts  the  rest  of  the  Club. 
I  find  however  that  the  knight  is  a  much  strong- 
er Tory  in  the  country  than  in  town ;  which,  as 
he  has  told  me  in  my  ear,  is  absolutely  necessary 
for  the  keeping  up  his  interest.  In  all  our  jour- 
ney from  London  to  his  house  we  did  not  so 
much  as  bait  at  a  Whig  inn;  or  if  by  chance  the 
coachman  stopped  at  a  wrong  place,  one  of  Sir 
Roger's  servants  would  ride  up  to  his  master  full 
speed,  and  whisper  to  him  that  the  master  of  the 
house  was  against  such  an  one  in  the  last  election. 
This  often  betrayed  us  into  hard  beds  and  bad 
cheer;  for  we  were  not  so  inquisitive  about  the 
inn  as  the  innkeeper;  and  provided  our  landlord's 
principles  were  sound,  did  not  take  any  notice 
of  the  staleness  of  his  provisions.  This  I  found 
still  the  more  inconvenient,  because  the  better 
the  host  was,  the  worse  generally  were  his  ac- 
commodations: the  fellow  knowing  very  well 
that  those  who  were  his  friends  would  take  up 
with  coarse  diet  and  a  hard  lodging.  For  these 
reasons,  all  the  while  I  was  upon  the  road  1  dread- 
ed entering  into  a  house  of  any  one  that  Sir  Roger 
had  applauded  for  an  honest  man. 

Since  my  stay  at  Sir  Roger's  in  the  country,  1 
daily  find  more  instances  of  this  narrow  party 
humour.  Being  upon  the  bowling-green  at  a 
neighbouring  market  town  the  other  day  (for 
that  is  the  place  where  the  gentlemen  of  one  Side 
meet  once  a  week,)  1  observed  a  stranger  among 
them  of  a  better  presence  and  genteeler  beha- 
viour than  ordinary;  but  was  much  surprised, 
that  notwithstanding  he  was  a  very  fair  tetter, 
nobody  would  take  him  up.     But  upon  inquiry 
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1  found  that  he  was  one  who  had  given  a  disa- 
greeable vote  in  a  former  parliament;  for  which 
reason  there  was  not  a  man  upon  that  bowling- 
green  who  would  have  so  much  correspondence 
with  him  as  to  win  his  money  of  him. 

Among  other  instances  of  this  nature,  1  must 
not  omit  one  which  concerns  myself.  Will  Wim- 
ble was  the  other  day  relating  several  strange 
stories  that  he  had  picked  up,  nobody  knows 
where,  of  a  certain  great  man;  and  upon  my  star- 
ing at  him  as  one  that  was  surprised  to  hear  such 
things  in  the  country,  which  had  never  been  so 
much  as  whispered  in  the  town,  Will  stopped 
short  in  the  tnread  of  his  discourse,  and  after 
dinner  asked  my  friend  Sir  Roger  in  his  ear,  if 
he  was  sure  that  I  was  not  a  fanatic. 

It  gives  me  a  serious  concern  to  see  such  a 
spirit  of  dissension  in  the  country;  not  only  as  it 
destroys  virtue  and  common  sense,  and  renders 
us  in  a  manner  barbarians  towards  one  another, 
but  as  it  perpetuates  our  animosities,  widens  our 
breaches,  and  transmits  our  present  passions  and 
prejudices  to  our  posterity.  For  my  own  part,  1 
am  sometimes  afraid  that  I  discover  the  seeds  of 
a  civil  war  in  these  our  divisions,  and  therefore, 
can  not  but  bewail,  as  in  their  first  principles,  the 
miseries  and  calamities  of  our  children. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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-Quantum  est  in  rebus  inane/  Pers.  Sat.  i.  v.  1. 


How  much  of  emptiness  we  find  in  thing3. 

It  is  our  custom  at  Sir  Roger's  upon  the  com- 
ing in  of  the  post,  to  sit  about  a  pot  of  coffee,  and 
hear  the  old  Knight  read  Dyers  Letter:  which 
he  does  with  his  spectacles  upon  his  nose,  and  in 
an  audible  voice,  smiling  very  often  at  those  lit- 
tle strokes  of  satire  which  are  so  frequent  in  the 
writings  of  that  author.  1  afterwards  communi- 
cate to  the  Knight  such  packets  as  1  receive  un- 
der the  quality  of  Spectator.  The  following  let- 
ter chancing  to  please  him  more  than  ordinary,  1 
shall  publish  it  at  his  request. 

<MR.  SPECTATOR, 

6  You  have  diverted  the  town  almost  a  whole 
month  at  the  expense  of  the  country;  it  is  now 
high  time  that  you  should  give  the  country  their 
revenge.  Since  your  withdrawing  from  this 
'  place,  the  fair  sex  are  run  into  great  extravagan- 
cies. Their  petticoats,  which  began  to  heave  and 
swell  before  you  left  us,  are  now  blown  up  into  a 
most  enormous  concave,  and  rise  every  day  more 
and  more;  in  short,  sir,  since  our  women  know 
themselves  to  be  out  of  the  eye  of  the  Spectator, 
they  will  be  kept  within  no  compass.  You  prais- 
ed them  a  little  too  soon  for  the  modesty  oftheir 
head-dresses;  for  as  the  humour  of  a  sick  person 
is  often  driven  out  of  one  limb  into  another,  their 
superfluity  of  ornaments,  instead  of  being  entire- 
ly banished,  seems  only  fallen  from  their  heads 
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>on  their  lower  parts.  What  they  have  lost  in 
ight  they  make  up  in  breadth,  and,  contrary  to 
I  rules  of  architecture,  widen  the  foundations  at 
e  same  time  that  they  shorten  the  superstruc- 
re.  Were  they,  like  Spanish  jennets,  to  im- 
egnate  by  the  wind,  they  could  not  have 
ought  on  a  more  proper  invention.  But  as  we 
>  not  yet  hear  any  particular  use  in  this  petti  • 
at,  or  that  it  contains  any  thing  more  than  what 
as  supposed  to  be  in  those  of  scantier  make,  we 
e  wonderfully  at  a  loss  about  it. 
*  The  women  give  out,  in  defence  of  these  wide 
ittoms,  that  they  are  airy,  and  very  proper  for 
e  season:  but  this  I  look  upon  to  be  only  a  pre- 
nce,  and  a  piece  of  art;  for  it  is  well  known  we 
ive  not  had  a  more  moderate  summer  these 
any  years,  so  that  it  is  certain  the  heat  they 
mplain  of  can  not  be  in  the  weather:  besides, 
would  fain  ask  these  tender  constitutioned  la- 
5S,  why  they  should  require  more  cooling  than 
ir  mothers  before  them?  N 

i  find  several  speculative  persons  are  of  opin- 
that  our  sex  has  of  late  years  been  very  saucy, 
mat  the  hoop-petticoat  is  made  use  of  to  keep 
a  distance.     It  is  most  certain  that  a  wo- 
honour  can  not  be  better  intrenched  than 
lis  manner  in  circle  within  circle,  amidst 
variety  of  outworks  and  lines  of  circum- 
m.     A  female  who  is  thus  invested  in 
>ne  is  sufficiently  secured  against  the  ap- 
5S  of  an  ill-bred  fellow,  who  might  as  well 
'  Sir  George  Etheridge's  way  of  making 
tub,*  as  in  the  midst  of  so  many  hoops. 

comedy  so  called,  act  iv.  scene  6,  Dufoy,  a 
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'  Among  these  various  conjectures,  there  are 
men  of  superstitious  tempers,  who  look  upon  the 
hoop-petticoat  as  a  kind  of  prodigy.  Some  will 
have  it  that  it  portends  the  downfal  of  the  French 
kins;,  and  observe  that  the  farthingale  appeared 
in  fin  gland  a  little  before  the  ruin  of  the  Spanish 
monarchy.  Others  are  of  opinion  that  it  foretels 
battle  and  bloodshed,  and  believe  it  of  the  same 
prognostication  as  the  tail  of  a  blazing  star.  For 
my  part,  I  am  apt  to  think  it  is  a  sign  that  multi- 
tudes are  coming  into  the  world  rather  than  go- 
ing out  of  it. 

*  The  first  time  1  saw  a  lady  dressed  in  one  of 
these  petticoats,  1  could  not  forbear  blaming  her 
in  my  own  thoughts  for  walking  abroad  when  she 
was  so  near  her  time;  but  soon  recovered  my- 
self out  of  my  error,  when  I  found  all  the  modish 
part  of  the  sex  as  Jar  gone  as  herself.  It  is  gene- 
rally thought  some  crafty  women  have  thus  be- 
trayed their  companions  into  hoops,  that  they 
might  make  them  accessary  to  their  own  conceal- 
ments, and  by  that  means  escape  the  censure  of 
the  world;  as  wary  generals  have  sometimes 
dressed  two  or  three  dozen  of  their  friends  in 
their  own  habit,  that  they  might  not  draw  upon 
themselves  any  particular  attacks  from  the  ene- 
my. The  strutting  petticoat  smooths  all  distinc- 
tions, levels  the  mother  with  the  daughter,  and 
sets  maids  and  matrons,  wives  and  widows,  upon 
the  same  bottom.  In  the  mean  while,  I  can  not 
but  be  troubled  to  see  so  many  well  shaped  inno- 

Frenchman,  carries  a  tub  about  the  stage  on  his  shoulders, 
his  head  coming"  through  a  hole  at  the  upper  end. 
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cent  virgins  bloated  up,  and  waddling  up  and 
down, "like  big-bellied  women.* 

<  Should  this  fashion  get  among  the  ordinary 
people,  our  public  ways  would  be  so  crowded, 
that  we  should  want  street-room.  Several  con- 
gregations of  the  best  fashion  find  themselves  al- 
ready very  much  straitened ;  and  if  the  mode  in- 
crease, I  wish  it  may  not  drive  many  ordinary 
women  into  meetings  and  conventicles.  Should 
Dur  sex  at  the  same  time  take  it  into  their  heads 
to  wear  trunk  breeches  (as  who  knows  what  their 
indignation  at  this  female  treatment  may  drive 
them  to,)  a  man  and  his  wife  would  fill  a  whole 
pew. 

'  You  know,  Sir,  it  is  recorded  of  Alexander 
the  Great,  that,  in  his  Indian  expedition,  he  bu- 
ried several  suits  of  armour,  which  by  his  direc- 
tions were  made  much  too  big  for  any  of  his  sol- 
liers,  in  order  to  give  posterity  an  extraordinary 
ilea  of  him,  and  make  them  believe  he  had  com- 
landed  an  army  of  giants.  I  am  persuaded,  that 
'.  one  of  the  present  petticoats  nappens  to  be 
tg  up  in  any  repository  of  curiosities,  it  will 
I  into  the  same  error  trie  generations  that  lie 
le  removes  from  us;  unless  we  can  believe  our 
terity  will  think  so  disrespectfully  of  their 
it  grandmothers,  that  they  made  themselves 
trous  to  appear  amiable. 
rhen  I  survey  this  new  fashioned  rotunda 
its  parts,  1  can  not  but  think  of  the  old  phi- 
jher,  who  after  having  entered  into  an  Egyp- 

absurcl  and  indelicate  custom,  in  effect  somewhat 
prevailed  for  a  time  about  the  year  1793,  and  wag 
lied  the  Pad. 
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tian  temple,  and  looked  about  for  the  idol  of  the 
place,  at  length  discovered  a  little  black  monkey 
enshrined  in  the  midst  of  it;  upon  which  he  could 
not  forbear  crying  out  (to  the  great  scandal  of 
the  worshippers,)  what  a  magnificent  palace  is 
here  for  such  a  ridiculous  inhabitant! 

<  Though  you  have  taken  a  resolution,  in  one 
o  your  papers,  to  avoid  descending  to  particu- 
larities of  dress,  I  believe  you  will  not  think  it 
below  you,  on  so  extraordinary  an  occasion,  to 
unhoopthe  fair  sex,  and  cure  this  fashionable 
tympany  that  is  got  among  them.  1  am  apt  to 
think  the  petticoat  will  shrink  of  its  own  accord 
at  your  first  coming  to  town,  at  least  a  touch  of 
your  pen  will  make  it  contract  itself  like  the  sen- 
sitive plant,  and  by  that  means  oblige  several 
who  are  either  terrified  or  astonished  at  this  por- 
tentous novelty;  and  among  the  rest, 

6  Your  humble  servant,  &c. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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— Concordia  discors.  Lucax.  1.  i.  v.  98. 


Harmonious  discord. 


Women  in  their  nature  are  much  more  gay 
and  joyous  than  men ;  whether  it  be  that  their 
blood  is  more  refined,  their  fibres  more  delicate, 
and  their  animal  spirits  more  light  and  volatile; 
or  whether,  as  some  have  imagined,  there  may 
not  be  a  kind  of  sex  in  the  very  soul,  1  shall  not 
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pretend  to  determine.  As  vivacity  is  the  gift  of 
women,  gravity  is  that  of  men.  They  should 
each  of  them  therefore  keep  a  watch  upon  the 
particular  bias  which  nature  has  fixed  in  their 
minds,  that  it  may  not  draw  too  much,  and  lead 
them  out  of  the  paths  of  reason.  This  will  cer- 
tainly happen,  if  the  one  in  every  word  and  ac- 
tion affects  the  character  of  being  rigid  and  severe, 
and  the  other  of  being  brisk  and  airy.  Men 
should  beware  of  being  captivated  by  a  kind  of 
savage  philosophy,  women  by  a  thoughtless  gal- 
lantry. Where  these  precautions  are  not  observ- 
ed, the  man  often  degenerates  into  a  cynic,  the 
woman  into  a  coquette;  the  man  grows  sullen  and 
morose,  the  woman  impertinent  and  fantastical. 

By  what  I  have  said,  we  may  •  conclude  men 
and  women  were  made  as  counterparts  to  one 
another,  that  the  pains  and  anxieties  of  the  hus- 
band might  be  relieved  by  the  sprightliness  and 
good  humour  of  the  wife.  When  these  are  right- 
ly tempered,  care  and  cheerfulness  go  hand  in 
hand;  and  the  family,  like  a  ship  that  is  duly 
trimmed,  wants  neither  sail  nor  ballast 

Natural  historians  observe  (for  whilst  I  am  in 
thecountry  I  must  fetch  my  allusions  from  thence,) 
that  only  the  male  birds  have  voices;  that  their 
songs  begin  a  little  before  breeding  time,  and  end 
a  little  after;  that  whilst  the  hen  is  covering  her 
eggs^  the  male  generally  takes  his  stand  upon  a 
neighbouring  bough  within  her  hearing;  and  by 
that  means  amuses  and  diverts  her  with  his  songs 
during  the  whole  time  of  her  sitting. 

This  contract  among  birds  lasts  no  longer  than 
till  a  brood  of  young  ones  arises  from  it;  so  that  in 
the  feathered  kind  the  cares  and  fatigues  of  \lve 
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married  state,  if  1  may  so  call  it,  lie  principally 
upon  the  female.  On  the  contrary,  as  in  our  spe- 
cies the  man  and  the  woman  are  joined  together 
for  life,  and  the  main  burden  rests  upon  the  for- 
mer, nature  has  given  all  the  little  arts  of  sooth- 
ing and  blandishment  to  the  female,  that  she  may 
cheer  and  animate  her  companion  in  a  constant 
and  assiduous  application  to  the  making  a  provi- 
sion for  his  family,  and  the  educating  of  their 
common  children.  This,  however,  is  not  to  be 
taken  so  strictly  as  if  the  same  duties  were  not 
often  reciprocal  and  incumbent  on  both  parties; 
but  only  to  set  forth  what  seems  to  have  been  the 
general  intentions  of  nature,  in  the  different  in- 
clinations and  endowments  which  are  bestowed 
on  the  different  sexes. 

But  whatever  was  the  reason  that  man  and  wo- 
man were  made  with  this  variety  of  temper,  if  we 
observe  the  conduct  of  the  fair  sex,  we  find  that 
they  choose  rather  to  associate  themselves  with 
a  person  who  resembles  them  in  that  light  and 
volatile  humour  which  is  natural  to  them,  than 
to  such  as  are  qualified  to  moderate  and  counter- 
balance it.  It  has  been  an  old  complaint,  that  the 
coxcomb  carries  it  with  them  before  the  man  of 
sense.  When  we  see  a  fellow  loud  and  talkative, 
full  of  insipid  life  and  laughter,  we  may  venture 
to  pronounce  him  a  female  favourite:  noise  and 
flutter  are  such  accomplishments  as  they  can  not 
withstand.  To  be  short,  the  passion  of  an  or- 
dinary woman  for  a  man  is  nothing  else  but  self- 
love  diverted  upon  another  object:  she  would 
have  the  lover  a  woman  in  every  thing  but  the 
sex.     I  do  not  know  a  finer  piece  of  satire  on 
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this  part  of  womankind  than  those  lines  of  Mr. 
Dry  den: 

c  Our  thoughtless  sex  is  caught  by  outward  form 
And  empty  noise,  and  loves  itself  in  man.' 

This  is  a  source  of  infinite  calamities  to  the  sex, 
as  it  frequently  joins  them  to  men  who,  in  their 
own  thoughts,  are  as  fine  creatures  as  themselves; 
or,  if  they  chance  to  be  good-humoured,  serve 
only  to  dissipate  their  fortunes,  inflame  their  fol- 
lies, and  aggravate  their  indiscretions. 

The  same  female  levity  is  no  less  fatal  to  them 
after  marriage  than  before:  it  represents  to  their 
imaginations  the  faithful  prudent  husband  as  an 
honest,  tractable,  and  domestic  animal;  and  turns 
their  thoughts  upon  the  fine  gay  gentleman  that 
laughs,  sings,  and  dresses  so  much  more  agree- 
ably. 

As  this  irregular  vivacity  of  temper  leads 
astray  the  hearts  of  ordinary  women  in  the  choice 
of  their  lovers  and  the  treatment  of  their  hus- 
bands, it  operates  with  the  same  pernicious  influ- 
ence towards  their  children,  who  are  taught  to 
accomplish  themselves  in  all  those  sublime  per- 
fections that  appear  captivating  in  the  eye  of 
their  mother.  She  admires  in  her  son  what  she 
loved  in  her  gallant;  and  by  that  means  contri- 
butes all  she  can  to  perpetuate  herself  in  a  worth- 
less progeny. 

The  younger  Faustina  was  a  lively  instance  of 
this  sort  of  women.  Notwithstanding  she  was 
married  to  Marcus  Aurelius,  one  of  the  greatest, 
wisest,  and  best  of  the  Roman  emperors,  she 
thought  a  common  gladiator  much  the  pxeV&eT 
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gentleman;  and  had  taken  such  care  to  accom- 
plish her  son  Commodus  according  to  her  own 
notions  of  a  fine  man,  that,  when  he  ascended  the 
throne  of  his  father,  he  became  the  most  foolish 
and  abandoned  tyrant  that  was  ever  placed  at  the 
head  of  the  Roman  empire,  signalizing  himself 
in  nothing  but  the  fighting  of  prizes,  and  knock- 
ing out  men's  brains.  As  he  had  no  taste  of  true 
glory,  we  see  him  in  several  medals  and  statues 
which  are  still  extant  of  him,  equipped  like  an 
Hercules  with  a  club  and  a  lion's  skin. 

1  have  been  led  into  this  speculation  by  the 
characters  I  have  heard  of  a  country  gentleman 
and  his  lady,  who  do  not  live  many  miles  from 
Sir  Roger.  The  wife  is  an  old  coquette,  that  is 
always  hankering  after  the  diversions  of  the  town; 
the  husband  a  morose  rustic,  that  frowns  and 
frets  at  the  name  of  it.  The  wife  is  over-run  with 
affectation,  the  husband  sunk  into  brutality:  the 
lady  can  not  bear  the  noise  of  the  larks  and  night- 
ingales, hates  your  tedious  summer  days,  and  is 
sick  at  the  sight  of  shady  woods  and  purling 
streams:  the  husband  wonders  how  any  one  can 
be  pleased  with  the  fooleries  of  plays  and  operas, 
and  rails  from  morning  to  night  at  essenced  fops 
and  tawdry  courtiers.  Their  children  are  edu- 
cated in  these  different  notions  of  their  parents. 
The  sons  follow  the  father  about  his  grounds, 
while  the  daughters  read  volumes  of  love  letters 
and  romances  to  trieir  mother.  By  this  means 
it  comes  to  pass,  that  the  girls  look  upon  their 
father  as  a  clown,  and  the  boys  think  their  mo- 
ther no  better  than  she  should  be. 

How  different  are  the  lives  of  Aristus  and  As- 
tasia? The  innocent  vivacity  of  the  one  is  tem- 
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pered  and  composed  by  the  cheerful  gravity  of 
the  other.  The  wife  grows  wise  by  the  discourses 
of  the  husband,  and  the  husband  good-humour- 
ed by  the  conversation  of  the  wife.  Aristus 
would  not  be  so  amiable  were  it  not  for  his  As- 
pasia,  nor  Aspasia  so  much  esteemed  were  it  not 
for  her  Aristus.  Their  virtues  are  blended  in 
their  children,  and  diffuse  through  the  whole 
family  a  perpetual  spirit  of  benevolence,  com- 
placency, and  satisfaction. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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Vertentem  sesefrustra  sectabere  canthum, 
Cum  rota  posterior  curras  et  in  axe  secundo. 

Pers.  Sat.  v.  ver.  71. 

Thou,  like  the  hindmost  chariot  wheels,  art  curst 
Still  to  be  near,  but  ne'er  to  be  the  first.        Dridxx. 

Great  masters  in  painting  never  care  for  draw- 
ing people  in  the  fashion;  as  very  well  knowing 
that  the  head-dress  or  periwig  that  now  prevails, 
and  gives  a  grace  to  their  portraitures  at  present, 
will  make  a  very  odd  figure,  and  perhaps  look 
monstrous  in  the  eyes  of  posterity.  For  tnis  rea- 
son they  often  represent  an  illustrious  person  in 
a  Roman  habit,  or  in  some  other  dress  that  never 
varies.  1  could  wish,  for  the  sake  of  my  coun- 
try friends,  that  there  was  such  a  kind  of  ever- 
lasting drapery  to  be  made  use  of  by  all  who  live 
at  a  certain  distance  from  the  town,  and  that  they 
would  agree  upon  such  fashions  as  should  never 
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be  liable  to  chances  and  innovations.  For  want 
of  this  standing  dress,  a  man  who  takes  a  journey 
into  the  country  is  as  much  surprised  as  one  who 
walks  in  a  gallery  of  old  family  pictures;  and 
finds  as  great  a  variety  of  garbs  and  habits  in  the 
persons  he  converses  with.  Did  they  keep  to  one 
constant  dress,  they  would  sometimes  be  in  the 
fashion,  which  they  never  are  as  matters  are  man- 
aged at  present.  If,  instead  of  running  after  the 
mode,  tney  would  continue  fixed  in  one  certain 
habit,  the  mode  would  some  time  or  other  over- 
take them,  as  a  clock  that  stands  still  is  sure  to 
point  right  once  in  twelve  hours.  In  this  case, 
therefore,  I  would  advise  them,  as  a  gentleman 
did  his  friend  who  was  hunting  about  the  whole 
town  after  a  rambling  fellow,  *  If  you  follow  him 
you  will  never  find  nim,  but  if  you  plant  your- 
self at  the  corner  of  any  one  street,  I'll  engage  it 
will  not  be  long  before  you  see  him.' 

I  have  already  touched  upon  this  subject  in  a 
speculation,  (No.  119)  which  shows  how  cruelly 
trie  country  are  led  astray  in  following  the  town, 
and  equipped  in  a  ridiculous  habit,  when  they 
fancy  themselves  irt  the  height  of  the  mode. 
Since  that  speculation,  I  have  received  a  letter 
( which  I  there  hinted  at)  from  a  gentleman  wi*o 
is  now  in  the  western  circuit. 

*MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  Being  a  lawyer  of  the  Middle  Temple,  a 
Cornish-man  by  birth,  I  generally  ride  the  west- 
ern circuit  for  my  health;  and  as  I  am  not  inter- 
rupted with  clients,  have  leisure  to  make  many 
observations  that  escape  the  notice  of  my  fellow 
travellers. 
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4  One  of  the  most  fashionable  women  I  met 
with  in  all  the  circuit,  was  ray  landlady  at  Staines, 
where  1  chanced  to  be  on  a  holiday.  Her  com- 
mode was  not  half  a  foot  high,  and  her  petticoat 
within  some  yards  of  a  modish  circumference. 
In  the  same  place  I  observed  a  young  fellow  with 
a  tolerable  periwig,  had  it  not  teen  covered  with 
a  hat  that  was  shaped  in  the  Ramilie  cock.  As 
1  proceeded  on  my  journey  1  observed  the  petti- 
coat grew  scantier  and  scantier,  and  about  three- 
score miles  from  London  was  so  very  unfashion- 
able, that  a  woman  might  walk  in  it  without  any 
manner  of  inconvenience. 

6  Not  far  from  Salisbury  I  took  notice  of  a  jus- 
tice of  peace's  lady,  who  was  at  least  ten  years 
behind-hand  in  her  dress,  but  at  the  same  time  as 
fine  as  hands  could  make  her.  She  was  flounced 
and  furbelowed  from  head  to  foot;  every  riband 
was  wrinkled,  and  every  part  of  her  garments  in 
nirl;  so  that  she  looked  like  one  of  those  animals 
vhich  in  the  country  we  call  a  Friezland  hen. 
4  Not  many  miles  beyond  this  place,  I  was  in- 
>med  that  one  of  the  last  year's  little  muffs  had 
some  means  or  other  straggled  into  those  parts, 
~  that  all  the  women  of  fashion  were  cutting 
old  muffs  in  two,  or  retrenching  them,  ac- 
ig  to  the  little  model  which  was  got  among 
I  can  not  believe  the  report  they  have 
i,  that  it  was  sent  down  franked  by  a  parlia- 
L-man  in  a  little  packet;  but  probably,  by 
winter,  this  fashion  will  be  at  the  height  in 
>untry,  when  is  is  quite  out  at  London, 
fhe  greatest  beau  at  our  next  country  ses- 
as  dressed  in  a  most  monstrous  flaxen  peri- 
it  was  made  in  King  William's  reign.  The 
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Semperque  recentes 


Convedare  juvat pr&das,  et  vivere  rapto.  Vieg.  JEn.  vii.  748. 

Hunting  their  sport,  and  plundering  was  their  trade. 

Drtdsit. 

As  I  was  yesterday  riding  out  in  the  fields  with 
my  friend  Sir  Roger,  we  saw  at  a  little  distance 
from  us  a  troop  of  gipsies.  Upon  the  first  dis- 
covery of  them,  my  friend  was  in  some  doubt 
whether  he  should  not  exert  the  Justice  of  the 
Peace  upon  such  a  band  of  lawless  vagrants,  but 
not  having  his  clerk  with  him,  who  is  a  necessary 
counsellor  on  these  occasions,  and  fearing  that 
his  poultry  might  fare  the  worse  for  it,  he  let  the 
thought  drop:  but  at  the  same  time  gave  me  a  par- 
ticular account  of  the  mischiefs  they  do  in  the 
country,  in  stealing  people's  goods  and  spoiling 
their  servants.  If  a  stray  piece  of  linen  hangs 
upon  a  hedge,  says  Sir  Koger,  they  are  sure  to 
have  it;  if  a  nog  loses  his  way  in  the  fields,  it  is 
ten  to  one  that  he  becomes  their  prey;  our  geese 
can  not  live  in  peace  for  them;  if  a  man  prosecutes 
them  with  severity,  his  hen-roost  is  sure  to  pay 
for  it:  they  generally  straggle  into  these  parts 
about  this  time  of  the  year;  and  set  the  heads  of 
our  servant  maids  so  agog  for  husbands,  that  we 
do  not  expect  to  have  any  business  done  as  it 
should  be  whilst  they  are  in  the  country.  I  have 
an  honest  dairy-maid  who  crosses  their  hands 
with  a  piece  of  silver  every  summer,  and  never 
fails  being  promised  the  handsomest  young  fellow 
in  the  parish  for  her  pains.    Your  friend  the  but- 
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ler  has  been  fool  enough  to  be  seduced  by  them: 
and  though  he  is  sure  to  lose  a  knife,  a  fork,  or  a 
spoon,  every  time  his  fortune  is  told  him,  gene- 
rally shuts  himself  up  in  the  pantry  with  an  old 
gipsy  for  above  half  an  hour  once  in  a  twelve- 
month. Sweethearts  are  the  things  they  live 
upon,  which  they  bestow  very  plentifully  upon 
all  those  that  apply  themselves  to  them.  You 
see  now  and  then  some  handsome  young  jades 
among  them:  the  sluts  have  very  often  white 
teeth  and  black  eyes. 

Sir  Roger  observing  that  1  listened  with  great 
attention  to  his  account  of  a  people  who  were  so 
entirely  new  to  me,  told  me,  that  if  1  would  they 
should  tell  us  our  fortunes.  As  I  was  very  well 
pleased  with  the  knight's  proposal,  we  rode  up 
and  communicated  our  hands  to  them.  A  Cas- 
sandra of  the  crew,  after  having  examined  my 
lines  very  diligently,  told  me  that  1  loved  a  pret- 
ty maid  in  a  corner,  that  I  was  a  good  woman's 
man,  with  some  other  particulars  which  I  do  not 
think  proper  to  relate.  My  friend  Sir  Roger 
alighted  from  his  horse,  and  exposing  his  palm  to 
two  or  three  that  stood  by  him,  they  crumpled 
it  into  all  shapes,  and  diligently  scanned  every 
wrinkle  that  could  be  made  in  it;  when  one  of 
them,  who  was  older  and  more  suh  burnt  than 
the  rest,  told  him,  that  he  had  a  widow  in  his  line 
of  life:  upon  which  the  knight  cried,  Go,  go, 
you  are  an  idle  baggage;  and  at  the  same  time  * 
smiled  upon  me.  The  gipsy  finding  he  was  not 
displeased  in  his  heart,  told  him,  after  a  farther 
inquiry  into  his  hand,  that  his  true-love  was  con- 
stant, and  that  she  should  dream  of  him  to-night. 
My  old  friend  cried,  pish,  and  bid  her  ^o  oxv. 


I 
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The  gipsy  told  him  that  he  was  a  bachelor,  but 
would  not  be  so  long;  and  that  he  was  dearer  to 
somebody  than  he  thought.  The  knight  still  re- 
peated, she  was  an  idle  baggage,  and  Did  her  go 
on.  Ah,  master,  says  the  gipsy,  that  roguish 
leer  of  your's  makes  a  pretty  woman's  heart  ache; 
you  han't  that  simper  about  the  mouth  for  no- 
thing. The  uncouth  gibberish  with  which  all 
this  was  uttered,  like  the  darkness  of  an  oracle, 
made  us  the  more  attentive  to  it.  To  be  short, 
the  knight  left  the  money  with  her  that  he  had 
crossed  ner  hand  with,  and  got  up  again  on  his 
horse. 

As  we  were  riding  away,  Sir  Roger  told  me, 
the  he  knew  several  sensible  people  who  believ- 
ed these  gipsies  now  and  then  foretold  very 
strange  things:  and  for  half  an  hour  together  ap- 
peared more  jocund  than  ordinary.  In  the  heignt 
of  his  good-humour,  meeting  a  common  beggar 
upon  the  road,  who  was  no  conjurer,  as  he  went 
to  relieve  him,  he  found  his  pocket  was  picked, 
that  being  a  kind  of  palmistry  at  which  this  race 
of  vermin  are  very  dexterous. 

1  might  here  entertain  my  reader  with  histori- 
cal remarks  on  this  idle  profligate  people,  who 
infest  all  the  countries  of  Europe,  and  live  in  the 
midst  of  governments  in  a  kind  of  commonwealth 
by  themselves.  But  instead  of  entering  into  ob- 
servations of  this  nature,  I  shall  fill  the  remain- 
ing part  of  my  paper  with  a  story  which  is  still 
fresh  in  Holland,  and  was  printed  in  one  of  our 
monthly  accounts  about  twenty  years  ago.  c  As 
the  trekschuyt,  or  hackney-boat,  which  carries 
passengers  from  Leyden  to  Amsterdam,  was  put- 
ting off,  a  boy  running  along  the  side  of  the  ca- 
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nal  desired  to  be  taken  in;  which  the  master  of  the 
boat  refused,  because  the  lad  had  not  quite  money 
enough  to  pay  the  usual  fair.  An  eminent  mer- 
chant being  pleased  with  the  looks  of  the  boy, 
and  secretly  touched  with  compassion  towards 
him,  paid  the  money  for  him,  and  ordered  him 
to  be  taken  on  board.  Upon  talking  with  him 
afterwards,  he  found  that  he  could  speak  readi- 
ly in  three  or  four  languages;  and  learned,  upon 
farther  examination,  that  he  had  been  stolen  away, 
when  he  was  a  child,  by  a  gipsy,  and  had  rambled 
ever  since  with  a  gangof  tnose  strollers  up  and 
down  several  parts  of  Europe.  It  happened  that 
the  merchant,  whose  heart  seems  to  have  inclin- 
ed towards  the  boy  by  a  secret  kind  of  instinct, 
had  himself  lost  a  child  some  years  before.    The 

Sarents,  after  a  lone  search  for  him,  gave  him  for 
rowned  in  one  of  the  canals  with  which  that 
country  abounds;  and  the  mother  was  so  afflicted 
at  the  loss  of  a  fine  boy,  who  was  her  only  son, 
that  she  died  for  grief  of  it  Upon  laying  toge- 
ther all  particulars,  and  examining  the  several 
moles  ana  marks  by  which  the  mother  used  to 
describe  the  child  when  he  was  first  missing, 
the  boy  proved  to  be  the  son  of  the  merchant 
whose  heart  had  so  unaccountably  melted  at  the 
sight  of  him.  The  lad  was  very  well  pleased  to 
find  a  father  who  was  so  rich,  and  likely  to  leave 
him  a  good  estate;  the  father,  on  the  other  hand, 
was  not  a  little  delighted  to  see  a  son  return  to  * 
him,  whom  he  had  given  for  lost,  with  such 
a  strength  of  constitution,  sharpness  of  under- 
standing, and  skill  in  languages.  Here  the  print- 
ed story  leaves  off;  but,  if  I  may  give  credit  to 
reports,  our  linguist,  having  received  sucYv  exta*- 
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ordinary  rudiments  towards  a  good  education, 
was  afterwards  trained  up  in  every  thine  that  be- 
comes a  gentleman;  ana  wearing  off,  by  little 
and  little,  all  the  vicious  habits  and  practices  that 
he  had  been  used  to  in  the  course  01  his  peregrin 
nations;  nay,  it  is  said,  that  he  has  since  been 
employed  in  foreign  courts  upon  national  busi- 
ness, with  great  reputation  to  himself  and  honour 
to  those  who  sent  him,  and  that  he  has  visited 
several  countries  as  a  public  minister,  in  which 
he  formerly  wandered  as  a  gipsy. 

ADDISON.  C. 


No.  131.     TUESDAY,  JULY  31. 


Ipse  rursum  concedete  sylvan     Vibg.  Eel.  x.  63. 

Once  more,  ye  woods,  adieu. 

It  is  usual  for  a  man  who  loves  country  sports 
to  preserve  the  game  in  his  own  grounds,  and  di- 
vert himself  upon  those  that  belong  to  his  neigh- 
bour. My  friend  Sir  Roger  generally  goes  two 
or  three  miles  from  his  house,  and  gets  into  the 
frontiers  of  his  estate,  before  he  beats  about  in 
search  of  a  hare  or  partridge,  on  purpose  to  spare 
his  own  fields,  where  he  is  always  sure  of  finding 
diversion  when  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst. 
By  this  means  the  breed  about  his  house  has 
time  to  increase  and  multiply;  besides  that  the 
sport  is  the  more  agreeable  where  the  game  is 
trie  harder  to  come  at,  and  where  it  does  not  lie 
so  thick  as  to  produce  any  perplexity  or  confu- 
sion in  the  pursuit.    For  these  reasons  the  coun- 
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try  gentleman,  like  the  fox,  seldom  preys  near 
his  own  home. 

In  the  same  manner  1  have  made  a  month's 
excursion  out  of  the  town,  which  is  the  great 
field  of  game  for  sportsmen  of  my  species,  to  try 
my  fortune  in  the  country,  where  Ihave  started 
several  subjects,  and  hunted  them  down  with 
dome  pleasure  to  myself  and  I  hope  to  others.  I 
am  here  forced  to  use  a  great  deal  of  diligence 
before  I  can  spring  any  thing  to  my  mind;  where* 
as,  in  town,  whilst  1  am  following  one  charac- 
ter, it  is  ten  to  one  but  1  am  crossed  in  my  way 
by  another,  and  put  up  such  a  variety  of  odd 
creatures  in  both  sexes,  that  they  foil  the  scent 
of  one  another,  and  puzzle  the  chase.  My  great* 
est  difficulty  in  the  country  is  to  find  sport,  and 
in  town  to  cnoose  it.  In  the  mean  time,  as  I  have 
given  a  whole  month's  rest  to  the  cities  of  London 
and  Westminster,  1  promise  myself  abundance  of 
new  game  upon  my  return  thither. 

It  is  indeed  high  time  for  me  to  leave  the  coun- 
try, since  1  find  the  whole  neighbourhood  begin 
to  grow  very  inquisitive  after  my  name  and  cha* 
racter;  my  love  of  solitude,  taciturnity,  and  par* 
ticular  way  of  life,  having  raised  a  great  curiosity 
in  all  these  parts. 

The  notions  which  have  been  framed  of  me  are 
various:  some  look  upon  me  as  very  proud,  some 
as  very  modest,  and  some  as  very  melancholy. 
Will  Wimble,  as  my  friend  the  butler  tells  me, 
observing  me  very  much  alone,  and  extremely 
silent  when  1  am  in  company,  is  afraid  I  have 
killed  a  man.  The  country  people  seem  to  sus- 
pect me  for  a  conjurer;  and  some  of  them  hear- 
ing of  the  visit  which  I  made  to  Moll  White, 


120  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  131. 

will  needs  have  it  that  Sir  Roger  has  brought 
down  a  cunning  man  with  him,  to  cure  the  old 
woman,  and  free  the  country  from  her  charms. 
So  that  the  character  which  I  go  under  in  part 
of  the  neighbourhood  is  what  they  here  call  a 
white  witch. 

A  justice  of  peace  who  lives  about  five  miles 
off,  and  who  is  not  of  Sir  Roger's  party,  has  it 
seems  said  twice  or  thrice  at  nis  table,  that  he 
wishes  Sir  Roger  does  not  harbour  a  Jesuit  in  his 
house;  and  that  he  thinks  the  gentlemen  of  the 
country  would  do  very  well  to  make  me  give 
some  account  of  myself. 

On  the  other  side,  some  of  Sir  Roger's  friends 
are  afraid  the  old  knight  is  imposea  upon  by  a 
designing  fellow;  and  as  they  have  heard  that  he 
converses  very  promiscuously  when  he  is  in  town, 
do  not  know  but  he  has  brought  down  with  him 
some  discarded  Whig,  that  is  sullen,  and  says, 
nothing,  because  he  is  out  of  place. 

Such  is  the  variety  of  opinions  which  are  here 
entertained  of  me;  so  that  I  pass  among  some  for 
a  disaffected  person,  and  among  others  for  a  po- 
pish priest;  among  some  for  a  wizard,  and  among 
others  for  a  murderer;  and  all  this  for  no  other 
reason,  that  I  can  imagine,  but  because  I  do  not 
hoot  and  halloo  and  make  a  noise.  It  is  true,  my 
friend  Sir  Roger  tells  them,  that  it  is  my  way, 
and  that  1  am  only  a  philosopher;  but  this  will 
not  satisfy  them.  They  think  there  is  more  in 
me  than  he  discovers,  and  that  I  do  not  hold  my 
tongue  for  nothing. 

For  these  and  other  reasons  1  shall  set  out  for 
London  to-morrow,  having  found  by  experience 
that  the  country  is  not  a  place  for  a  person  of  my 
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temper,  who  does  not  love  jollity*  and  what  they 
call  good  neighbourhood.  A  man  that  is  out  of 
humour  when  an  unexpected  guest  breaks  in  upon 
him,  and  does  not  care  for  sacrificing  an  after- 
noon to  every  chance-comer,  that  will  be  the 
master  of  his  own  time,  and  the  pursuer  of  his 
own  inclinations,  makes  but  a  very  unsociable 
figure  in  this  kind  of  life.  I  shall  therefore  retire 
into  the  town,  if  I  may  make  use  of  that  phrase, 
and  get  into  the  crowd  again  as  fast  as  I  can,  in 
order  to  be  alone.  1  can  there  raise  what  specu- 
lations I  please  upon  others,  without  being  ob- 
served myself,  ana  at  the  same  time  enjoy  aU  the 
advantages  of  company  with  all  the  privileges  of 
solitude.  In  the  meanwhile,  to  finish  the  month, 
and  conclude  tiiese  my  rural  speculations,  1  shall 
here  insert  a  letter  from  my  friend  Will  Honey- 
comb, who  has  not  lived  a  month  for  these  forty 
years  out  of  the  smoke  of  London,  and  rallies  me 
after  his  way  upon  my  country  life* 

<  DEAR  SPEC, 

*  I  suppose  this  letter  will  find  thee  picking  of 
daisies,  or  smelling  to  a  lock  of  hay,  or  passing 
away  thy  time  in  some  innocent  country  diver- 
sion of  the  like  nature.  I  have,  however,  orders 
from  the  club  to  summon  thee  up  to  town,  being 
all  of  us  cursedly  afraid  thou  wilt  not  be  able  to 
relish  our  company,  after  thy  conversations  with 
Moll  White  and  Will  Wimble.  Pr'ythee,  do 
not  send  us  up  any  more  stories  of  a  cock  and  a 
bull,  nor  frighten  the  town  with  spirits  and  witch- 
es. Thy  speculations  begin  to  smell  confound-, 
edly  of  woods  and  meadows.  If  thou  dost  not 
come  up  quickly,  we  shall  conclude  that  t\\ouaac\. 
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in  love  with  one  of  Sir  Roger's  dairy-maids. 
Service  to  the  knight.  Sir  Andrew  is  grown  the 
cock  of  the  club  since  he  left  us;  and  if  he  does 
not  return  quickly,  will  make  every  mother's  son 
of  us  commonwealth's  men. 

'  Dear  Spec,  thine  eternally, 

1  Will  Honeycomb.' 
addison.  c. 


-0-@@Er€>- 
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—Qui,  out  tempos  quidpostulet  non  tiidet,  aut  plura  hqui' 
toy,  aut  se  ostentat,  aut  eorum  quibuseum  est  rationem  non 
et9  is  ineptus  esse  dicitur.  Toll. 

That  man  is  guilty  of  impertinence,  who  considers  not  the 
circumstances  of  time,  or  engrosses  the  conversation,  or 
makes  himself  the  subject  of  his  discourse,  or  pays  no  re- 
gar)  to  the  company  he  is  in. 

Having  notified  to  my  good  friend  Sir  Roger 
thai  1  should  set  out  for  London  the  next  day,  his 
horses  were  ready  at  the  appointed  hour  in  the 
evening?  and,  attended  by  one  of  his  grooms,  1 
arrivea  at  the  county  town  at  twilight,  in  order 
to  be  ready  for  the  stage-coach  the  day  following. 
As  soon  as  we  arrived  at  the  inn,  the  servant 
who  waited  upon  me,  inquired  of  the  chamber- 
lain, in  my  hearing,  what  company  he  had  for 
the  coach?  The  fellow  answered,  Mrs.  Betty 
Arable  the  great  fortune,  and  the  widow  her  mo- 
ther; a  recruiting  officer  (who  took  a  place  be- 
cause they  were  to  go,)  young  'squire  Quickset 
her  cousin,  that  her  mother  wished  her  to  be  mar- 
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ried  to;  Ephraim  the  quaker,  her  guardian;  and  a 
gentleman  that  had  studied  himself  dumb,  from 
Sir  Roger  de  Coverley's.     1  observed,  by  what 
he  said  of  myself,  that,  according  to  his  office  he 
had  dealt  much  in  intelligence:  and  doubted  not 
there  was  some  foundation  for  his  reports  of  the 
rest  of  the  company,  as  well  as  for  the  whimsical 
account  he  gave  of  me.  The  next  morning  at  day 
break  we  were  all  called:  and  I,  who  know  my 
own  natural  shyness,  and  endeavoured  to  be  as 
little  liable  to  be  disputed  with  as  possible,  dress- 
ed immediately,  that  1  might  make  no  one  wait. 
The  first  preparation  for  our  setting  out  was,  that 
the  captain's  half-pike  was  placed  near  the  coach- 
man, and  a  drum  behind  the  coach.    In  the  mean 
time  the  drummer,  the  captain's  equipage,  was 
very  loud,  that  none  of  the  captain's  things  should 
be  placed  so  as  to  be  spoiled:  upon  which  his 
cloak-bag  was  fixed  in  the  seat  of  the  coach;  and 
the  captain  himself,  according  to  a  frequent, 
though  invidious  behaviour  of  military  men,  or- 
dered his  man  to  look  sharp,  that  none  but  one 
of  the  ladies  should  have  the  place  he  had  taken 
fronting  the  coach-box. 

We  were  in  some  little  time  fixed  in  our  seats, 
and  sat  with  that  dislike  which  people  not  too 
good-natured  usually  conceive  of  each  other  at 
first  sight  The  coach  jumbled  us  insensibly  into 
some  sort  of  familiarity;  and  we  had  not  moved 
above  two  miles,  when  the  widow  asked  the  cap- 
tain what  success  he  had  in  his  recruiting?  The 
officer,  with  a  frankness  he  believed  very  grace- 
ful, told  her,  *  that  indeed  he  had  but  very  little 
luck,  and  had  suffered  much  by  desertion;  there- 
fore should  be  glad  to  end  his  warfare  in  the  ser- 
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vice  of  her  or  her  fair  daughter!  In  a  word,  con- 
tinued he,  1  am  a  soldier,  and  to  be  plain  is  my 
character:  you  see  me,  Madam,  young,  sound  and 
impudent:  take  me  yourself,  widow,  or  give  me 
to  ner;  1  will  be  wholly  at  your  disposal.  I  am 
a  soldier  of  fortune,  ha!'  This  was  followed  by  a 
vain  laugh  of  his  own  and  a  deep  silence  of  all  the 
rest  of  the  company.  I  had  nothing  left  for  it  but 
to  fall  fast  asleep,  which  I  did  with  all  speed. 
6  Come,'  said  he, 6  resolve  upon  it,  we  will  make 
a  wedding  at  the  next  town;  we  will  wake  this 
pteasant  companion,  who  is  fallen  asleep,  to  be  the 
bride-man;  and'  (giving  the  quaker  a  clap  on  the 
knee)  he  concluded,  '  1  his  sly  saint,  who  I'll  war- 
rant, understands  what's  what  as  well  as  you  or 
I,  widow,  shall  give  the  bride  as  father/  The 
quake*,  who  happened  to  be  a  man  of  smartness, 
answered,  '  Friend,  1  take  it  in  good  part  that 
thou  hast  given  me  the  authority  of  a  father  over 
this  qbmely  and  virtuous  child;  and  I  must  as- 
sure thee,  that  if  1  have  the  giving  her  I  shall  not 
hestqw  her  on  thee.  Thy  mirtn,  friend,  savoureth 
of  folly:  thou  art  a  person  of  a  light' mind;  thy 
drum  is  a  type  of  thee;  it  soundeth  because  it  is 
empty,  verily,  it  is  tiot  from  thy  fulness,  but 
thy  emptiness,  that  thou  hast  spoken  this  day. 
Friend,  friend,  we  have  hired  this  coach  in  part- 
nership with  thee  to  carry  us  to  the  greaVcity; 
we  can  not  go  an>y  other  way.  This  worthy  mo- 
ther must  hear  thee  if  thou  wilt  needs  utter  thy 
follies;  we  can  not  help  it,  friend,  I  say:  if  thou 
wilt,  we  must  hear  thee;  but  if  thou  wert  a  man 
of  understanding,  thou  wouldst  not  take  advan- 
tage of  thy  courageous  countenance  to  abash  us 
children  of  peace.     Thou  art,  thou  say  est,  a  sol 


No.   132.  THE  SPECTATOR.  125 

dier;  give  quarter  to  us  who  can  not  resist  thee. 
Why  didst  thou  fleer  at  our  friehd  who  feigned 
himself  asleep?  He  said  nothing,  but  how  dost 
thou  know  what  he  containeth?  if  thou  speakest 
improper  things  in  the  hearing  of  this  virtuous 
young  virgin,  consider  it  is  an  outrage  against  a 
distressed  person  that  can  not  get  from  thee.  To 
speak  indiscreetly  what  we  are  obliged  to  hear, 
by  being  hasped  up  with  thee  in  this  public  vehi- 
cle, is  in  some  degree  assaulting  on  the  high  road.* 

Here  Ephraim  paused;  and  the  captain,  with  a 
happy  and  uncommon  impudence  (which  can  be 
convicted  and  support  itself  at  the  same  time), 
cries,  i  Faith,  friend,  1  thank  thee;  1  should  have 
been  a  little  impertinent  if  thou  hadst  not  repri- 
manded me.  Uome,  thou  art,  I  see,  a  smoky  old 
fellow,  and  Pll  be  very  orderly  the  ensuing  part 
of  my  journey.  I  was  going  to  give  myself  airs, 
but,  ladies,  I  heg  pardon.' 

The  captain  was  so  little  out  of  humour,  and 
our  company  was  so  far  from  being  soured  by 
this  little  ruffle,  that  Ephraim  and  he  took  a  par- 
ticular delight  in  being  agreeable  to  each  other 
for  the  future,  and  assumed  their  different  pro- 
vinces in  the  conduct  of  the  company.  i)\\v 
reckonings,  apartments,  and  accommodations,  fell 
under  Ephraim;  and  the  captain  looked  to  all  dis^ 
putes  qn  the  road,  as  the  good  behaviour  of  our 
coachman,  and  the  right  we  had  of  taking  place 
as  going  to  London  of  all  vehicles  coming  from 
thence.  The  occurrences  we  met  with  were  or- 
dinary, and  very  little  happened  which  could  en- 
tertain by  the  relation  of  tnem:  but  when  I  con- 
sidered the  company  we  were  in,  1  took  it  for  no 
small  good  fortune  that  the  whole  journey  was 
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not  spent  in  impertinences,  which  to  one  part  ol 
us  might  be  an  entertainment,  to  the  other  a  suf- 
fering. What  therefore  Ephraim  said  when  we 
were  almost  arrived  at  London,  had  to  me  an  air 
not  only  of  good  understanding,  but  good  breed*- 
ing.  Upon  the  young  lady's  expressing;  her  sa- 
tisfaction in  the  journey,  and  declaring  now  de- 
lightful it  had  been  to  her,  Ephraim  delivered 
himself  as  follows:  •  There  is  no  ordinary  part  of 
hitman  life  which  expresseth  so  much  a  goad 
mind*  and  a  right  inward  man,  as  his  behaviour 
upon  ^meeting  with  strangers,  especially  such  as 
may  seem  the  most  unsuitable  companions  to  him: 
such  a  Vnan,  when  he  falleth  in  the  way  with  peri- 
sons  of  simplicity  and  innocence,  however  know 
ing  he  may  be  in  the  ways  of  men,  will  not  vaunt 
himself  thereof;  but  will  the  rather  hide  his  su- 
periority to  them,  that  he  may  not  be  painful  unto 
them.  My  good  friend  (continued  he,  turning 
to  the  officer),  thee  and  I  are  to  part  by  and  by, 
and  pefcidventure  we  may  never  meet  again;  but 
be  advised  by  a  plain  man;  modes  and  apparel 
are  but  trifles  to  the  real  man;  therefore  do  not 
think  such  a  man  as  thyself  terrible  for  thy  garb, 
nor  such  a  one  as  me  contemptible  for  mine. 
When  two  such  as  thee  and  I  meet,  with  affec- 
tions as  we  ought  to  have  towards  each  other, 
thou  shouldst  rejoice  to  see  my  peaceable  de- 
meanour, and  I  should  be  glad  to  see  thy  strength 
and  ability  to  protect  me  in  it. 

STEELE.  T 
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Quit  desiderio  sit  pudor,  aut  modus, 

Tarn  chari  capitis?  Hon.  Od.  24. 1. 1.  v.  1. 

-Who  can  grieye  too  much,  what  time  shall  end 


Our  mourning  for  so  dear  a  friend?  Creech. 

'  Tbere  is  a  sort  of  delight,  which  is  alternately 
mixed  with  terror  and  sorrow  in  the  contempla-r 
tion  of  death.  The  soul  has  its  curiosity  more 
than  ordinarily  awakened,  when  it  turns  its 
thoughts  upon  the  conduct  of  such  who  have  be- 
haved themselves  with  an  equal,  a  resigned,  a 
cheerful,  a  generous  or  heroic  temper  in  that  ex- 
tremity. We  are  affected  with  these  respective 
manners  of  behaviour,  as  we  secretly  believe  the 
part  of  the  dying  person  imitable  by  ourselves, 
or  such  as  we  imagine  ourselves  more  particular- 
ly capable  of.  Men  of  exalted  minds  march  be- 
fore us  like  princes,  and  are,  to  the  ordinary  race 
of  mankind,  rather  subjects  for  their  admiration 
than  example.  However,  there  are  no  ideas 
strike  more  forcibly  upon  our  imaginations,  than 
those  which  are  raised  from  reflections  upon  the 
exits  of  great  and  excellent  men.  Innocent  men 
who  have  suffered  as  criminals,  though  they  were 
benefactors  to  human  society,  seem  to  be  persons 
of  the  highest  distinction,  among  the  vastly  great- 
er number  of  human  race,  the  dead.  When  the 
iniquity  of  the  times  brought  Socrates  to  his  exe- 
cution, how  great  and  wonderful  is  it  to  behold 
him,  unsupported  by  any  thing  but  the  testimony 
of  his  own  conscience  and  conjectures  of  here 
after,  receive  the  poison  with  an  air  of  mirth  and 
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good  humour,  and,  as  if  going  on  an  agreeable 
journey,  bespeak  some  deity  to  make  it  fortunate. 

When  Phocion's  good  actions  had  met  with  the 
like  reward  from  his  country,  and  he  was  led  to 
death  with  many  others  of  his  friends,  they  be- 
wailing their  fate,  he  walking  composedly  towards 
the  place  of  execution,  how  gracefully  does  he 
support  his  illustrious  character  to.  the  very  last 
instant!  One  of  the  rabble  spitting  at  him  as  he 
passed,  with  his  usual  authority  he  called  to 
know,  if  no  one  was  ready  to  teach  this  fellow 
how  to  behave  himself.  When  a  poor  spirited 
creature,  that  died  at  the  same  time  for  his  crimes, 
bemoaned  himself  unmanfully,  he  rebuked  him 
with  this  question,  Is  it  no  consolation  to  such  a 
man  as  thou  art  to  die  with  Phocion?  At  the  in- 
stant when  he  was  to  die,  they  asked  what  com- 
mands he  had  for  his  son?  he  answered,  i  To  for- 
get this  injury  of  the  Athenians. 9  Niocles,  his 
mend,  unaer  the  same  sentence,  desired  he  might 
drink  the  potion  before  him:  Phocion  said,  'be- 
cause he  never  had  denied  him  any  thing,  he 
would  not  even  this,  the  most  difficult  request  he 
had  ever  made/ 

These  instances  were  very  noble  and  great;  and 
the  reflections  of  those  sublime  spirits  had  made 
death  to  them,  what  it  is  really  intended  to  be  by 
the  Author  of  nature,  a  relief  from  a  various  be- 
ing, ever  subject  to  sorrows  and  difficulties. 

Elpaminondas,  the  Theban  general,  having  re- 
ceived in  fight  a  mortal  stab  with  a  sword,  which 
was  left  in  his  body,  lay  in  that  posture  till  he 
had  intelligence  that  his  troops  had  obtained  the 
victory,  and  then  permitted  it  to  be  drawn  out; 
at  which  instant  he  expressed  himself  in   this 
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manner:  *  This  is  not  the  end  of  my  life,  my  fel- 
low-soldiers; it  is  now  your  Epaminondas  is 
born,  who  dies  in  so  much  glory/ 

It  were  an  endless  labour  to  collect  the  ac- 
counts with  which  all  ages  have  filled  the  world 
of  noble  and  heroic  minds  that  have  resigned  this 
being,  as  if  the  termination  of  life  were  but  an 
ordinary  occurrence  of  it. 

This  common-place  way  of  thinking  I  fell  into 
from  an  awkward  endeavour  to  throw  off  a  real 
and  fresh  affliction,  by  turning  ov«r  books  in  a 
melancholy  mood;  but  it  is  not  easy  to  remove 

friefs  which  touch  the  heart,  by  applying  reme- 
ies  which  only  entertain  the  imagination.  As 
therefore  this  paper  is  to  consist  of  any  thing 
which  concerns  human  life,  I  can  not  help  let- 
ting the  present  subject  regard  what  has  been  the 
last  object  of  my  eyes,  though  an  entertainment 
of  sorrow. 

I  went  this  evening  to  visit  a  friend,  with  a 
design  to  rally  him  upon  a  story  I  had  heard  of 
his  intending  to  steal  a  marriage  without  the 
privity  of  us  his  intimate  friends  and  acquaints 
ance.  *  1  came  into  his  apartment  with  that  in* 
timacy  which  1  have  done  for  very  many  years, 
and  walked  directly  into  his  bed-chamber,  where 
I  found  my  friend  in  the  agonies  of  death.  What 
could  1  do?  The  innocent  mirth  in  my  thoughts 
struck  upon  me  like  the  most  flagitious  wicked" 
ness;  1  in  vain  called  upon  him ;  he  was  sense- 
less, and  too  far  spent  to  have  the  least  know- 

•  The  name  of  his  friend  here,  so  pathetically  lamented, 
was  Stephen  Clay,  a  barrister.  There  are  two  poems  of  bis 
in  Steele's  correspondence,  vol.  2.  p.  315. 

Yol.  in.— 9 
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ledge  of  my  sorrow,  or  any  pain  in  himself.  Give 
me  leave  then  to  transcribe  my  soliloquy,  as  1 
stood  by  his  mother,  dumb  with  the  weight  of 
grief  for  a  son  who  was  her  honour  and  her  com- 
fort, and  never  till  that  hour  since  his  birth,  had 
been  an  occasion  of  a  moment's  sorrow  to  her. 

'  How  surprising  is  this  change!  from  the  pos- 
session of  vigorous  life  and  strength,  to  be  reduced 
in  a  few  hours  to  this  fatal  extremity!  Those 
lips,  which  look  so  pale  and  livid,  within  these 
few  days  gave  delight  to  all  who  heard  their  ut- 
terance; it  was  the  business,  the  purpose  of  his 
being,  next  to  obeying  Him  to  whom  he  is  gone, 
to  please  and  instruct,  and  that  for  no  other  end 
but  to  please  and  instruct.  Kindness  was  the 
motive  of  his  actions;  and  with  all  the  capacity 
requisite  for  making  a  figure  in  a  contentious 
world;  moderation,  good-nature,  affability,  tem- 
perance and  chastity,  were  the  arts  of  his  excel- 
lent life.  There,  as  he  lies  in  helpless  agony, 
no  wise  man  who  knew  him  so  well  as  I,  but 
would  resign  all  the  world  can  bestow  to  be  so 
near  the  end  of  such  a  life.  Why  does  my  heart 
so  little  obey  my  reason  as  to  lament  thee,  thou 
excellent  man! — Heaven  receive  him  or  restore 
him! — Thy  beloved  mother,  thy  obliged  friends, 
thy  helpless  servants,  stand  around  thee  without 
distinction.  How  much  wouldst  thou,  hadst 
thou  thy  senses,  say  to  each  of  us! 

'  But  now  that  good  heart  bursts,  and  he  is  at 
rest — With  that  breath  expired  a  soul  who  never 
indulged  a  passion  unfit  for  the  place  he  is  gone 
to.  Where  are  now  thy  plans  of  justice,  of  truth, 
of  honour?  Of  what  use  the  volumes  thou  hast 
collated,  the  arguments  thou  hast  invented,  the 
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examples  thou  hast  followed?  Poor  were  the  ex- 
pectations of  the  studious,  the  modest,  and  the 
food,  if  the  reward  of  their  labours  were  only  to 
e  expected  from  man.  No,  my  friend,  thy  in- 
tended pleadings,  thy  intended  good  offices  to 
thy  friends,  thy  intended  services  to  thy  coun- 
try, are  already  performed,  as  to  thy  concern  in 
them,  in  His  sight,  before  whom  the  past,  pre- 
sent, and  future,  appear  at  one  view.  While 
others  with  thy  talents  were  tormented  with  am- 
bition, with  vain-glory  ?  with  envv,  with  emula- 
tion, how  well  didst  thou  turn  thy  mind  to  its 
own  improvement  in  things  out  of  the  power  of 
fortune;  in  probity,  in  integrity,  in  the  practice 
and  study  of  justice!  How  silent  thy  passage, 
how  private  thy  journey,  how  glorious  tny  end ! 
u  Many  have  I  known  more  famous,  some  more 
knowing,  not  one  so  innocent."  ' 

STEELE.  R. 
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■Opiferque  per  orbem 


Dicor Ovid.  Met.  1.  1.  v.  521. 

And  am  the  great  physician  call'd  below.   Drtobit. 

During  my  absence  in  the  country,  several 
packets  have  been  left  for  me,  which  were  not 
forwarded  to  me,  because  I  was  expected  every 
day  in  town.  The  author  of  the  following  letter, 
dated  from  Tower-hill,  having  sometimes  been 
entertained  with  some  learned  gentlemen  mpVudcv 
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doublets,*  who  have  vended  their  wares  from  a 
stage  in  that  place,  has  pleasantly  enough  ad- 
dressed to  me,  as  no  less  a  sage  in  morality,  than 
those  are  in  physic.  To  comply  with  his  kind 
inclination  to  make  my  cures  famous,  1  shall  give 
you  his  testimonial  of  my  great  abilities  at  large 
in  his  own  words. 

'  sir,  Tower-hill,  July  5,  1711. 

6  Your  saying  the  other  day  there  is  some- 
thing wonderfuiin  the  narrowness  of  those  minds 
which  can  be  pleased,  and  be  barren  of  bounty  to 
those  who  please  them,  (see  No.  107)  makes  me 
in  pain  that  1  am  not  a  man  of  power.  If  I  were, 
you  should  soon  see  how  mucn  1  approve  your 
speculations.  In  the  mean  time,  1  oeg  leave  to 
supply  that  inability  with  the  empty  tribute  of 
an  nonest  mind,  by  telling  you  plainly  I  love 
and  thank  you  for  your  daily  refreshments.    I 

is  1  smoke  my 
forbear  reading 
)  and  really  it 
gives  a  grateful  relish  to  every  whiff;  each  para- 
graph is  fraught  either  with  useful  or  delightful 
notions,  and  1  never  fail  of  being  highly  diverted 
or  improved.  The  variety  of  your  subjects  sur- 
prises me  as  much  as  a  box  of  pictures  did  for- 
merly, in  which  there  was  only  one  face,  that 
by  pulling  some  pieces  of  isinglass  over  it,  was 
cnanged  into  a  grave  senator  or  a  Merry- Andrew, 
a  patched  lady  or  a  nun,  a  beau  or  a  black-a-moor, 
a  prude  or  a  coquette,  a  country  'squire  or  a  con- 
jurer, with  man)'  other  different  representations, 

9  Meaning1  quack-doctors. 
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very  entertaining  (as  you  are,)  though  still  the 
same  at  the  bottom.  This  was  a  childish  amuse- 
ment when  I  was  carried  away  with  outward 
appearances;  but  you  make  a  deeper  impression, 
and  affect  the  secret  springs  of  the  mind;  you 
eharm  the  fancy,  sooth  the  passions,  and  insensi- 
bly lead  the  reader  to  that  sweetness  of  temper 
that  you  so  well  describe;  you  rouse  generosity 
with  that  spirit,  and  inculcate  humanity  with 
that  ease,  that  he  must  be  miserably  stupid  that 
is  not  affected  by  you.  1  can  not  say,  indeed, 
that  you  have  put  impertinence  to  silence,  or 
vanity  out  of  countenance;  but  methinks  you 
have  bid  as  fair  for  it  as  any  man  that  ever  ap- 
peared upon  a  public  stage;  and  offer  an  infallible 
cure  of  vice  ana  folly,  for  the  price  of  one  penny. 
And  since  it  is  usual  for  those  who  receive  bene- 
fit by  such  famous  operators,  to  publish  an  adver- 
tisement, that  others  may  reap  the  same  advan- 
tage, 1  think  myself  obliged  to  declare  to  all  the 
world,  that  having  for  a  long  time  been  splentic, 
ill-natured,  froward,  suspicious,  and  unsociable, 
by  the  application  of  your  medicines  taken  only 
with  half  an  ounce  of  right  Virginia  tobacco,  for 
six  successive  mornings,  I  am  become  open,  oblig- 
ing, officious,  frank,  and  hospitable. 

i  1  am,  your  humble  servant, 

'  And  great  admirer, 

'  George  Trusty.' 

The  careful  father  and  humble  petitioner  here- 
after-mentioned, who*are  under  difficulties  about 
the  just  management  of  fans,  will  soon  receive 
proper  advertisements  relating  to  the  professors 
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in  that  behalf,  with  their  places  of  abode,  and 
methods  of  teaching. 

'sir,  July  the 5M,  1711. 

'  In  your  Spectator  of  June  the  7th,  you  tran- 
scribe a  letter  sent  to  you  from  a  new  sort  of  mus- 
ter-master, who  teacnes  ladies  the  whole  exercise 
of  the  fan.  I  have  a  daughter  just  come  to  town, 
who,  though  she  has  always  held  a  fan  in  her 
hand  at  proper  times,  yet  she  knows  no  more 
how  to  use  it  according  to  true  discipline,  than  an 
awkward  school-boy  does  to  make  use  of  his  new 
sword.  1  have  sent  for  her  on  purpose  to  learn 
the  exercise,  she  being  already  very  well  accom- 
plished in  all  other  arts  which  are  necessary  for 
a  }7oune  lady  to  understand.  My  request  is  that 
you  will  speak  to  your  correspondent  on  my  be- 
half, and,  in  your  next  paper,  let  me  know  what 
he  expects  either  by  the  month  or  quarter,  for 
teaching;  and  where  he  keeps  his  place  of  ren- 
dezvous. 1  have  a  son  too,  whom  1  would  fain 
have  taught  to  gallant  fans;  and  should  be  glad 
to  know  what  the  gentleman  will  have  for  teach- 
ing them  both,  1  finding  fans  for  practice  at  my 
own  expense.  This  information  will  in  the  highest 
manner  oblige,  sir, 

4  Your  most  humble  servant, 

'  William  Wiseacre.  ' 

'  As  soon  as  my  son  is  perfect  in  this  art  (which 
I  hope  will  be  in  a  year's  time,  for  the  boy  is 
pretty  apt,)  1  design  he  4hall  learn  to  ride  the 
great  horse  (although  he  is  not  yet  above  twenty 
years  old,)  if  his  mother,  whose  darling  he  is, 
will  venture  him.' 
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TO  THE  SPECTATOR. 

«  The  humble  petition  of  Benjamin  Easy,  gent, 

i  Showeth, 

<  That  it  was  your  petitioner's  misfortune  to 
walk  to  Hackney  church  last  Sunday,  where,  to 
his  great  amazement,  he  met  with  a  soldier  of 
your  own  training,  she  furls  a  fan,  recovers  a 
fan,  and  goes  through  the  whole  exercise  of  it  to 
admiration.  This  well-managed  officer  of  yours 
has,  to  my  knowledge,  been  the  ruin  of  above 
five  young  gentlemen  besides  myself*  and  still 
goes  on  laying  waste  wheresoever  she  comes, 
whereby  the  whole  village  is  in  great  danger. 
Gur  humble  request  is,  therefore,  that  this  bold 
Amazon  be  ordered  immediately  to  lay  down 
her  arms,  or  that  you  would  issue  forth  an  order, 
that  we  who  have  been  thus  injured  may  meet 
at  the  place  of  general  rendezvous,  and  there  be 
taught  to  manage  our  snuff-boxes  in  such  manner 
as  we  may  be  an  equal  match  for  her; 

*  And  your  petitioner  shall  ever  pray,  &c.J 

STEELE.  R. 
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Est  brevitate  opus,  ut  cwrrat  sententia.   Hob.  Sat. 
Express  your  sentiments  with  brevity. 

I  have  somewhere  read  of  an  eminent  person, 
who  used  in  his  private  offices  of  devotion  to  give 
thanks  to  heaven  that  he  was  born  a  FreneVrnmv. 
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for  my  own  part  I  look  upon  it  as  a  peculiar  bless- 
ing that  I  was  born  an  Englishman.  Among  ma- 
ny other  reasons,  I  think  myself  very  happy  in 
my  country,  as  the  language  of  it  is  wonderful- 
ly adapted  to  a  man  who  is  sparing  of  his  words, 
and  an  enemy  to  loquacity. 

As  1  have  frequently  reflected  on  my  good  for- 
tune in  this  particular,  I  shall  communicate  to 
the  public  my  speculations  upon  the  English 
tongue,  not  doubting  but  they  will  be  acceptable 
to  all  my  curious  readers. 

The  English  delight  in  silence  more  than  any 
other  European  nation,  if  the  remarks  which  are 
made  on  us  by  foreigners  are  true.  Our  discourse 
is  not  kept  up  in  conversation,  but  falls  into  more 
pauses  and  intervals  than  in  our  neighbouring 
countries:  as  it  is  observed,  that  the  matter  of  our 
writings  is  thrown  much  closer  together,  and  lies 
in  a  narrower  compass,  than  is  usual  in  the  works 
of  foreign  authors:  for,  to  favour  our  natural  taci- 
turnity, when  we  are  obliged  to  utter  our  thoughts, 
we  do  it  in  the  shortest  way  we  are  able,  and 

five  as  quick  a  birth  to  our  conceptions  as  possi- 
le. 

This  humour  shows  itself  in  several  remarks 
that  we  may  make  upon  the  English  language. 
As,  first  of  all,  by  its  abounding  in  monosyllables, 
which  gives  us  an  opportunity  of  delivering  our 
thoughts  in  few  sounds.  This  indeed  takes  off 
from  the  elegance  of  our  tongue,  but  at  the  same 
time  expresses  our  ideas  in  the  readiest  manner, 
and  consequently  answers  the  first  design  of 
speech  better  than  the  multitude  of  syllables  which 
make  the  words  of  other  languages  more  tuneable 
and  sonorous.    The  sounds  of  our  Englfstuvords 
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are  commonly  like  those  of  string  music,  short 
and  transient,  which  rise  and  perish  upon  a  single 
touch;  those  of  other  languages  are  lite  the  notes 
of  wind  instruments,  sweet  and  swelling,  and 
lengthened  out  into  variety  of  modulation. 

In  the  next  place  we  may  may  observe,  that 
where  the  words  are  not  monosyllables,  we  often 
make  them  so,  as  much  as  lies  in  our  power,  by 
our  rapidity  of  pronunciation ;  as  it  generally  hap- 
pens in  most  of  our  long  words  which  are  derived 
From  the  Latin,  where  we  contract  the  length 
of  the  syllables  that  gives  them  a  grave  and  so* 
lemn  air  in  their  own  language,  to  make  them 
more  proper  for  dispatch,  and  more  conformable 
to  the  genius  of  our  tongue.  This  we  may  find 
in  a  multitude  of  words,  as  liberty r,  conspiracy, 
theatre,  orator,  &c. 

The  same  natural  aversion  to  loquacity  has  of 
late  years  made  a  very  considerable  alteration  in 
our  language,  by  closing  in  one  syllable  the  ter- 
mination of  our  praeterperfect  ytense,  as  in  .the 
words  drown' d,  waWa,  arrived,  for  drowned, 
walked,  arrived,  which  has  very  much  disfigured 
the  tongue  and  turned  a  tenth  part  of  our  smooth- 
est words  into  so  many  clusters  of  consonants. 
This  is  the  more  remarkable,  because  the  want 
of  vowels  in  our  language  has  been  the  general 
complaint  of  our  politest  authors,  who  neverthe- 
less are  the  men  that  have  made  these  retrench- 
ments, and  consequently  very  much  increased 
our  former  scarcity. 

This  reflection  on  the  words  that  end  in  ed,  1 
have  heard  in  conversation  from  one  of  the  great- 
est geniuses  this  age  has  produced.*    1  think  we 

*  Dean  Swift 
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may  add  to  the  foregoing  observations,  the  change 
which  has  happened  in  our  language  by  the  ab- 
breviation of  several  words  that  are  terminated 
in  eth,  by  substituting  an  s  in  the  room  of  the  last 
syllable,  as  in  drowns,  walks,  arrives,  and  in- 
numerable other  words,  which  in  the  pronuncia- 
tion of  our  forefathers,  were  drowneth,  walketh, 
arriveth.  This  has  wonderfully  multiplied  a  let- 
ter which  was  before  too  frequent  in  the  English 
tongue,  and  added  to  that  hissing  in  our  language, 
which  is  taken  so  much  notice  of  by  foreigners; 
but  at  the  same  time  humours  our  taciturnity,  and 
eases  us  of  many  superfluous  syllables. 

1  might  here  observe,  that  the  same  single  let- 
ter on  many  occasions  does  the  office  of  a  whole 
word,  and  represents  the  his  and  her  of  our  fore- 
fathers. There  is  no  doubt  but  the  ear  of  a  for- 
eigner, which  is  the  best  judge  in  this  case, 
would  very  much  disapprove  of  such  innovations, 
which  indeed  we  do  ourselves  in  some  measure, 
by  retaining  the  old  termination  in  writing,  and 
in  all  the  solemn  offices  of  our  religion. 

As  in  the  instances  I  have  given,  we  have  epi- 
tomized many  of  our  particular  words  to  the  ae- 
triment  of  our  tongue,  so  on  other  occasions  we 
have  drawn  two  words  into  one,  which  has  like- 
wise very  much  untuned  our  language,  and  clog- 
ged it  with  consonants,  as  mayn't,  can't,  shan't, 
won't,  and  the  like,  for  may  not,  can  not,  shall 
not,  will  not,  &c. 

It  is  perhaps  this  humour  of  speaking  no  more 
than  we  needs  must,  which  has  so  miserably  cur- 
tailed some  of  our  words,  that,  in  familiar  writ- 
ings and  conversations,  they  often  lose  all  but 
their  first  syllables,  as  in  mob.  rep.  pos.  incog. 
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and  the  like;  and  as  all  ridiculous  words  make 
their  first  entry  into  a  language  by  familiar 
phrases,  I  dare  not  answer  for  these,  that  they  will 
not  in  time  be  looked  upon  as  a  part  of  our  tongue. 
We  see  some  of  our  poets  have  been  so  indiscreet 
as  to  imitate  Hudibras's  doggerel  expressions  in 
their  serious  compositions,  by  throwing  out  the 
signs  of  our  substantive,  which  are  essential  to 
the  English  language.  Nay,  this  humour  of 
shortening  our  language  had  once  run  so  far,  that 
some  of  our  celebrated  authors,  a*mong  whom  we 
may  reckon  Sir  Roger  l'Estrange  in  particular, 
began  to  prune  their  words  of  all  superfluous  let- 
ters, as  they  termed  them,  in  order  to  adjust  the 
spelling  to  the  pronunciation;  which  would  have 
confounded  all  our  etymologies,  and  have  quite 
destroyed  our  tongue. 

We  may  here  likewise  observe,  that  our  proper 
names,  when  familiarized  in  English,  generally 
dwindle  to  monosyllables;  whereas  in  other  mod- 
ern languages  they  receive  a  softer  turn  on  this 
occasion  by  the  addition  of  a  new  syllable;  Nick 
in  Italian  is  Nicolini;  Jack  in  French  Janot; 
and  so  on  of  the  rest. 

There  is  another  particular  in  our  language 
which  is  a  great  instance  of  our  frugality  of 
words,  and  that  is  the  suppressing  of  several  par- 
ticles, which  must  be  produced  in  other  tongues 
to  make  a  sentence  intelligible;  this  often  per- 
plexes the  best  writers,  when  they  find  the  rela- 
tives whom,  which,  or  they,  at  their  mercy, 
whether  they  may  have  admission  or  not;  and 
will  never  be  decided  till  we  have  something 
like  an  academy,  that  by  the  best  authorities  ana 
rules,  drawn  from  the  analogy  of  languages,  a\tfX\ 
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settle  all  controversies  between  grammar  and 
idiom. 

I  have  only  considered  our  language  as  it 
shows  the  genius  and  natural  temper  of  the  En- 
glish, which  is  modest,  thoughtful  and  sineere; 
and  which  perhaps  may  recommend  the  people 
though  it  has  spoiled  the  tongue.  We  might 
perhaps  carry  the  same  thought  into  other  lan- 
guages,  and  deduce  a  great  part  of  what  is  pecu- 
liar to  them  from  the  genius  of  the  people  who 
speak  them.  It  is  certain  the  light  talkative  hu- 
mour of  the  French  has  not  a  little  infected  their 
tongue,  which  might  be  shown  by  many  instances, 
as  the  genius  of  the  Italians,  which  is  so  much 
addicted  to  music  and  ceremony,  has  moulded 
all  their,  words  and  phrases  to  those  particular 
uses.  The  stateliness  and  gravity  of  the  Span- 
iard shows  itself  to  perfection  in  tne  solemnity  of 
their  language;  ana  the  blunt  honest  humour  of 
the  German  sounds  better  in  the  roughness  of  the 
High-Dutch  than  it  would  in  a  politer  tongue. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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Parikis  mendacior Hoe.  Ep. 

A  greater  liar  Parthia  never  bred. 

According  to  the  request  of  this  strange  fel- 
low, I  shall  print  the  following  letter. 

(MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  I  shall,  without  any  manner  of  preface  or  apo- 
logy, acquaint  you,  that  1  am,  and  ever  have  been, 
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from  my  youth  upward,  one  of  the  greatest  liars 
this  island  has  produced.  1  have  read  all  the 
moralists  upon  the  subject,  but  could  never  find 
any  effect  their  discourses  had  upon  me,  but  to 
add  to  my  misfortune  by  new  thoughts  and  ideas, 
and  making  me  more  ready  in  my  language,  and 
capable  of  sometimes  mixing  seeming  truths  with 
my  improbabilities.  With  this  strong  passion 
towards  falsehood  in  this  kind,  there  does  not 
live  an  honester  man  or  a  sincerer  friend;  but  my 
imagination  runs  away  with  me,  and  whatever 
is  started  I  have  such  a  scene  of  adventures  ap- 
pear in  an  instant  before  me,  that  1  can  not  help 
uttering  them,  though  to  my  immediate  confix 
sion,  I  can  not  but  know  I  am  liable  to  be  detect- 
ed by  the  first  man  I  meet. 

'  Upon  occasion  of  the  mention  of  the  battle  of 
Pultowa,  I  could  not  forbear  giving  an  account  of 
a  kinsman  of  mine,  a  young  merchant  who  was 
bred  at  Moscow,  that  had  too  much  mettle  to  at- 
tend books  of  entries  and  accounts,  when  there 
was  so  active  a  scene  in  the  country  where  he 
resided,  and  followed  the  Czar  as  a  volunteer: 
this  warm  youth,  born  at  the  instant  the  thing 
was  spoken  of,  was  the  man  who  unhorsed  the 
Swedish  general,  he  was  the  occasion  that  the 
Muscovites  kept  their  fire  in  so  soldier-like  a 
manner,  and  brought  up  those  troops  which  were 
covered  from  the  enemy  at  the  beginning  of  the 
day;  besides  this,  he  had  at  least  the  good  fortune 
to  be  the  man  who  took  Count  Piper.*  With 
all  this  fire  1  knew  my  cousin  to  be  the  civilest 
creature  in  the  world.     He  never  made  any  im- 

*  He  was  prime  minister  of  Charles  XU. 
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pertinent  show  of  his  valour,  and  then  he  had  an 
excellent  genius  for  the  world  rn  every  other 
kind.  1  had  letters  from  him  (here  I  felt  in  my 
pockets)  that  exactly  spoke  the  Czar's  character, 
which  I  knew  perfectly  well:  and  I  could  not 
forbear  concluding,  that  1  lay  with  his  imperial 
majesty  twice  or  thrice  a-week  all  the  whue  he 
lodged  at  Deptford.  What  is  worse  than  all  this, 
it  is  impossible  to  speak  to  me  but  you  give  me 
some  occasion  of  coming  out  with  one  lie  or 
other,  that  has  neither  wit,  humour,  prospect  of 
interest,  or  any  other  motive  that  1  can  think  of 
in  nature.  The  other  day,  when  one  was  com- 
mending an  eminent  andf  learned  divine,  what 
occasion  in  the  world  had  I  to  say,  methinks  he 
would  look  more  venerable  if  he  were  not  so  fair 
a  man?  1  remember  the  company  smiled.  I  have 
seen  the  gentleman  since,  and  he  is  coal  black.  1 
have  intimations  every  day  in  my  life  that  nobo- 
dy believes  me,  yet  I  am  never  tne  better.  1  was 
saying  something  the  other  day  to  an  old  friend 
at  Will's  cofiee-house,  and  he 'made  me  no  man- 
ner of  answer;  but  told  me  that  an  acquaintance 
of  Tully  the  orator  having  two  or  three  times 
together  said  to  him,  without  receiving  any  an- 
swer, that  upon  his  honour  he  was  but  that  very 
month  forty  years  of  age;  Tully  answered,  Sure- 
ly you  think  me  the  most  incredulous  man  in  the 
world,  if  1  do  not  believe  what  you  have  told  me 
every  day  these  ten  years.  The  mischief  of  it  is, 
I  find  myself  wonderfully  inclined  to  have  been 
present  at  every  occurrence  that  is  spoken  of  be- 
fore me:  this  has  led  me  into  many  inconveni- 
ences: but  indeed  they  have  been  the  fewer,  be- 
cause I  am  no  ill-natured  man,  and  never  speak 
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things  to  any  man's  disadvantage.  1  never  di- 
rectly defame,  but  I  do  what  is  as  bad  in  the 
consequence,  for  I  have  often  made  a  man  say 
such  and  such  a  lively  expression,  who  was  born 
a  mere  elder  brother.  When  one  has  said  in  my 
hearing,  such  a  one  is  no  wiser  than  he  should 
be,  1  immediately  have  replied,  now  faith  I  can 
not  see  that,  he  said  a  very  good  thing  to  my  lord 
such-a-one  upon  such  an  occasion,  and  the  like. 
Such  an  honest  dolt  as  this  has  been  watched  in 
every  expression  he  uttered,  upon  my  recommen- 
dation of  nim,  and  consequently  been  subjected  to 
the  more  ridicule.  1  once  endeavoured  to  cure 
myself  of  this  impertinent  quality,  and  resolved 
to  hold  my  tongue  for  seven  days  together.  I  did 
so,  but  then  I  had  so  many  winks  andun  necessary 
distortions  of  my  face  upon  what  any  body  else 
said,  that  I  found  I  only  forbore  the  expression, 
and  that  I  still  lied  in  my  heart  to  every  man  1 
met  with.  You  are  to  know  one  thing  (which  1 
believe  you  will  say  is  a  pity,  considering  the  use 
I  shouldf  have  made  of  it,)  1  never  travelled  in 
my  life;  but  I  do  not  know  whether  I  could  have 
spoken  of  any  foreign  country  with  more  fami- 
liarity than  1  do  at  present,  in  company  who  are 
strangers  to  me.  I  have  cursed  the  inns  in  Ger- 
many; commended  the  brothels  at  Venice;  the 
freedom  of  conversation  in  France;  and  though  1 
was  never  out  of  this  dear  town  and  fifty  miles 
about  it,  have  been  three  nights  together  dogged 
by  bravoes  for  an  intrigue  with  a  cardinal's  mis- 
tress at  Rome. 

It  were  endless  to  give  you  particulars  of  this 
kind;  but  1  can  assure  you,  Mr.  Spectator,  there 
are  about  twenty  or  thirty  of  us  in  this  town;  I 
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mean  by  this  town  the  cities  of  London  and 
Westminster;  1  say  there  are  in  town  a  sufficient 
number  of  us  to  make  a  society  among  ourselves: 
and  since  we  can  not  be  believed  any  longer,  1 
beg  of  you  to  print  this  my  letter,  that  we  may 
meet  together,  and  be  under  such  regulation  as 
there  may  be  no  occasion  for  belief  or  confidence 
among  us.  If  you  think  fit  we  might  be  called 
the  historians j  for  liar  is  become  a  very  harsh 
word.  And  that  a  member  of  the  society  may 
not  hereafter  be  ill  received  by  the  rest  of  the 
world,  1  desire  you  would  explain  a  little  this  sort 
of  men,  and  not  let  us  historians  be  ranked  as 
we  are  in  the  imaginations  of  ordinary  people, 
among  common  liars,  make-bates,  impostors, 
and  incendiaries.  For  your  instruction  herein, 
you  are  to  know  that  a  historian  in  conversation 
is  only  a  person  of  so  pregnant  a  fancy,  that  he 
can  not  be  contented  with  ordinary  occurrences. 
I  know  a  man  of  quality  of  our  order,  who  is  of 
the  wrong  side  ot  forty-three,  and  has  been  of 
that  age,  according  to  Tully'sjest,  for  some  years 
since,  whose  vein  is  upon  the  romantic.  Give 
him  the  least  occasion,  and  he  will  tell  you  some- 
thing so  very  particular  that  happened  in  such  a 
year,  and  in  such  a  company,  wnere  by  the  by 
was  present  such  a  one,  who  was  afterwards  made 
such  a  thing.  Out  of  all  these  circumstances,  in 
the  best  language  in  the  world,  he  will  join  to- 
gether, with  such  probable  incidents,  an  account, 
that  shows  a  person  of  the  deepest  penetration, 
the  honestest  mind,  and  withal  something  so  hum- 
ble, when  he  speaks  of  himself,  that  you  would  ad- 
mire. Dear  sir,  why  should  this  be  lying?  there 
is  nothing  so  instructive.  He  has  withal  the  grav- 
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est  aspect,  something  so  ver)r  venerable  and  great . 
A.notner  of  these  historians  is  a  young  man  whom 
we  would  take  in,  though  he  extremely  wants 

{)arts:  as  people  send  children,  (before  tney  can 
earn  any  thine)  to  school  to  keep  them  out  of 
harm's  way.  He  tells  things  which  have  nothing 
at  all  in  them,  and  can  neither  please  nor  dis- 
please, but  merely  take  up  your  time  to  no  man- 
ner of  purpose,  no  manner  of  delight;  but  he  is 
good  natured,  and  does  it  because  he  loves  to  be 
saying  something  to  you  and  entertain  you. 
'  1  could  name  you  a  soldier  that  has  done  very 

§reat  things  without  slaughter;  he  is  prodigiously 
ull  and  slow  of  head,  but  what  he  can  say  is  for 
ever  false,  so  that  we  must  have  him. 

'  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you  of  one  more  who  is 
a  lover;  he  is  the  most  afflicted  creature  in  the 
world,  lest  what  happened  between  him  and  a 
great  beauty  should  ever  be  known.  Yet  again, 
he  comforts  himself,  "  Hang  the  jade  her  woman. 
If  money  can  keep  the  slut  trusty,  1  will  do  it, 
though  1  mortgage  every  acre:  Anthony  and 
Cleopatra  for  that;  all  for  love,  and  the  world 
well  lost." 

<  Then,  Sir,  there  is  my  little  merchant,  honest 
Indigo  of  the  'Change:  there  is  my  man  for  loss 
and  gain;  there  is  tare  and  tret;  there  is  lying  all 
round  the  globe.  He  has  such  a  prodigious  in- 
telligence, ne  knows  all  the  French  are  doing, 
and  what  we  intend,  or  ought  to  intend,  and  has 
it  from  such  hands. — But,  alas,  whither  am  I 
iinning!  While  I  complain,  while  1  remonstrate 
to  you,  even  all  this  is  a  lie,  and  there  is  not  one 
such  person  of  quality,  lover,  soldier,  or  mer- 
chant, as  I  have  now  described,  in  the  whole 
Vol.  IIL— 30 
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world,  that  I  know  of.  But  1  will  catch  myself 
once  in  my  life,  and  in  spite  of  nature  speak  one 
truth,  to  wit,  that  I  sun, 

« Your  humble  servant,  &c. 

STEELE.  T. 
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M  hsBC  etiam  servis  semper  Kbera  fuerunt,  timerent,  gaude- 
rent,  dolerent,  suopotius  quamttUerius  arbitrio. 

Tull.  Epist. 

Even  slaves  were  always  at  liberty  to  fear,  rejoice,  and 
grieve,  at  their  own  rather  than  another's  pleasure. 

It  is  no  small  concern  to  me,  that  1  find  w 
many  complaints  from  that  part  of  mankind 
whose  portion  it  is  to  live  in  servitude,  that  those 
whom  they  depend  upon  will  not  allow  them  to 
be  even  as  happy  as  their  condition  will  admit 
of.  There  are,  as  these  unhappy  correspondents 
inform  me,  masters  who  are  ©Bended  at  a  cheer- 
ful countenance,  and  think  a  servant  is  broke 
loose  from  them,  if  he  does  not  preserve  the  ut- 
most awe  in  their  presence.  There  is  one  who 
says,  if  he  looks  satisfied,  his  master  asks  him 
what  makes  him  so  pert  this  morning?  If  a  little 
sour,  hark  you,  sirrah,  are  you  not  paid  your 
wages?  The  poor  creatures  live  in  the  most  ex- 
treme misery  together;  the  master  knows  not 
how  to  preserve  respect,  nor  the  servant  how  to 
give  it.  It  seems  this  person  is  of  so  sullen  a  na- 
ture, that  he  knows  but  little  satisfaction  in  the 
midst  of  a  plentiful  fortune,  and  secretly  frets  to 
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see  any  appearance  of  content  in  one  that  lives 
upon  trie  hundredth  part  of  his  income,  while  he 
is  unhappy  in  the  possession  of  the  whole.  Un- 
easy persons,  who  can  not  possess  their  own 
minds,  vent  their  spleen  upon  all  who  depend 
upon  them,  which  1  think  is  expressed  in  a  live- 
ly manner  in  the  following  letters: 

i  sir,  August  2,  1711. 

'  I  have  read  your  Spectator  of  the  third  of  the 
last  month,  and  wish  1  had  the  happiness  of  be- 
ing preferred  to  serve  so  good  a  master  as  Sir 
Roger.  The  character  of  my  master  is  the  very 
reverse  of  that  good  and  gentle  Knight's.  All 
his  directions  are  given  and  his  mind  revealed  by 
way  of  contraries;  as  when  any  thing  is  to  be  re- 
membered, with  a  peculiar  cast  of  face,  he  cries, 
"  Be  sure  to  forget  now."  If  I  am  to  make  haste 
back,  "  Do  not  come  these  two  hours;  be  sure  to 
call  by  the  way  on  some  of  your  companions.' ' 
Then  another  excellent  way  of  his  is,  if  he  sets 
me  any  thing  to  do,  which  he  knows  must  ne- 
cessarily take  up  half  a  day,  he  calls  ten  times  in 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  know  whether  I  have 
done  yet.  This  is  his  manner;  and  the  same  per- 
verseness  runs  through  all  his  actions,  according 
as  the  circumstances  vary.  Besides  all  this,  he 
is  so  suspicious,  that  he  submits  himself  to  the 
drudgery  of  a  spy;  he  is  as  unhappy  himself  as 
he  makes  his  servants:  he  is  constantly  watching 
us;  and  we  differ  no  more  in  pleasure  and  liberty 
than  as  a  jailer  and  a  prisoner.  He  lays  traps  for 
faults;  and  no  sooner  makes  a  discovery,  but  falls 
into  such  language,  as  I  am  more  ashamed  of  for 
coming  from  nim,  than  for  being  directed  to  me. 
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This,  sir,  is  a  short  sketch  of  a  master  1  have 
served  upwards  of  nine  years:  and  though  I  have 
never  wronged  him,  I  confess  my  despair  of  pleas- 
ing him  has  very  much  abated  my  endeavour  to 
do  it.  If  you  will  give  me  leave  to  steal  a  sen- 
tence out  of  my  master's  Clarendon,  1  shall  tell 
you  my  case  in  a  word,  "  Being  used  worse  than 
I  deserved,  I  cared  less  to  deserve  well  than  1  had 
done."     1  am,  Sir, 

i  Your  humble  servant, 

4  Ralph  Vaxet.' 


'  DEAR  MR.  SPECTER, 

' 1  am  the  next  thing  to  a  lady's  woman,  and 
am  under  both  my  lady  and  her  woman.  I  am 
so  used  by  them  both,  that  1  should  be  very  clad 
to  see  them  in  the  Specter.  My  lady  herself  is 
of  no  mind  in  the  wTorld,  and  for  that  reason  her 
woman  is  of  twenty  minds  in  a  moment  My 
lady  is  one  that  never  knows  what  to  do  with 
herself:  she  pulls  on  and  puts  off  every  thing  she 
wears  twenty  times  before  she  resolves  upon  it 
for  that  day.  I  stand  at  one  end  of  the  room,  and 
reach  things  to  her  woman.  When  my  lady  aska 
for  a  thing,  1  hear,  and  have  half  brought  it, 
when  the  woman  meets  me  in  the  middle  of  the 
room  to  receive  it,  and  at  that  instant  she  says, 
No,  she  will  not  have  it.  Then  I  go  back,  and 
her  woman  comes  up  to  her,  and  by  this  time  she 
will  have  that,  and  two  or  three  tilings  more  in 
an  instant:  the  woman  and  1  run  to  each  other;  I 
am  loaded,  and  delivering  the  things  to  her,  when 
my  lady  says  she  wants  none  of  aU  these  things, 
and  we  are  the  dullest  creatures  in  the  world,  and 
.she  the  unhappiest  woman  living,  for  she  shall 
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not  be  dressed  in  any  time.  Thus  we  stand,  not 
knowing  what  to  do,  when  our  good  lady,  with 
all  the  patience  in  the  world,  tells  us,  as  plain  as 
she  can  speak,  that  she  will  have  temper  oecause 
we  have  no  manner  of  understanding;  and  begins 
again  to  dress,  and  see  if  we  can  find  out  of  our- 
selves what  we  are  to  do.  When  she  is  dressed, 
she  goes  to  dinner,  and,  after  she  has  disliked 
every  thing  there,  she  calls  for  her  coach;  then 
commands  it  in  again;  and  then  she  will  not  go 
out  at  all,  and  then  will  go  too,  and  orders  the 
chariot.  Now,  good  Mr.  Specter,  I  desire  you 
would,  in  the  behalf  of  all  who  serve  froward  la- 
dies, give  out  in  your  paper,  that  nothing  can  be 
done  without  allbwing  time  for  it,  and  that  one 
can  not  be  back  again  with  what  one  was  sent  for, 
if  one  is  called  back  before  one  can  go  a  step  for 
that  they  want.  And,  if  you  please,  let  them 
know  that  all  mistresses  are  as  like  as  all  servants. 

'  I  am  your  loving  friend, 

Patience  Giddy.  ' 

These  are  great  calamities;  butl  met  the  other 
day  in  the  Five-fields  towards  Chelsea,  a  pleasanter 
tyrant  than  either  of  the  above  represented.  A 
fat  fellow  was  passing  on  in  his  open  waistcoat;  a 
boy  of  fourteen  in  a  livery,  carrying  after  him 
his  cloak,  upper  coat,  hat,  wig,  and  sword.  The 
poor  lad  was  ready  to  sink  with  the  weight,  and 
could  not  keep  up  with  his  master,  who  turned 
back  every  half  furlong,  and  wondered  what  made 
the  lazy  young  dog  lag  behind. 

There  is  something  very  unaccountable,  that 
people  can  not  put  themselves  in  the  condition  of 
the  persons  below  them,  when  they  consider  the, 
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commands  they  give.  But  there  is  nothing  more 
common,  than  to  see  a  fellow  [who,  if  he  were 
reduced  to  it,  would  not  be  hired  by  any  man 
living)  lament  that  he  is  troubled  with  the  most 
worthless  dogs  in  nature. 

It  would,  perhaps,  be  running  too  far  out  of 
common  life  to  urge,  that  he  who  is  not  master 
of  himself  and  his  own  passions,  can  not  be  a  pro- 
per master  of  another.  Equanimity  in  a  man's 
own  words  and  actions  will  easily  diffuse  itself 
through  his  whole  family.  Pamphilio  has  the 
happiest  household  of  any  man  I  know,  and  that 
proceeds  from  the  humane  regard  he  has  to  them 
in  their  private  persons,  as  well  as  in  respect  that 
they  are  his  servants.  If  there  be  any  occasion, 
wherein  they  may  in  themselves  be  supposed  to 
be  unfit  to  attend  their  master's  concerns,  by  rea- 
son of  any  attention  to  their  own,  he  is  so  good 
as  to  place  himself  in  their  condition.  I  thought 
it  very  becoming  in  him,  when  at  dinner  the  other 
day  he  made  an  apology  for  want  of  more  attend- 
ants. He  said,  i  One  of  my  footmen  is  gone  to 
the  wedding  of  his  sister,  and  the  other  I  do  not 
expect  to  wait,  because  his  father  died  but  two 
days  ago.' 

STEELE.  T. 
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Utltur  in  re  rum  dubid  testibus  rum  necessariis.     Tuli. 
He  uses  unnecessary  proofs  in  an  indisputable  point. 

One  meets  now  and  then  with  persons  who  are 
extremely  learned  and  knotty  in  expounding  clear 
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cases.  Tully  tells  us  of  an  author  that  spent 
some  pages  to  prove  that  generals  could  not  per- 
form the  great  enterprises  which  have  made  them 
so  illustrious,  if  they  had  not  had  men.  He  as- 
serted also,  it  seems,  that  a  minister  at  home,  no 
more  than  a  commander  abroad,  could  do  any 
thing  without  other  men  were  his  instruments 
and  assistants.  On  this  occasion  he  produces  the 
example  of  Themistocles,  Pericles,  Cyrus,  and 
Alexander  himself,  whom  he  denies  to  nave  been 
capable  of  effecting  what  they  did,  except  they 
had  been  followed  by  others.  It  is  pleasant 
enough  to  see  such  persons  contend  without  op- 
ponents, and  triumph  without  victory. 

The  author  above  mentioned  by  the  orator  is 
placed  for  ever  in  a,  very  ridiculous  light;  and  we 
meet  every  day  in  conversation  such  as  deserve 
the  same  kind  of  renown,  for  troubling  thoses 
with  whom  they  converse  with  the  like  certain- 
ties. The  persons  that  1  have  always  thought  to 
deserve  the  highest  admiration  in  this  kind  are 
your  ordinary  story-tellers,  who  are  most  reli- 
giously careful  of  keeping  to  the  truth  in  every 
particular  circumstance  of  a  narration,  whether 
it  concern  the  main  end  or  not.  A  gentleman, 
whom  1  had  the  honour  to  be  in  company  with 
the  other  day,  upon  some  occasion  that  he  was 
pleased  to  take,  said  he  remembered  a  very  pret- 
ty repartee  made  by  a  very  witty  man  in  King 
Charles's  time  upon  the  like  occasion.  1  remem- 
ber (said  he,  upon  entering  into  the  tale,)  much 
about  the  time  of  Oates's  plot,  that  a  cousin- 
german  of  mine  and  I  were  at  the  Bear  in  Hol- 
born:  No,  1  am  out,  it  was  at  the  Cross  Keys; 
but  Jack  Thomson  was  there,  for  he  wa&  N«t^ 
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great  with  the  gentleman  who  made  the  answer. 
Sut  1  am  sure  it  was  spoken  somewhere  there- 
abouts, for  we  drank  a  bottle  in  that  neighbour- 
hood every  evening:  But  no  matter  for  all  that, 
the  thing  is  the  same;  but 

He  was  going  on  to  settle  the  geography  of 
the  jest  when  I  left  the  room,  wondering  at  this 
odd  turn  of  head,  which  can  play  away  its  words 
with  uttering  nothing  to  the  purpose,  still  ob- 
serving its  own  impertinences,  ana  yet  proceed- 
ing in  them.  1  do  not  question  but  he  informed 
the  rest  of  his  audience,  who  had  more  patience 
than  1,  of  the  birth  and  parentage,  as  well  as  the 
collateral  alliances  of  his  family  who  made  the 
repartee,  and  of  him  who  provoked  him  to  it. 

It  is  no  small  misfortune  to  any  who  have  a 
just  value  for  their  time,  when  this  quality  of 
being  so  very  circumstantial,  and  careful  to  be 
exact,  happens  to  show  itself  in  a  man  whose 
quality  obliges  them  to  attend  his  proofs,  that  it 
is  now  day,  and  the  like.  But  this  is  augment- 
ed when  the  same  genius  gets  into  authority,  as 
it  often  does.  Nay,  I  have  known  it  more  than 
once  ascend  the  very  pulpit.  One  of  this  sort 
taking  it  in  his  head  to  be  a  great  admirer  of  Dr. 
Tillotson  and  Dr.  Beveridge,  never  failed  of 
proving  out  of  these  great  authors,  things  which 
no  man  living  would  have  denied  him  upon  his 
own  single  authority.  One  day,  resolving  to 
come  to  the  point  in  hand,  he  said, 6  According  to 
that  excellent  divine,  1  will  enter  upon  the  nat- 
ter, or  in  his  words,  in  his  fifteenth  sermon  oJrne^ 
folio  edition,  page  160. 

i  I  shall  briefly  explain  the  words,  and  then 
consider  the  matter  contained  in  them.' 
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This  honest  gentleman  needed  not,  one  would 
think,  strain  his  modesty  so  far  as  to  alter  his  de- 
sign of  'entering  upon  the  matter,'  to  that  *of 
briefly  explaining. '  But  so  it  was,  that  he  would 
not  even  be  contented  with  that  authority,  but 
added  also  the  other  divine  to  strengthen  his  me- 
thod, and  told  us,  with  the  pious  and  learned  Dr. 
Beveridge,  page  4th  of  his  9th  volume,  "  I  shall 
endeavour  to  make  it  as  plain  as  1  can  from  the 
words  which  I  have  now  read ;  wherein  for  that 
purpose  we  shall  consider — "  This  wiseacre  was 
reckoned  by  the  parish,  who  did  not  understand 
him,  a  most  excellent  preacher,  but  that  he  read 
too  much,  and  was  so  humble  that  he  did  not 
trust  enough  to  his  own  parts. 

Next  to  these  ingenious  gentlemen,  who  argue 
for  what  nobody  can  deny  them,  are  to  be  rank- 
ed a  sort  of  people  who  do  not  indeed  attempt  to 
prove  insignificant  thines,  but  are  ever  labouring 
to  raise  arguments  with  you  about  matters  you 
will  give  up  to  them  without  the  least  controver- 
sy. One  of  these  people  told  a  gentleman  who 
said  he  saw  Mr.  Such-a-one  go  this  morning  at 
nine  o'clock  towards  the  Gravel-pits,  c  Sir,  I  must 
beg  your  pardon  for  that,  for  though  I  am  very 
loth  to  have  any  dispute  with  you,  yet  I  must  take 
the  liberty  to  tell  you  it  was  nine  when  I  saw  him 
at  St.  James's.'  When  men  of  this  genius  are  pret- 
ty far  gone  in  learning,  they  will  put  you  to  prove 
tnat  snow  is  white,  and  when  you  are  upon  that 
topic,  can  say  that  there  is  really  no  such  thing 
•aswrtour  in  nature:  in  a  word,  they  can  turn  what 
little  'knowledge  they  have  in  a  ready  capacity 
of  raising  doubts,  into  a  capacity  of  being  always 
frivolous  and  always  unanswerable.  It  was  o£ \w^ 
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disputants  of  this  impertinent  and  laborious  kind 
that  the  Cynic  saia,  <  One  of  these  fellows  is 
milking  a  ram,  and  the  other  holds  the  pail.' 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

<  The  exercise  of  the  snuff-box,  according  to 
the  most  fashionable  airs  and  motions,  in  opposi- 
tion to  the  exercise  of  the  fan,  will  be  taught  with 
the  best  plain  or  perfumed  snuff,  at  Charles  Lil- 
lie's,  perfumer,  at  the  corner  of  Beaufort-build- 
ings in  the  Strand,  and  attendance  given  for  the 
benefit  of  young  merchants  about  the  exchange, 
for  two  hours  every  day  at  noon,  except  Satur- 
days, at  a  toy-shop  near  Garraway's  coflee-house. 
There  will  ne  likewise  taught  the  ceremony  of 
the  snuff-box,  or  rules  for  offering  snuff  to  a 
stranger,  a  friend,  or  a  mistress,  according  to  the 
degrees  of  familiarity  or  distance:  with  an  expla- 
nation of  the  careless,  the  scornful,  the  polite,  and 
the  surly  pinch,  and  the  gestures  proper  to  each 
of  them,* 

€  N.  B.  The  undertaker  does  not  question  but 
in  a  short  time  to  have  informed  a  body  of  regular 
snuff-boxes  ready  to  meet  and  make  head  against 
all  the  regiments  of  fans  which  have  been  lately 
disciplined,  and  are  now  in  motion/ 

STEELE.  T. 


*  This  advertisement  is  said  to  have  brought  Lillie  into 
such  notice,  that  he  soon  raised  a  fortune  from  his  trade. 
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Vera  gloria  radices  agit,  atque  etiam  propagatur;  fieta 
omnia  celeriter,  tanquam  Jlosculi,  decidunt,  nee  simulatum 
potest  quidquam  esse  diuturnum.  Tuel. 

True  glory  takes  root,  and  even  spreads:  all  false  pretences, 
like  flowers,  fall  to  the  ground;  nor  can  any  counter- 
feit last  long. 

Of  all  the  affections  which  attend  human  life, 
the  love  of  dory  is  the  most  ardent.  According 
as  this  is  cultivated  in  princes,  it  produces  the 
greatest  good  or  the  greatest  evil.  Where  sove- 
reigns have  it  by  impressions  received  from  edu- 
cation only,  it  creates  an  ambitious  rather  than  a 
noble  mind:  where  it  is  the  natural  bent  of  the 
prince's  inclination,  it  prompts  him  to  the  pursuit 
of  things  truly  glorious.  The  two  greatest  men 
now  in  Europe  (according  to  the  common  accep- 
tation of  the  word  great)  are  Louis  king  of 
France,  and  Peter  emperor  of  Russia.  As  it  is 
certain  that  all  fame  does  not  arise  from  the  prac- 
tice of  virtue,  it  is,  methinks,  nounpleasingamuse- 
ment  to  examine  the  glory  of  these  potentates,  and 
distinguish  that  which  is  empty,  perishing,  and 
frivolous,  from  what  is  solid,  lasting,  and  im- 
portant. Louis  of  France  had  his  infancy  attend- 
ed by  crafty  and  worldly  men,  who  made  extent 
of  territory  the  most  glorious  instance  of  power, 
and  mistook  the  spreading  of  fame  for  the  acqui- 
sition of  honour.  The  young  monarch's  heart 
was  by  such  conversation  easily  deluded  into  a 
fondness  for  vain  glory,  and  upon  these  unjust 
principles  to  form  or  fall  in  with  suitable  ^to^<&& 
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of  invasion,  rapine,  murder,  and  all  the  guilts  that 
attend  war  when  it  is  unjust.  At  the  same  time 
this  tyranny  was  laid,  sciences  and  arts  were  en- 
couraged in  the  most  generous  manner,  as  if  men 
of  higher  faculties  were  to  be  bribed  to  permit 
the  massacre  of  the  rest  of  the  world.  Every 
superstructure  which  the  court  of  France  built 
upon  their  first  designs,  which  were  in  them- 
selves vicious,  was  suitable  to  its  false  founda- 
tion. The  ostentation  of  riches,  the  vanity  of 
equipage,  shame  of  poverty  and  ignorance  of  mo- 
desty, were  the  common  arts  of  life:  the  generous 
love  of  one  woman  was  changed  into  gallantry 
for  all  the  sex,  and  friendships  among  men  turn- 
ed into  commerces  of  interest,  or  mere  profes- 
sions. i  While  these  were  the  rules  of  life,  per- 
juries in  the  prince,  and  a  general  corruption  of 
manners  in  the  subject,  were  the  snares  in  which 
France  has  entangled  all  her  neighbours.'  With 
such  false  colours  have  the  eyes  of  Louis  been 
enchanted,  from  the  debauchery  of  his  early 
youth,  to  the  superstition  of  his  present  old  age. 
lience  it  is,  that  he  has  the  patience  to  have  sta- 
tues erected  to  his  prowess,  nis  valour,  his  forti- 
tude; and  in  the  softness  and  luxury  of  a  court, 
to  be  applauded  for  magnanimity  and  enterprise 
in  military  achievements. 

Peter  Alexowitz  of  Russia,  when  he  came  to 
the  years  of  manhood,  though  he  found  himself 
emperor  of  a^vast  and  numerous  people,  master 
of  an  endless  territory,  absolute  commander  of  the 
lives  and  fortunes  of  his  subjects,  in  the  midst  of 
this  unbounded  power  and  greatness,  turned  his 
thoughts  upon  himself  and  people  with  sorrow. 
Sordid  ignorance  and  a  brute  manner  of  life  this 
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generous  prince  beheld  and  contemned  from  the^ 
fight  of  his  own  genius.  His  judgment  suggest- 
ed this  to  him,  and  his  courage  prompted  him  to 
amend  it.  In  order  to  this,  he  did  not  send  to 
the  nation  from  whence  the  rest  of  the  world  has 
borrowed  its  politeness,  but  himself  left  his  dia- 
dem to  learn  the  true  way  to  glory  and  honour, 
and  application  to  useful  arts,  wherein  to  employ 
the  laborious,  the  simple,  the  honest  part  of  his 
people.  Mechanic  employments  and  operations 
were  very  justly  the  first  objects  of  his  favour  and 
observation.  With  this  glorious  intention  he 
travelled  into  foreign  nations  in  an  obscure  man- 
ner, above  receiving  little  honours  where  he  so- 
journed, but  prying  into  wThat  was  of  more  con- 
sequence, their  arts  of  peace  and  of  war.  By 
this  means  has  this  great  prince  laid  the  founda- 
tion of  a  great  and  lasting  fame,  by  personal  la- 
bour, personal  knowledge,  personal  valour.  It 
would  Tbe  injury  to  any  ofantiquity  to  name  them 
with  him.  Who,  but  himself,  ever  left  a  throne 
to  learn  to  sit  in  it  with  more  grace?  Who  ever 
thought  himself  mean  in  absolute  power  till  he 
had  learned  to  use  it? 

If  we  consider  this  wonderful  person,  it  is  per- 
plexity to  know  where  to  begin  his  encomium. 
Others  may  in  a  metaphorical  or  philosophic 
sense  be  said  to  command  themselves,  but  this 
emperor  is  also  literally  under  his  own  command. 
How  generous  and  how  good  was  his  entering 
his  own  name  as  a  private  man  in  the  army  he 
raised,  that  none  in  it  might  expect  to  outrun  the 
steps  with  which  he  himself  advanced!  By  such 
measures  this  godlike  prince  learned  to  conquer, 
learned  to  use  his  conquests.     How  terrible  haa 
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he  appeared  in  battle,  how  gentle  in  victory? 
Shall  then  the  base  arts  of  the  Frenchman  be  held 

Eolite,  and  the  honest  labours  of  the  Russian  bar- 
arous?  No:  barbarity  is  the  ignorance  of  true 
honour,  or  placing  any  thing  instead  of  it  The 
unjust  prince  is  ignoble  and  barbarous,  the  good 
prince  only  renowned  and  glorious. 

Though  men  may  impose  upon  themselves 
what  they  please  by  their  corrupt  imaginations, 
truth  will  ever  keep  its  station,  and  as  glory  is 
nothing  else  but  the  shadow  of  virtue,  it  will  cer- 
tainly disappear  at  the  departure  of  virtue.  But 
how  carefully  ought  the  true  notions  of  it  to  be 
preserved,  and  how  industrious  should  we  be  to 
encourage  any  impulses  towards  it!  The  West- 
minster •  school-boy  that  said  the  other  day  he 
could  not  sleep  nor  play  for  the  colours  in  the 
hall,*  ought  to  be  free  from  receiving  a  blow  for 
ever. 

But  let  us  consider  what  is  truly  glorious  ac- 
cording to  the  author  1  have  to  day  quoted  in  the 
front  ot  my  paper. 

The  perfection  of  glory,  says  Tully,  consists  in 
these  three  particulars:  i  That  the  people  love  us; 
that  they  have  confidence  in  us;  that  being  affect- 
ed, with  a  certain  admiration  towards  us,  they 
think  we  deserve  honour.*  This  was  spoken  of 
greatness  in  the  commonwealth ;  but  if  one  were 
to  form  a  notion  of  consummate  glory  under  our 
constitution,  one  must  add  to  the  abovemention^ 
ed  felicities,  a  certain  necessary  inexistence,  and 
direlish  of  all  the  rest  without  the  prince's  fa- 

*  The  colours  taken  at  Blenheim  in  1704,  were  fixed  up 
in  Westminster-hall,  after  having  been  carried  in  procession 
through  the  city. 
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vour. — He  should,  methinks,  have  riches,  pow- 
er, honour,  command,  glory;  but  riches,  power, 
honour,  command  and  glory,  should  have  no 
charms,  but  as  accompanied  with  the  affection  of 
his  prince.  He  should,  methinks,  be  popular 
because  a  favourite,  arid  a  favourite  because  po- 
pular. Were  it  not  to  make  the  character  too 
imaginary,  I  would  give  him  sovereignty  over 
some  foreign  territory,  and  make  him  esteem 
that  an  empty  addition  without  the  kind  regards 
of  his  own  prince.  One  may  merely  have  an  idea 
of  a  man  tnus  composed  and  circumstantiated; 
and  if  he  were  so  made  for  power  without  a  ca- 
pacity of  giving  jealousy,  he  would  be  also  glo- 
rious without  possibility  of  receiving  disgrace. 
This  humility  and  this  importance  must  make 
his  glory  immortal. 

These  thoughts  are  apt  to  draw  me  beyond  the 
usual  length  of  this  paper;  but  if  I  could  suppose 
such  rhapsodies  coula  outlive  the  common  fate 
of  ordinary  things,  I  would  say  these  sketches 
and  faint  images  of  glory  were  drawn  in  August, 
1711,  when  John  Duke  of  Marlborough  made 
that  memorable  march*  wherein  he  took  the 
French  lines  without  bloodshed. 

STEELE.  T. 


*  Related  in  Kane's  Memoiip. 


1 


160  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  140. 


No.  140.    FRIDAY,  AUGUST  10. 

JLramum  nunc  hue  celerem,  nunc  dividit  ittuc. 

Viae.  JEir. 

This  way  and  that  he  turns  his  anxious  mind.    Dbtssit. 

When  1  acquaint  my  reader,  that  I  have  many 
other  letters  not  yet  acknowledged,  1  believe  he 
will  own,  what  1  have  a  mind  he  should  believe, 
that  1  have  no  small  charge  upon  me,  but  am  a 
person  of  some  consequence  in  this  world.  1  shall 
therefore  employ  the  present  hour  only  in  read- 
ing petitions,  in  the  order  as  follows. 

'  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

' 1  have  lost  so  much  time  already,  that  1  de- 
sire, upon  the  receipt  hereof,  you  will  sit  down 
immediately  and  give  me  your  answer.  1  would 
know  of  you  whether  a  pretender  of  mine  really 
loves  me.  As  well  as  1  can,  I  will  describe  his 
manners.  When  he  sees  me,  he  is  always  talk- 
ing of  constancy,  but  vouchsafes  to  visit  me  but 
once  a  fortnight,  and  then  is  always  in  haste  to 
be  gone.  Wnen  I  am  sick,  1  hear,  he  says,  he 
is  mightily  concerned,  but  neither  comes  nor 
sends,  because,  as  he  tells  his  acquaintance  with 
a  sigh,  he  does  not  care  to  let  me  know  all  the 
power  1  have  over  him,  and  how  impossible  it  is 
for  him  to  live  without  me.  When  he  leaves  the 
town,  he  writes  once  in  six  weeks,  desires  to 
hear  from  me,  complains  of  the  torments  of  ab- 
sence, speaks  of  flames,  tortures,  languishings, 
and  ecstacies.  He  has  the  cant  of  an  impatient 
Jover,  but  keeps  the  pace  of  a  lukewarm  one. 
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You  know  I  must  not  go  faster  than  he  does;  and 
to  move  at  this  rate  is  as  tedious  as  cbunting  a 
great  clock.  But  you  are  to  know  he  is  rich;  and 
my  mother  says,  as  he  is  slow  he  is  sure:  he  will 
love  me  long  if  he  loves  me  little:  but  1  appeal 
to  you  whether  he  loves  at  all. 

'  Your  neglected  humble  servant, 

*Lydia  Novel. ' 

*A11  these  fellows  #ho  have  money  are  ex- 
tremely saucy  and  cold.  Pray,  Sir,  tell  them 
of  it.' 

*MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'I  have  been  delighted  with  nothing  more, 
through  the  whole  course  of  your  writings,  than 
the  substantial  accounts  you  lately  gave  of  wit; 
and  1  could  wish  you  would  take  some  other  op- 
portunity to  express  further  the  corrupt  taste  the 
age  has  run  into;  which  I  am  chiefly  apt  to  attri- 
bute to  the  prevalency  of  a  few  popular  authors, 
whose  merit  in  some  respects  has  given  a  sanc- 
tion to  their  faults  in  others.  Thus  the  imitators 
of  Milton  seem  to  place  all  the  excellency  of  that 
sort  of  writing  eitner  in  the  uncouth  or  antique 
words,  or  something  else  which  was  highly  vi- 
cious, though  pardonable,  in  that  great  man. 
The  admirers  of  what  we  call  point,  or  turn, 
look  upon  it  as  the  particular  happiness  to  which 
Cowley,  Ovid,  and  others,  owe  their  reputation; 
and  therefore  imitate  them  only  in  such  in- 
stances: what  is  just,  proper,  and  natural,  does 
not  seem  to  be  the  question  with  them,  but  by 
what  means  a  quaint  antithesis  may  be  brought 

about,  how  one  word  may  be  made  to  \ooV  Vwo 
Vol,  UL— 11 
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ways,  and  what  will  be  the  consequence  of  a  forc- 
ed allusion.  Now,  though  such  authors  appear 
to  me  to  resemble  those  who  make  themselves 
fine,  instead  of  being  well  dressed  or  graceful; 
yet  the  mischief  is,  that  these  beauties  in  them, 
which  I  call  blemishes,  are  thought  to  proceed 
from  luxuriance  of  fancy  and  overflowing  of  good 
sense:  in  one  word,  they  have  the  character  of 
being  too  witty;  but  if  you  would  acquaint  the 
world  they  are  not  witty  at  all,  you  would,  among 
many  others,  oblige,  Sir, 

*  Your  most  benevolent  reader, 

<  R.  D.' 

<  SIR, 

*  I  am  a  young  woman,  and  reckoned  pretty; 
therefore  you  will  pardon  me  that  I  trouble  you 
to  decide  a  wager  between  me  and  a  cousin  of 
mine,  who  is  always  contradicting  one  because 
he  understands  Latin.  Pray,  Sir,  is  dimple  spelt 
with  a  single  or  a  double  p?    I  am,  Sir, 

( Your  very  humble  servant, 

'  BETTY  SAUNTER.' 

*  Pray,  Sir,  direct  thus,  To  the  hind  Querist; 
and  leave  it  at  Mr.  Lillie's;  for  1  do  not  care  to 
be  known  in  the  thing  at  all.  1  am,  Sir,  again 
your  humble  servant. ' 

'  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

<  I  must  needs  tell  you  there  are  several  of  your 
papers  I  do  not  much  like.  You  are  often  so  nice 
there  is  no  enduring  you,  and  so  learned  there  is 
no  understanding  you.  What  have  you  to  do  with 
our  petticoats?  Your  humble  servant, 

'PARTHENOPE.' 
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'MB.  SPECTATOR, 

'  Last  night,  as  I  was  walking  in  the  Park,  1 
met  a  couple  of  friends.  Pr'ythee,  Jack,  says  one 
of  them,  let  us  go  drink  a  glass  of  wine,  for  I  am 
fit  for  nothing  else.  This  put  me  upon  reflecting 
on  the  many  miscarriages  which  happen  in  con- 
versations over  wine,  when  men  go  to  the  bottle 
to  remove  such  humours  as  it  only  stirs  up  and 
awakens.  This  1  could  not  attribute  more  to  any 
thing  than  to  the  humour  of  putting  company 
upon  others  which  men  do  not  like  themselves. 
Pray,  sir,  declare  in  your  papers,  that  he  who  is 
a  troublesome  companion  to  himself,  will  not  be 
an  agreeable  one  to  others.  Let  people  reason 
themselves  into  good  humour,  before  they  im 
pose  themselves  upon  their  friends.  Pray,  sir, 
te  as  eloquent  as  you  can  upon  this  subject;  and 
do  human  life  so  much  good  as  to  argue  power- 
fully, that  it  is  not  every  one  that  can  swallow, 
who  is  fit  to  drink  a  glass  of  wine. 

'  Your  most  humble  servant.  * 

' SIR> 

*  I  this  morning  cast  my  eye  upon  your  paper 

concerning  the  expense  of  time.  You  are  very 
obliging  to  the  women,  especially  to  those  who  are 
not  young  and  past  gallantry,  by  touching  so 
gently  upon  gaming;  therefore  I  hope  you  do  not 
think  it  wrong  to  employ  a  little  leisure  time  in 
that  diversion;  but  I  should  be  glad  to  hear  you 
say  something  upon  the  behaviour  of  some  of  the 
female  gamesters. 

f  1  have  observed  ladies,  who  in  all  other  re- 
spects are  gentle,  good-humoured,  and  the  very 
pinks  of  good  breeding;  who,  as  soon  as  the  ora- 
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bre-table  is  called  for,  and  set  down  to  their  busi- 
ness, are  immediately  transmigrated  into  the 
veriest  wasps  in  nature. 

*  You  must  know  I  keep  my  temper,  and  win 
their  money,  but  am  out  of  countenance  to  take 
it,  it  makes  them  so  very  uneasy.  Be  pleased, 
dear  sir,  to  instruct  them  to  lose  with  a  better 
grace,  and  you  will  oblige  your's 

'RACHEL  BASTQ.' 
*MR.  SPECTATOR, 

4  Your  kindness  to  Leonora,  in  one  of  your  pa 
pers,  (See  No.  92)  has  given  me  encouragement 
to  do  myself  the  honour  of  writing  to  you.  The 
great  regard  you  have  so  often  expressed  for  the 
instruction  and  improvement  of  our  sex,  will,  1 
hope,  in  your  own  opinion,  sufficiently  excuse  me 
from  making  any  apology  for  the  impertinence 
of  this  letter. — The  great  desire  I  have  to  embel- 
lish my  mind  with  some  of  those  graces  which 
you  say  are  so  becoming,  and  which  you  assert 
reading  helps  us  to,  has  made  me  uneasy  till  I  am 
put  in  a  capacity  of  attaining  them:  this,  sir,  I 
shall  never  think  myself  in,  till  you  shall  be 
pleased  to  recommend  some  author  or  authors  to 
my  perusal. 

6 1  thought,  indeed,  when  1  first  cast  my  eye 
on  Leonora's  letter,  that  I  should  have  had  no  oc- 
casion for  requesting  it  of  you;  but,  to  my  very 
great  concern,  1  found  on  the  perusal  ot  that  Spec- 
tator, I  was  entirely  disappointed,  and  am  as  much 
at  a  loss  how  to  make  use  of  my  time  for  that  end 
as  ever.  Pray,  Sir,  oblige  me  at  least  with  one 
scene,  as  you  were  pleased  to  entertain  Leonora 
with  your  prologue.     1  write  to  you  not  only  my 
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own  sentiments,  but  also  those  of  several  others 
of  my  acquaintance,  who  are" as  little  pleased  with 
the  ordinary  manner  of  spending  one's  time  as 
myself:  and  if  a  fervent  desire  after  knowledge, 
and  a  great  sense  of  our  present  ignorance,  may 
be  thought  a  good  presage  and  earnest  of  improve- 
ment, you  may  look  upon  your  time  you  shall 
bestow  in  answering  this  request  not  thrown  away 
to  no  purpose.  And  I  can  not  hut  add,  that  un- 
less you  have  a  particular  and  more  than  ordina- 
ry regard  for  Leonora,  1  have  a  better  title  to 
your  favour  than  she;  since  I  do  not  content  my- 
self with  a  tea-table  reading  of  your  papers,  but 
it  is  my  entertainment  very  often  when  alone  in 
my  closet.  To  show  you  I  am  capable  of  im 
provement,  and  hate  flattery,  I  acknowledge  I  do 
not  like  some  of  your  papers;  but  even  there  1 
am  readier  to  call  in  question  my  own  shallow  un- 
derstanding than  Mr.  Spectator's  profound  judg- 
ment. I  am,  sir,  your  already  (and  in  hopes  of 
being  more  your)  obliged  servant, 

PARTHENIA.* 

This  last  letter  is  written  with  so  urgent  and 
serious  an  air,  that  1  can  not  but  think  it  incum- 
bent upon  me  to  comply  with  her  commands, 
which  I  shall  do  very  suddenly. t 

STEELE.  T. 


•  Miss  Shepheard,  a  sister  of  Mrs.  Perry.  See  No  92, 
and  163. 

+  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  this  promise  never  was  ful- 
filled. 
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No.  141.    SATURDAY,  AUGUST  11. 

•Migrant  ab  aure  vohipias 


Omnis Hob.  Ep. 

Pleasure  no  more  arises  from  the  ear. 

In  the  present  emptiness  of  the  town*  I  have 
several  applications  from  the  lower  part  of  the 
players,  to  admit  suffering  to  pass  tor  acting. 
They,  in  very  obliging  terms,  desire  me  to  let  a 
fall  on  the  ground,  a  stumble,  or  a  good  slap  on 
the  back,  be  reckoned  a  jest.  These  gambols  I 
shall  tolerate  for  a  season,  because  1  hope  the  evil 
can  not  continue  longer  than  till  the  people  of 
condition  and  taste  return  to  town.  The  method, 
some  time  ago,  was  to  entertain  that  part  of  the 
audience  who  have  no  faculty  above  eye-sight, 
with  rope-dancers  and  tumblers;  which  was  a 
way  discreet  enough,  because  it  prevented  con- 
fusion, and  distinguished  such  as  could  show  all 
the  postures  which  the  body  is  capable  of,  from 
those  who  were  to  represent  all  the  passions  to 
which  the  mind  is  subject.  But  though  this  was 
prudently  settled,  corporeal  and  intellectual  ac- 
tors ought  to  be  kept  at  a  still  wider  distance 
than  to  appear  on  the  same  stage  at  all ;  for  which 
reason,  1  must  suppose  some  methods  for  the  in> 
provement  of  the  Bear-garden,  by  dismissing  all 
bodily  actors  to  that  quarter. 

In  cases  of  greater  moment,  where  men  appear 
in  public,  the  consequence  and  importance  of  the 
thing  can  bear  them  out.  And  though  a  pleader 
or  preacher  is  hoarse  or  awkward,  the  weight  of 
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their  matter  commands  respect  and  attention: 
but  in  theatrical  speaking,  if  the  performer  is  not 
exactly  proper  and  graceful,  he  is  utterly  ridicu- 
,  lous.  In  cases  where  there  is  little  else  expected 
but  the  pleasure  of  the  ears  and  eyes,  the  least 
diminution  of  that  pleasure  is  the  highest  offence. 
In  acting,  barely  to  perform  the  port,  is  not  com- 
mendable, but  to  be  the  least  out  is  contemptible. 
To  avoid  these  difficulties  and  delicacies,  I  am 
informed,  that  while  I  was  out  of  town,  the  ac- 
tors have  flown  in  the  air,  and  played  such  pranks 
and  run  such  hazards,  that  none  but  the  servants 
of  the  fire-office,  tilers,  and  masons,  could  have 
been  able  to  perform  the  like.*1  The  author  of 
the  following  letter,  it  seems,  has  been  of  the  au- 
dience at  one  of  these  entertainments,  and  has  ac- 
cordingly complained  to  me  upon  it;  but  1  think 
he  has  oeen  to  the  utmost  degree  severe  against 
what  is  exceptionable  in  the  play  he  mentions, 
without  dwelling  so  much  as-he  might  have  done 
on  the  author's  most  excellent  talent  of  humour. 
The  pleasant  pictures  he  has  drawn  of  life  should 
have  been  more  kindly  mentioned,  at  the  same 
time  that  he  banishes  his  witches,  who  are  too 
dull  devils  to  be  attacked  with  so  much  warmth. 

(MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  Upon  a  report  that  Moll  White  had  followed 
you  to  town,  and  was  to  act  a  part  in  the  Lanca- 

*  An  allusion  to  ShadwelPs  comedy  of  '  The  Lancashire 
Witches!'  in  which  we  find  such  stage  directions  as  the  fol- 
lowing.— *  One  of  the  witches  JUes  away  with  the  candle 
and  lanthom;  Mother  Demdike  sets  Clod  upon  the  top  of  a 
tree,  and  they  vXifty  away  laughing.'—*  Their  brooms  aU 
march  off  and  fetch  bottles.' 
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shire  Witches,  I  went  last  week  to  see  that  play. 
It  was  my  fortune  to  sit  next  to  a  countryjustice 
of  the  peace,  a  neighbour,  as  he  said,  of  Sir  Ro- 
ger's, who  pretended  to  show  her  to  us  in  one  of 
the  dances.  There  was  witchcraft  enough  in  the 
entertainment  almost  to  incline  me  to  believe 
him:  Ben  Jonson*  was  almost  lamed;  young  Bul- 
lock* narrowly  saved  his  neck;  the  audience  was 
astonished;  and  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine,  a 
person  of  worth,  whom  1  would  have  bowed  to 
in  the  pit,  at  two  yards  distance  did  not  know  me. 

1  If  you  were  what  the  country  people  reported 
you,  a  white  witch,  I  could  have  wished  vou  had 
been  there  to  have  exorcised  that  rabble  of  broom- 
sticks with  which  we  were  haunted  for  above 
three  hours.  1  could  have  allowed  them  to  set 
Clod  in  the  tree,  to  have  scared  the  sportsmen, 
plagued  the  justice,  and  employed  honest  Teague 
with  his  holy  water,  t  This  was  the  proper  use 
of  them  in  comedy,  if  the  author  had  stopped 
here;  but  1  can  not  conceive  what  relation  the  sa- 
crifice of  the  black  lamb,  and  the  ceremonies  of 
their  worship  to  the  devil,t  have  to  the  business 
of  mirth  and  humour. 

'  The  gentleman  who  writ  this  play,  and  has 
drawn  some  characters  in  it  very  justly,  appears 
to  have  been  misled  in  his  witchcraft  by  an  un- 
wary following  the  inimitable  Shakspeare.  The 
incantations  in  Macbeth  have  a  solemnity  admira- 
bly adapted  to  the  occasion  of  that  tragedy,  and 
fill  the  mind  with  a  suitable  horror;  besides  that 
the  witches  are  part  of  the  story  itself,  as  we  find 

*  The  names  of  two  of  the  actors. 
t  Different  incident*  in  the  play  of  the  Lancashire 
Witches. 
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it  very  particularly  related  in  Hector  Boetius, 
from  whom  he  seems  to  have  taken  it.  This, 
therefore,  is  a  proper  machine  where  the  business 
is  dark,  horrid,  and  bloody;  but  is  extremely 
foreign  from  the  affair  of  comedy.  Subjects  of 
this  kind,  which  are  in  themselves  disagreeable, 
can  at  no  time  become  entertaining,  but  by  pass- 
ing through  an  imagination  like  Snakspeare's  to 
form  them;  for  which  reason  Mr.  Dry den  would 
not  allow  even  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  capable 
of  imitating  him. 

'But  Shakspeare's  magic  could  not  copied  be; 
Within  that  circle  none  durst  walk  but  he.' 

'1  should  not,  however,  have  troubled  you 
with  these  remarks,  if  there  were  not  something 
else  in  this  comedy  which  wants  to  be  exorcised 
more  than  the  witches:  I  mean  the  freedom  of 
some  passages,  which  I  should  have  overlooked, 
if  I  had  not  observed  that,  those  jests  can  raise  the 
loudest  mirth,  though  they  are  painful  to  right 
sense,  and  an  outrage  upon  modesty. 

*  We  must  attribute  such  liberties  to  the  taste 
of  that  age;  but  indeed  by  such  representations  a 
poet  sacrifices  the  best  part  of  his  audience  to  the 
worst;  and,  as  one  would  think,  neglects  the 
boxes  to  write  to  the  orange-wenches. 

*  I  must  not  conclude  till  1  have  taken  notice 
of  the  moral  with  which  this  comedy  ends.  The 
two  young  ladies  having  given  a  notable  example 
of  outwitting  those  who  nad  a  right  in  the  dis- 
posal of  them,  and  marrying  without  consent  of 
parents,  one  of  the  injured  parties,  who  is  easilv 
reconciled  winds  up  all  with  this  remark, 


I 
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*  — —  Design  whaie'er  we  will, 
There  is  a  fate  which  overrrules  us  still.' 

'  We  are  to  suppose  that  the  gallants  are  men 
of  merit;  but  if  they  had  been  rakes,  the  excuse 
might  have  served  as  well.  Hans  Carvel's  wife 
was  of  the  same  principle,  but  has  expressed  it 
with  a  delicacy  wnich  snows  she  is  not  serious  in 
her  excuse,  but  in  a  sort  of  humorous  philosophy 
turns  off  the  thought  of  her  guilt,  and  says, 

*  That  if  weak  women  go  astray, 
Their  stars  are  more  in  fault  than  they.' 

i  This,  no  doubt,  is  a  full  reparation,  and  dis- 
misses the  audience  with  very  edifying  impres- 
sions. 

6  These  things  fall  under  a  province  you  have 
partly  pursued  already,  and  therefore  demands 
your  animadversion  for  the  regulating  $o  noble 
an  entertainment  as  that  of  the  stage.  It  were  to 
be  wished,  that  all  who  write  tor  it  hereafter 
would  raise  their  cenius,  by  the  ambition  of 
pleasing  people  of  the  best  understanding;  and 
leave  others  who  show  nothing  of  the  human 
species  but  risibility,  to  seek  their  diversion  at 
the  Bear-garden,  or  some  other  privileged  place, 
where  reason  and  gpod  manners  have  no  right  to 
disturb  them. 

•August  8. 1711.  «  I  am,  #c.' 

steele. — The  letter  by  hughes.  T. 
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No.  142.    MONDAY,  AUGUST  13. 

Irrupta  tenet  tOpuk^-        Him.  on. 

They  equal  move 

In  an  unbroken  yoke  of  faithful  love.     Glan  vims. 

The  following  letters  being  genuine,  and  the 
images  of  a  worthy  passion,  1  am  willing  to  give 
the  old  lady's  admonition  to  myself,  and  the  re- 
presentation of  her  own  happiness,  a  place  in  my' 
writings.. 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR,  August  9 j  1711. 

1 1  am  now  in  the  sixty-seventh  year  of  my 
age,  and  read  you  with  approbation;  but  methinks 
you  do  not  strike  at  the  root  of  the  greatest  evil 
in  life,  which  is  the  false  notion  of  gallantry  in 
love.  It  is,  and  has  long  been,  upon  a  very  ill 
foot ;  but  1  who  have  been  a  wife  forty  years*  and 
was  bred  in  a  way  that  has  made  me  ever  since 
very  happy,  see  through  the  folly  of  it;  In  a 
word,  sir,  when  I  was  a  yoiing  woman,  all  who 
avoided  the  vices  of  the  age  were  very  carefully 
educated,  and  all  fantastical  objects  were  turned 
out  of  our  sight.  The  tapestry  hangings,  with  the 
great  and  venerable  simplicity  of  the  scripture 
stories,  had  better  effects  than  now  the  loves  of 
Venus  and  Adonis*  or  Bacchus  and  Ariadne,  in 
your  fine  present  prints.  The  gentleman  I  am 
married  to  made  love  to  me  iri  rapture;  but  his 
Was  the  rapture  of  a  Christian  and  a  man  of  hon<- 
our,  not  a  romantic  hero*  or  a  whming  coxcomb: 
this  put  our  life  upon  a  right  basis.     To  gtofc  'jw 
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an  idea  of  our  regard  one  to  another,  1  enclose  to 
you  several  of  his  letters,  writ  forty  years  ago, 
when  my  lover;  and  one  writ  the  other  day,  af- 
ter so  many  years  cohabitation. 

i  Your  servant, 

i  ANDROMACHE. ' 
1  MADAM,  JlugUSt  7,  1671. 

i  If  my  vigilance  and  ten  thousand  wishes  for 
your  welfare  and  repose,  could  have  any  force, 
you  last  night  slept  in  security,  and  had  every 
good  angel  in  your  attendance.  To  have  my 
thoughts  ever  fixed  on  you,  to  live  in.  constant 
fear  of  every  accident  to  which  human  life  is  lia- 
ble, and  to  send  up  my  hourly  prayers  to  avert 
them  from  you;  I  say,  madam,  thus  to  think,  and 
thus  to  suffer,  is  what  I  do  for  her  who  is  in  pain 
at  my  approach,  and  calls  all  my  tender  sorrow 
impertinence.  You  are  noW  before  my  eyes, 
my  eyes  that  are  ready  to  flow  with  tenderness, 
but  can  not  give  relief  to  my  gushing  heart,  that 
dictates  what  1  am  now  saying,  and  yearns  to 
tell  you  all  its  achings.  How  art  thou,  oh  my 
soul,  stolen  from  thyself!  How  is  all  thy  atten- 
tion broken!  My  books  are  blank  paper,  and 
my  friends  intruders.  1  have  no  hope  of  quiet 
but  from  your  pity.  To  grant  it,  would  make 
more  for  your  triumph;  to  give  pain  is  the  ty- 
ranny, to  make  happy  the  true  empire  of  beauty. 
If  you  would  consider  aright,  you  would  find  an 
agreeable  change  in  dismissing  the  attendance  of 
a  slave,  to  receive  the  complaisance  of  a  com- 
panion. I  bear  the  former  in  hopes  of  the  latter 
condition:  as  I  live  in  chains  without  murmur- 
ing at  the  power  which  inflicts  them,  so  1  could 
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enjoy^  freedom  without  forgetting  tke  mercy  that 
gave  it.        Madam,  I  am, 

<  Your  mo^t  devoted, 

'Most  obedient  servant. ' 

f  Though  I  made  him  no  declarations  in  his  fa* 
rour,  you  see  he  had  hotoes  of  me  When  he  writ 
this  in  the  month  following. 

1  madam,  /September  3*  1671. 

*  Beforfe  the  light  this  morning  dawnfed  upon 
the  earth,  I  awaked,  and  lay  in  expectation  of  it* 
return j  not  that  it  could  give  any  hew  sense  of 
joy  to  me,  but  as  I  hoped  it  would  bless  you  with 
its  cheerful  face,  after  a  quiet  which  1  wished 
you  last  night.  If  my  prayers  site  heard,  the 
day  appeared  with  all  the  influence  of  a  merciful 
Creator  upon  your  person  and  actions.  Let 
others,  my  lovely  charmer,  talk  of  a  blind  being 
that  disposes  their  hearts;  I  contemn  their  low 
images  of  love.  1  have  not  a  thought  Which  re- 
lates to  you  that  1  can  not  with  confidence  be- 
seech the  all-seeing  Power  to  bless  me  in.  May 
He  direct  you  in  all  your  steps,  and  reward  your 
innocence,  your  sanctity  of  manners,  your  pru- 
dent youth  and  becoming  piety,  with  the  con- 
tinuance of  His  grace  and  protection.  This  is  an 
unusual  language  to  ladies;  but  you  have  a  mind 
elevated  above  the  giddy  notions  of  a  sex  ensnar- 
ed by  flattery,  and  misled  by  a  false  and  short 
adoration  intp  a  solid  and  long  contempt.  Beau- 
ty, my  fairesv  creature,  palls  in  the  possession, 
but  I  love  also  your  mind;  your  soul  is  as  dear 
to  me  as  my  own;  and  if  the  advantages  of  a  libe- 
ral  education,  some  knowledge,  and  as  mieh 
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contempt  of  the  world,  joined  with  the  endea- 
vours towards  a  life  of  strict  virtue  and  religion, 
can  qualify  me  to  raise  new  ideas  in  a  breast  so 
well  disposed  as  yours  is,  our  days  will  pass  away 
with  joy;  and  old  age,  instead  of  introducing  me- 
lancholy prospects  of  decay,  gives  us  hope  0/ 
eternal  youth  in  a  better  life.  1  have  but  few 
minutes  from  the  duty  of  my  employment  to 
write  in,  and  without  time  to  read  over  what  I 
have  writ;  therefore  beseech  you  to  pardon  the 
first  hints  of  my  mind,  which  1  have  expressed 
in  so  little  order. 
i  I  am,  dearest  creature,  your  most  obedient, 

i  Most  devoted  servant' 

6  The  two  next  were  written  after  the  day  for 
our  marriage  was  fixed.' 

*  madam,  September  25,  1671. 

'  It  is  the  hardest  thing  in  the  world  to  be  in 
love,  and  yet  attend  business.  As  for  me,  all  that 
speak  to  me  find  me  out,  and  I  must  lock  myself 
up  or  other  people  will  do  it  for  me.  A  gentle- 
man asked  me  this  morning  what  news  from  Hol- 
land, and  I  answered,  she's  exquisitely  hand- 
some. Another  desired  to  know  when  I  had 
been  last  at  Windsor;  I  replied,  she  designs  to 
go  with  me.  Pr'ythee  allow  me  at  least  to  kiss 
your  hand  before  the  appointed  day,  that  my  . 
mind  may  be  in  some  composure.  Methinks  1 
could  write  a  volume  to  you,  but  all  the  lan- 
guage on  earth  would  fail  in  saying  now  much, 
and  with  what  disinterested  passion,  I  am  ever 
your's.' 
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September y  30, 1671. 
*  dear  creature,        Seven  in  the  morning. 

6  Next  to  the  influence  of  heaven,  I  am  to  thank 
you  that  1  see  the  returning  day  with  pleasure. 
To  pass  my  evenings  in  so  sweet  a  conversation, 
and  have  the  esteem  of  a  woman  of  your  merit, 
has  in  it  a  peculiarity  of  happiness  no  more  to  he 
expressed  than  returned.  But  I  am,  my  lovely 
creature,  contented  to  be  on  the  obliged  side,  and 
to  employ  all  my  days  in  new  endeavours  to  con- 
vince you,  and  all  the  world,  of  the  sense  I  have 
of  your  condescension  in  choosing, 

i  Madam,  you  most  faithful, 
6  most  obedient  humble  servant.' 

i  He  was  when  he  writ  the  following  letter  as 
agreeable  and  pleasant  a  man  as  any  in  England.' 

<  madam,  October  20,  1671. 

6 1  beg  pardon  that  my  paper  is  not  finer,  but  1 
am  forced  to  write  from  a  coffee-house  where  I 
am  attending  about  business.  There  is  a  dirty 
crowd  of  busy  faces  all  around  me  talking  of  mo- 
ney, while  all  my  ambition,  all  my  wealth,  is 
love:  love  which  animates  my  heart,  sweetens 
my  humour,  enlarges  my  soul,  and  affects  every 
action  of  my  life.  It  is  to  my  lovely  charmer  1 
owe  that  many  noble  ideas  are  continually  affixed 
to  my  words  and  actions:  it  is  the  natural  effect 
of  that  generous  passion  to  create  in  the  admirer 
some  similitude  of  the  object  admired.  Thus,  my 
dear,  am  I  every  day  to  improve  from  so  sweet  a 
companion.  Look  up,  my  fair  one,  to  that  heaven 
which  made  thee  such,  and  join  with  me  to  im- 
plore its  influence  on  our  tender  innocent  hours, 
and  beseech  the  Author  of  love  to  bless  the  rites 
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he  has  ordained,  and  mingle  with  our  happiness 
a  just  sense  of  our  transient  cohdit!dri>  and  a  re- 
signation to  His  will,  which  only  can  regulate 
dur  minds  to  a  steady  endeavour  to  please  Him 
and  each  other, 

'I  am,  forever,  your  faithful  servant. ' 

"I  will  not  trouble  you  with  more  letters  at 
this  time;  but  if  you  saw  the  poor  withered  hand 
which  sends  you  these  minutes*  I  am  sure  you 
would  smile  to  think  that  there  is  one  who  is  so 
gallant  as  to  speak  of  it  still  as  so  welcome  a  pre- 
sent, after  forty  years  possession  of  the  woman 
whom  he  writes  to. " 

'Madam,  June  23,  1711. 

6 1  heartily  beg  your  pardon  for  my  omission 
to  write  yesterday.  It  was  not  failure  of  my 
tender  regard  for  you :  but  having  been  very  mucn 
perplexed  in  my  thoughts  on  the  subject  of  my 
last,  made  me  determine  to  suspend  speaking  of 
it  till  I  came  myself.  But,  my  lovely  creature, 
know  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  age,  of  misfortune, 
or  any  other  accident  which  hangs  over  human 
life,  to  take  from  me  the  pleasing  esteem  I  have 
for  you,  or  the  memory  of  the  bright  figure  you 
appeared  in  when  you  gave  your  hand  and  heart 
to, 

<  Madam,  your  most  grateful  husband,  « 

i  and  obedient  servant.  '* 

STEELE.  T. 

#  These  letters  are  all  genuine,  and  were  sent  by  Steele 
to  Mrs.  Scurlock,  afterwards  Lady  Steele. 
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No.  143.     TUESDAY,  AUGUST  14. 

Non  est  vivere  sed  vakre  vita.  Mart.  Epig, 

To  breathe,  is  not  to  live,  but  to  be  well. 

It  is  an  unreasonable  thing  some  men  expect  of 
their  acquaintance.     They  are  ever  complaining 
that  they  are  out  of  order,  or  displeased,  or  they 
know  not  how;  and  are  so  far  from  letting  that 
be  a  reason  for  retiring  to  their  own  homes,  that 
they  make  it  their  argument  for  coming  into  com- 
pany.   What  has  any  body  to  do  with  accounts 
of  a  man's  being  indisposed  but  his  physician?  If 
a  man  laments  in  company,  where  the  rest  are 
in  humour  to  enjoy  themselves,  he  should  not 
take  it  ill  if  a  servant  is  ordered  to  present  him 
with  a  porringer  of  caudle  or  posset-drink,  by 
way  of  admonition  that  he  go  home  to  bed.  That 
part  of  life  which  we  ordinarily  understand  by 
the  word  conversation,  is  an  indulgence  to  the 
sociable  part  of  our  make;  and  should  incline  us 
to  bring  our  proportion  of  good-will  or  good-hu- 
mour among  the  friends  we  meet  with,  and  not 
to  trouble  them  with  relations  which  must  of  ne- 
cessity oblige  them  to  a  real  or  feigned  affliction. 
Cares,  distresses,  diseases,  uneasiness,  and  dis- 
likes of  our  own,  are  by  no  means  to  be  obtruded 
upon  our  friends.    If  we  would  consider  how  lit- 
tle of  this  vicissitude  of  motion  and  rest,  which 
we  call  life,  is  spent  with  satisfaction,  we  should 
be  more  tender  of  our  friends,  than  to  bring  them 
little  sorrows  which  do  not  belong  to  them. 
There  is  no  real  life  but  cheerful  life;  therefore 

valetudinarians  should  be  sworn  before  they  en- 
Vol.  III.— 12 
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ter  into  company,  not  to  say  a  word  of  themselves 
till  the  meeting  breaks  up.  It  is  not  here  pre- 
tended that  we  should  oe  always  sitting  with 
chaplets  of  flowers  round  our  heads,  or  be  crown- 
ed with  roses,  in  order  to  make  our  entertainment 
agreeable  to  us;  but  if  (as  it  is  usually  observed) 
they  who  resolve  to  be  merry  seldom  are  so,  it 
will  be  much  more  unlikely  for  us  to  be  well 
pleased,  if  they  are  admitted  who  are!  always 
complaining  they  are  sad.  Whatever  we  do,  we 
should  keep  up  the  cheerfulness  of  our  spirits, 
-  and  never  let  them  sink  below  an  inclination  at 
least  to  be  well  pleased;  the  way  to  this,  is  to 
keep  our  bodies  in  exercise,  our  minds  at  ease. 
That  insipid  state  wherein  neither  are  in  vigour 
is  not  to  be  accounted  any  part  of  our  portion  of 
being.  When  we  are  in  trie  satisfaction  of  some 
innocent  pleasure,  or  pursuit  of  some  laudable 
design,  we  are  in  the  possession  of  life,  of  human 
life.  Fortune  will  give  usdisappointmentsenough, 
and  nature  is  attended  with  infirmities  enough, 
without  our  adding  to  the  unhappy  side  of  our 
account  by  our  spleen  or  ill-humour.  Poor  Cotti- 
lus,  among  so  many  real  evils,  a  chronical  distem- 
per and  a  narrow  fortune,  is  never  heard  to  com- 
plain:  that  equal  spirit  of  his,  which  any  man  may 
have,  that  like  him  will  conquer  pride,  vanity,  and 
affectation,  and  follow  nature,  is  not  to  be  broken, 
because  it  has  no.  points  to  contend  for.  To  be 
anxious  for  nothing  but  what  nature  demands  as 
necessary,  if  it  is  not  the  way  to  an  estate,  is  the 
way  to  what  men  aim  at  by  getting  an  estate. 
This  temper  will  preserve  health  in  the  body  as 
well  as  tranquillity  in  the  mind.  Cottiltis  sees  the 
world  in  a  hurry,  with  the  same  scorn  that  a  so- 
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ber  person  sees  a  man  drunk.  Had  he  been  con- 
tented with  what  he  ought  to  have  been,  how 
could,  says  he,  such  a  one  have  met  with  such  a 
disappointment?  If  another  had  valued  his  mis- 
tress For  what  he  ought  to  have  loved  her,  he  had 
not  been  in  her  power:  if  her  virtue  had  had  a 
part  of  bifr  passion,  her  levity  had  been  his  cure: 
she  could  not  then  have  been  false  and  amiable 
at  the  same  time. 

Since  we  can  not  promise  ourselves  constant 
health,  let  us  endeavour  at  such  a  temper  as  may 
be  our  best  support  in  the  decay  of  it.  Uranius  has 
arriyed  at  that  composure  of  soul,  and  wrought 
himself  up  to  such  a  neglect  of  every  thing  with 
which  the  generality  of  mankind  is  enchanted, 
that  nothing  but  acute  pains  can  give  him  disturb- 
ance; and  against  those  too,  he  will  tell  his  inti- 
mate friends,  he  has  a  secret  which  gives  him 
pres&nt  ease.  Uranius  is  so  thoroughly  persuad- 
ed of  another  life,  and  endeavours  so  sincerely  to 
secure  an  interest  in  it,  that  he  looks  upon  pain 
but  as  a  quickening  of  his  pace  to  a  home,  where 
he  shall  be  better  provided  for  than  in  his  present 
apartment.  Instead  of  the  melancholy  views 
which  others  are  apt  to  give  themselves,  he  will 
tell  you  that  he  has  forgot  he  is  mortal,  nor  will 
he  think  of  himself  as  such.  He  thinks  at  the 
time  of  his  birth  he  entered  into  an  eternal  being; 
and  the  short  article  of  death  he  will  not  allow  an 
interruption  of  life;  since  that  moment  is  not  of 
half  the  duration  as  is  his  ordinary  sleep.  Thus 
is  his  being  one  uniform  and  consistent  series  of 
cheerful  diversions  a*ul  moderate  cares,  without 
fear  or  hope  of  futurity.    Health  to  him  is  more 
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than  pleasure  to  another  man,  and  sickness  less 
affecting  to  him  than  indisposition  is  to  others. 

1  must  confess,  if  one  does  not  regard  life  after 
this  manner,  none  but  idiots  can  pass  it  away 
with  any  tolerable  patience.  Take  a  fine  lady 
who  is  of  a  delicate  frame;  and  you  may  observe 
from  the  hour  she  rises  a  certain  weariness  of  all 
that  passes  about  her.  I  know  more  than  one 
who  is  much  too  nice  to  be  quite  alive.  They 
are  sick  of  such  strange  frightful  people  that  they 
meet,  one  is  so  awkward,  and  another  is  so  dis- 
agreeable, that  it  looks  like  a  penance  to  breathe 
the  same  air  with  them.  You  see  this  is  so  very 
true,  that  a  great  part  of  ceremony  and  good- 
breeding  among  the  ladies  turns  upon  their  un- 
easiness; and  I'll  undertake,  if  the  no w-d'ye  ser- 
vants of  our  women  were  to  make  a  weekly  bill 
of  sickness,  as  the  parish-clerks  do  of  mortality, 
you  would  not  find  in  an  account  of  seven  days, 
one  in  thirty  that  was  not  downright  sick  or  in- 
disposed, or  but  a  very  little  better  than  she  was, 
and  so  forth. 

It  is  certain,  that  to  enjoy  life  and  health  as  a 
constant  feast,  we  should  not  think  pleasure  ne- 
cessary; but,  if  possible,  to  arrive  at  an  equality 
of  mind.  It  is  as  mean  to  be  overjoyed  upon  oc 
casions  of  good  fortune,  as  to  be  dejected  in  cir- 
cumstances of  distress.  Laughter  in  one  condi- 
tion is  as  unmanly  as  weeping  in  the  other.  We 
should  not  form  our  minds  to  expect  transport  on 
every  occasion,  but  know  how  to  make  it  enjoy- 
ment to  be  out  of  pain.  Ambition,  envy,  vagrant 
desire,  or  impertinent  mirth,  will  take  up  our 
minds,  without  we  can  possess  ourselves  in  that 
sobriety  of  heart  which  is  above  all  pleasures,  and 
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can  be  felt  much  better  than  described.  But  the 
ready  way,  1  believe,  to  the  rigftt  enjoyment  of 
life  is,  by  a  prospect  towards  another,  to  have  but 
a  very  mean  opinion  of  it  A  ereat  ^author*  of 
our  time  has  set  this  in  an  excellent  light,  when 
with  a  philosophic  pity  of  human  life,  he  spoke 
of  it  in  his  Theory  of  the  Earth  in  the  following 
manner. 

'For  what  is  this  life  but  a  circulation  of  little* 
mean  actions?  We  lie  down  and  rise  again,  dress 
and  undress,  feed  and  wax  hungry,  work  or  play, 
and  are  weary,  and  then  we  lie  down  again,  and 
the  circle  returns.  We  spend  the  day  in  trifles; 
and  when  the  night  comes,  we  throw  ourselves 
into  the  bed  of  fouy  amongst  dreams,  and  broken 
thoughts,  and  wild  imaginations.  Our  reason 
lies  asleep  by  us,  and  we  are  for  the  time  as  ai 
rant  brutes  as  those  that  sleep  in  the  stalls  or  in 
the  field.  Are  not  the  capacities  of  man  higher 
than  these?  And  ought  not  his  ambition  and  ex- 
pectations to  be  greater?  Let  us  be  adventurers 
for  another  world:  it  is  at  least  a  fair  and  noble 
chance;  and  there  is  nothing  in  this  worth  pur 
thoughts  or  our  passions.  If  we  should  be  dis- 
appointed, we  are  still  no  worse  than  the  rest  of 
our  fellow-mortals;  and  if  we  succeed  in, our  ex- 
pectations, we  are  eternally  happy.  * 

STEELE.  T. 

*  Dr.  Biuret,  master  of  the  Charter-house.    See  No. 
146. 
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No.  144.    WEDNESDAY,  AUGUST  15. 

—Noris  quam  clegans  formarum  spectator  riem. 

Tsb.  Euh. 

You  shall  see  how  nice  a  judge  of  beauty  I  am. 

Beauty  has  been  the  delight  and  torment  of 
the  world  ever  since  it  began.  The  philosophers 
have  felt  its  influence  so  sensibly,  that  almost 
every  one  of  them  has  left  us  some  saying  or 
other  which  intimated  that  he  too  well  knew  the 
power  of  it.  One*  has  told  us  that  a  graceful  per- 
son is  a  more  powerful  recommendation  than  the 
best  letter  that  can  be  writ  in  jour  favour.  Ano- 
thert  desires  the  possessor  of  it  to  consider  it  as  a 
mere  gift  of  nature,  and  not  any  perfection  of  his 
own.  A  thirdf  calls  it  a  short  lived  tyranny;  a 
fourth§  a  silent  fraud,  because  it  imposes  upon  us 
without  the  help  of  language;  but  I  think  Car- 
neades  spoke  as  much  like  a  philosopher  as  any 
of  them,  though  more  like  a  lover,  wnen  he  calls 
it  royalty  without  force.  It  is  not  indeed  to  be 
denied,  but  there  is  something  irresistible  in  a 
beauteous  form:  the  most  severe  will  not  pre- 
tend, that  they  do  not  feel  an  immediate  prepos- 
session in  favour  of  the  handsome.  No  one  de- 
nies them  the  privilege  of  being  first  heard,  and 
being  regarded  before  others  in  matters  of  ordi- 
nary consideration.  At  the  same  time,  the  hand- 
some should  consider  that  it  is  a  possession,  as  it 
were,  foreign  to  them.     No  one  can  give  it  him- 

•Aristotle,  f  Plato.  $  Socrates.  §  Theophrastus. 
These  apophthegms  are  taken  from  Diogenes  Laertiu* 
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self,  or  preserve  it  when  they  have  it.  Yet  so  it 
is,  that  people  can  bear  any  quality  in  the  world 
better  tnan  beauty.  It  is  the  consolation  of  all 
who  are  naturally  too  much  affected  with  the 
force  of  it,  that  a  little  attention,  if  a  man  can  at- 
tend with  judgment,  will  cure  them.  Handsome 
people  usually  are  so  fantastically  pleased  with 
themselves,  that  if  they  do  not  kill  at  first  sight, 
as  the  phrase  is,  a  second  interview  disarms 
them  of  all  their  power.  But  1  shall  make  this 
paper  rather  a  warning-piece  to  give  notice  where 
the  danger  is  than  to  propose  instructions  how 
to  avoid  it  when  you  have  fallen  in  the  way  of 
it  Handsome  men  shall  be  the  subject  of  another 
chapter,  the  women  shall  take  up  the  present 
discourse. 

Amaryllis,  who  has  been  in  town  but  one  win- 
ter, is  extremely  improved  wTith  the  arts  of  good- 
breeding  without  leaving  nature.  She  has  not 
lost  the  native  simplicity  of  her  aspect,  to  substi- 
tute that  patience  of  being  stared  at,  which  is 
the  usual  triumph  and  distinction  of  a  town  lady. 
In  public  assemblies  you  meet  her  careless  eye 
diverting  itself  with  the  objects  around  her,  in- 
sensible that  she  herself  is  one  of  the  brightest  in 
the  place. 

Dulcissa  is  quite  of  another  make;  she  is  al- 
most a  beauty  by  nature,  but  more  than  one  by 
art.  If  it  were  possible  for  her  to  let  her  fan  or 
any  limb  about  her  rest,  she  would  do  some  part 
of  the  execution  she  meditates;  but  though  she 
designs  herself  a  prey,  she  will  not  stay  to  be 
taken.  No  painter  can  pve  you  words  for  the 
different  aspects  of  Dulcissa  in  half  a  moment, 
wherever  she  appears;  so  little  does  she  accom- 
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plish  what  she  takes  so  much  pains  for,  to  Be  gay; 
and  careless. 

Merab  is  attended  with  all  the  charms  of  wo- 
man and  accomplishments  of  man.  It  is  not  to  be 
doubted  but  she  has  a  great  deal  of  wit,  if  she 
were  not  such  a  beauty:  and  she  would  have  more 
beauty  had  she  not  so  much  wit  Affectation 
prevents  her  excellencies  from  walking  together. 
If  she  has  a  mind  to  speak  such  a  thing,  it  must 
be  done  with  such  an  air  of  her  body;  and  if  she 
has  an  inclination  to  look  very  careless,  there  is 
such  a  smart  thing  to  be  said  at  the  same  time, 
that  the  design  of T>eing  admired  destroys  itself. 
Thus  the  unhappy  Merab,  though  a  wit  and  beau- 
ty, is  allowed  to  be  neither,  because  she  will  al- 
ways be  both. 

..  Albacinda  has  the  skill  as  well  as  power  of 
pleasing.  Her  form  is  majestic,  but  her  aspect 
humble.  All  good  men  should  beware  of  the 
destroyer.  She  will  speak  to  you  like  your  sis- 
ter till  she  has  you  sure;  but  is  the  most  vexa- 
tious of  tyrants  when  you  are  so.  He*  familiar- 
ity of  behaviour,  her  indifferent  auestions,  and 
general  conversation,  make  the  silly  part  of  her 
votaries  full  of  hopes,  while  the  wise  fly  from 
her  power.  She  well  knows  she  is  too  beautiful 
and  too  witty  to  be  indifferent  to  any  who  con- 
verse with  ner;  and  therefore  knows  she  does 
not  lessen  herself  by  familiarity^  but  gains  occa- 
sions of  admiration  by  seeming  ignorance  of  her 
perfections. 

Eudosia  adds  to  the  height  of  her  stature  a  no- 
bility of  spirit  which  still  distinguishes  her  above 
the  rest  or  her  sex.  Beauty  in  others  is  lovely, 
in  others  agreeable,  in  others  attractive:  but  in 
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Eadosia  it  is  commanding:  love  towards  Eudosia 
is  a  sentiment  like  the  love  of  glory.  The  lovers 
of  other  women  are  softened  into  fondness,  the 
admirers  of  Eudosia  exalted  into  ambition. 

Eucratia  presents  herself  to  the  imagination 
with  a  more  kindly  pleasure,  and  as  she  is  wo- 
man, her  praise  is  wholly  feminine.  If  we  were 
to  form  an  image  of  dignity  in  a  man,  we  should 
give  him  wisdom  and  valour,  as  being  essential 
to  the  character  of  manhood.  In  like  manner,  if 
you  describe  a  right  woman  in  a  laudable  sense, 
she  should  have  gentle  softness,  tender  fear,  and 
all  those  parts  oflife  which  distinguish  her  from 
►the  other  sex;  with  some  subordination  to  it,  but 
such  an  inferiority  that  makes  her  still  more  love- 
ly. Eucratia  is  that  creature;  she  is  all  over  wo- 
man; kindness  is  all  her  art,  and  beauty  all  her 
arms.  Her  look,  her  voice,  her  gesture,  and 
whole  behaviour,  is  truly  feminine.  A  goodness 
mixed  with  fear  give  a  tincture  to  all  her  beha- 
viour. It  would  be  savage  to  offend  her,  and  cru- 
elty to  use  art  to  gain  her.  Others  are  beautiful, 
but  Eucratia  thou  art  beauty! 

Omniamante  is  made  for  deceit;  she  has  an  as- 
pect as  innocent  as  the  famed  Lucrece,  but  a 
mind  as  wild  as  the  more  famed  Cleopatra.  Her 
face  speaks  a  vestal,  but  her  heart  a  Messalina. 
Who  that  beheld  Omniamante's  negligent  un- 
observing  air,  would  believe  that  she  hid  under 
that  regardless  manner  the  witty  prostitute,  the 
rapacious  wench,  the  prodigal  courtezan?  She 
can,  when  she  pleases,  adorn  those  eyes  with 
tears  like  an  infant  that  is  chid:  she  can  cast  down 
that  pretty  face  in  confusion,  while  you  rage  with 
jealousy,  and  storm  at  her  perfidiousness;  she  cax\ 


186  THIS  SPECTATOR.  No.  144/ 

rtipe  her  eyes,  tremble,  and  took  frighted)  tiff 
you  think  yourself  a  brute  for  your  rage,  e#n 
yourself  an  offender,  beg  pardon,  and  make  he* 
new  presents. 

But  1  go  too  far  in  reporting  only  the  dangers 
in  beholding  the  beauteous,  which!  dedigh  for' 
the  instruction  of  the  fair  as  well  as  their  behoW* 
ers;  and  shall  end  this  rhapsody  with  mentioning 
What  I  thought  was  well  enough  said  of  an  an- 
cient sage*  to  a  beautiful  youth  whom  he  sa* 
admiring  his  own  figure  in  brass.  '  What  (said 
the  philosopher)  could  tl^at  image  of  your's  say 
for  itself  if  it  could  speak?*  *  It  might  say,  an- 
swered the  youth,  'That  it  is  very  beautiful. r# 
€  And  are  you  not  ashamed  (replied  the  cytixt) 
to  value  yourself  upon  that  only  of  which  a  piece 
of  brass  is  capable?' 

STEELE.  T. 
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Stultitiam  patiuntur  opes Hon.  Ep. 

Their  folly  pleads  the  privilege  of  wealth. 

If  the  following  enormities  are  not  amended 
upon  the  first  mention*  I  desire  farther  notice 
from  my  correspondents. 

'mr.  spectator, 

i  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  discourse  the 
other  day  (see  No.  138)  upon  frivolous  dispu- 

*  Aittisthene* 
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taints,  who  with  great  warmth,  and  enumeration  of 
many  circumstances  and  authorities,  undertake 
to  prove  matters  which  nobody  living  denies.* 
You  can  not  employ  yourself  more  usenilly  than 
in  adjusting  the  laws  of  disputation  in  coffee-* 
houses  ana  accidental  companies,  as  well  as  in 
biore  formal  debates.  Among  many  other  things 
which  your  own  experience  must  suggest  to  yotty 
it  will  be  very  obliging  if  you  please  to  take  no* 
tice  of  wagerers.  I  will  not  here  repeat  what 
Hudibras  says  of  such  disputants,  which  is  so 
true,  that  it  is  almost  proverbial;*  but  shall  only 
acquaint  you  with  a  set  of  young  fellows  of  th!e 
Inns  of  Court,  whose  fathers  have  provided  for 
them  so  plentifully,  that  they  need  not  be  vetf^ 
anxious  to  get  law  into  their  heads  for  the  ser* 
vice  of  their  country  at  the  bar;  bat  are  of  those 
who  are  sent  (as  the  phrase  of  parents  is)  to  the 
Temple  to  know  how  to  keep  their  own.  One  of 
these  gentlemen  is  Very  loud  and  captious  at  a 
coffee-house  which  1  frequent;  and  beiag  in  his 
nature  troubled  with  a  humour  of  contradiction* 
though  withal  excessive  ignorant,  he  has  found  a 
way  to  indulge  this  temper,  go  on  in  idleness  and 
ignorance,  and  yet  still  give  himself  the  air  of  a 
very  learned  and  knowing  man,  by  the  strength 
of  his  pocket.  The  misfortune  of  the  thing  is, 
I  have,  as  it  happens  sometimes,  a  greater  stock 
of  learning  than  of  money.  The  gentleman  I  am 
speaking  of  takes  advantage  of  the  narrowness  of 
my  circumstances  in  such  a  manner,  that  he  has 
read  all  that  1  can  pretend  to,  and  runs  me  down 

4  "  Quoth  she,  I've  heard  old  cunning  stager s 
Say,  fools  For  argument*  use  wagers."         Rxro. 
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with  such  a  positive  air,  and  with  such  powerful 
arguments,  that  from  a  very  learned  person  1  am 
thought  a  mere  pretender.  Not  long  ago  1  was 
relating  that  I  had  read  such  a  passage  in  Taci- 
tus; up  starts  my  young  gentleman  in  a  full  com- 
pany, and  pulling  out  his  purse,  offered  to  lay 
me  ten  guineas,  to  be  staked  immediately  in  that 
gentleman's  hands  (pointing  to  one  smoking  at 
another  table)  that  1  was  utterly  mistaken.  1 
was  dumb  for  want  of  ten  guineas;  he  went  on 
unmercifully  to  triumph  over  my  ignorance  how 
'  to  take  him  up,  and  told  the  whole  room  he  had 
read  Tacitus  twenty  times  over,  and  such  a  re- 
markable incident  as  that  could  not  escape  him. 
He  has  at  this  time  three  considerable  wagers  de- 
pending between  him  and  some  of  his  compan- 
ions, who  are  rich  enough  to  hold  an  argument 
with  him.  He  has  five  guineas  upon  questions 
in  geography,  two  that  the  Isle  of  Wight  is  a 
peninsula,  and  three  guineas  to  one  that  the  world 
is  round.  We  have  a  gentleman  comes  to  our  cof- 
fee-house, who  deals  mightily  in  antique  scandal; 
my  disputant  has  laid  him  twenty  pieces  upon 
a  point  of  history,  /to  wit,  that  Caesar  never  laid 
with  Cato's  sister,  as  is  scandalously  reported  by 
some  people. 

'  There  are  several  of  this  sort  of  fellows  in 
town,  who  wager  themselves  into  statesmen,  his- 
torians, geographers,  mathematicians,  and  every 
other  art,  when  the  persons  with  whom  they  talk 
have  not  wealth  equal  to  their  learning,  1  beg  of 
you  to  prevent,  in  these  youngsters,  this  compen- 
dious way  to  wisdom,  which  costs  other  people 
so  much  time  and  pains,  and  you  will  oblige 

'  Your  humble  servant.' 
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Coffee-house,  near  the  Temple, 

'MR.  SPECTATOR,  JlugUSt  12,  1711. 

*  Here  is  a  young  gentleman  that  sings  opera* 
tunes  or  whistles  in  a  full  house  Pray  let  him 
know  that  he  has  no  right  to  act  here  as  if  he 
were  in  an  empty  room.  Be  pleased  to  divide 
the  spaces  of  a  public  room,  and  certify  whistlers, 
singers,  and  common  orators,  that  are  heard  far- 
ther than  their  portion  of  the  room  comes  to, 
that  the  law  is  open,  and  that  there  is  an  equity 
which  will  relieve  us  from  such  as  interrupt  us 
in  our  lawful  discourse,  as  much  as  against  such 
as  stop  us  on  the  road.  I  take  these  persons,  Mr. 
Spectator,  to  be  such  trespassers  as  the  officer  in 
your  stage-coach,  and  am  of  the  same  sentiment 
with  counsellor  Ephraim.  (See  No.  1 32.)  It  is 
true  the  young  man  is  ricn,  and,  as  the  vulfcar 
say,  needs  not  care  for  any  body:  but  sure  that 
is  no  authority  for  him  to  go  wnistle  where  he 
pleases.  '  1  am,  sir, 

Your  most  humble  servant.' 

'  P.  S.  I  have  chambers  in  the  Temple,  add 
here  are  students  that  learn  upon  the  hautboy; 
pray  desire  the  benchers,  that  all  lawyers  who 
are  proficients  in  wind-music  may  lodge  to  the 
Thames.' 

*  MR*  SPECTATOR, 

«  We  are  a  company  of  young  Women  who 
pass  our  time  very  much  together,  and  obliged 
uy  the  mercenary  humour  of  the  men  to  be  as 
mercenarily  inclined  as  they  are.  There  visits 
among  us  an  bid  bachelor  whom  each  of  us  has  a 
mind  to.    The  fellow  is  rich,  and  knows  he  may 
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have  any  of  us,  therefore  is  particular  to  none; 
but  excessively  ill-bred.  His  pleasantry  consists 
in  romping,  he  snatches  kisses  by  surprise,  puts 
his  hands  in  our  necks,  tears  our  fans,  robs  us  ot 
ribands,  forces  letters  out  of  our  hands,  looks  into 
any  of  our  papers,  and  a  thousand  other  rudeness- 
es. Now  what  1  will  desire  of  you,  is  to  acquaint 
him  by  printing  this,  that  if  he  does  not  marry 
one  of  us  very  suddenly,  we  have  all  agreed,  the 
next  time  he  pretends  to  be  merry,  to  affront 
him,  and  use  him  like  a  clown  as  he  is.  In  the 
.name  of  the  sisterhood  I  take  my  leave  of  you; 
and  am,  as  they  all  are, 

i  Your  constant  reader  and  well-wisher. ' 

1  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  1  and  several  others  of  your  female  readers 
have  conformed  ourselves  to  your  rules,  even  to 
our  very  dress.  There  is  not  one  of  us  but  has 
reduced  our  outward  petticoat  to  its  ancient  size- 
able circumference,  though  indeed  we  retain 
still  a  quilted  one  underneath;  which  makes  us 
not  altogether  unconformable  to  the  fashion;  but 
it  is  on  condition  Mr.  Spectator  extends  not  his 
censure  so  far.  But  we  find  you  men  secretly 
approve  ourpractice  by  imitating  our  pyramidi- 
cal  form.  The  skirt  of  your  fashionable  coats 
forms  as  large  a  circumference  as  our  petticoats; 
as  these  are  set  out  with  whalebone,  so  are  those 
with  wire,  to  increase  and  sustain  the  bunch  of 
fold  that  hangs  down  on  each  side:  and  the  hat,, 
I  perceive,  is  decreased  in  just  proportion  to  our 
head-dresses.  We  make  a  regular  figure;  but  1 
defy  your  mathematics  to  give  name  to  the  form 
you  appear  in.  Your  architecture  is  mere  Gothic, 
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and  betrays  a  worse  genius  than  ours:  therefore 
if  you  are  partial  to  your  own  sex,  I  shall  be  less 
than  1  am  now 

*  Your  humble  servant* 

STEELE.  T. 
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Nemo  vir  magnus  sine  aliquo  qfflatu  divino  unquam  fuit. 

Tuil. 

All  great  men  are  in  some  degree  inspired. 

We  know  the  highest  pleasure  our  minds  are 
capable  of  enjoying  with  composure,  when  we 
read  sublime  thoughts  communicated  to  us  by 
men  of  great  genius  and  eloquence.  Such  is  the 
entertainment  we  meet  witn  in  the  philosophic 

Earts  of  Cicero's  writings.  Truth  and  good  sense 
ave  there  so  charming  a  dress,  that  they  could 
hardly  be  more  agreeably  represented  with  the 
addition  of  poetical  fiction  and  the  power  of  num- 
bers. This  ancient  author,  and  a  modern  one, 
have  fallen  into  my  hands  within  these  few  days; 
and  the  impressions  they  have  left  upon  me  have 
at  the  present  quite  spoiled  me  for  a  merry  fellow. 
The  modern  is  that  admirable  writer,  the  author 
of  the  Theory  of  the  Earth.  The  subjects  with 
which  1  have  lately  been  entertained  in  them  both 
bear  a  near  affinity;  they  are  upon  inquiries  into 
hereafter:  and  the  thoughts  of  the  latter  seem  to 
me  to  be  raised  above  those  of  the  former  in  pro- 
portion to  his  advantages  of  scripture  and  revela- 
tion. *  If  1  had  a  mind  to  it,  1  could  not  at  present 
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talk  of  any  thing  else:  therefore  1  ^hall  translate 
a  passage  in  the  one,  and  transcribe  a  paragraph 
out  of  the  other,  for  the  speculation  of  this  day. 
Cicero  tells  us,  that  Plato  reports  Socrates,  upon 
receiving  his  sentence,  to  nave  spoken  to  his 
judges  in  the  following  manner. 

( 1  have  great  hopes,  oh  my  judges!  that  it  is 
infinitely  to  my  advantage  that  I  am  sent  to  death; 
for  it  must  of  necessit)' T>e  that  one  of  these  two 
things  must  be  the  consequence.  Death  must 
take  away  all  these  senses,  or  convey  me  to  ano- 
ther life.  If  all  sense  is  to  be  taken  away,  and 
death  is  no  more  than  that  profound  sleep  without 
dreams,  in  which  we  are  sometimes  buried,  oh 
heavens!  -how  desirable  is  it  to  die?  how  many 
days  do  we  know  in  life  preferable  to  such  a  state? 
But  if  it  be  true  that  death  is  but  a  passage  to 
places  which  they  who  lived  before  us  do  now 
inhabit,  how  much  still  happier  is  it  to  go  from 
those  who  call  themselves  judges,  to  appear  be- 
fore those  that  really  are  such;  before  Minos, 
Rhadamanthus,  iEacus,  and  Triptolemus,  and  to 
meet  men  who  have  lived  with  justice  and  truth? 
Is  this,  do  you  think,  no  happyjourney?  Do  you 
think  it  nothing  to  speak  witn  Orpheus,  Musaeus, 
Homer,  and  Hesiod?  I  would,  indeed,  suffer  ma- 
ny deaths  to  enjoy  these  things.  With  what  par- 
ticular delight  should  1  talk  to  Palamedes,  Ajax, 
and  others,  who  like  me  have  suffered  by  the  ini- 
quity of  their  judges!  I  should  examine  the  wis- 
dom of  that  great  prince,  who  carried  such  mighty 
forces  against  Troy;  and  argue  with  Ulysses  and 
Sisyphus,  upon  difficult  points,  as  I  have  in  con- 
versation here,,  without  being  in  danger  of  being 
condemned.     But  let  not  those  among  ypu  who 
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have  pronounced  me  an  innocent  man  be  afraid 
of  death.  No  harm  can  arrive  at  a  good  man 
whether  dead  or  living;  his  affairs  are  always 
under  the  direction  of  the  gods;  nor  will  1  believe 
the  fate  which  is  allotted  to  me  myself  this  day 
to  have  arrived  by  chance,  nor  have  I  aught  to 
say  either  against  my  judges  or  accusers,  but 
that  they  thought  they  did  me  an  injury — But 
I  detain  you  too  long;  it  is  time  that!  retire  to 
death,  and  you  to  your  affairs  of  lite;  which  of  us 
has  the  better  is  known  to  the  gods,  but  to  ho 
mortal  man.  > 

The  divine  Socrates  is  here  represented  in  a 
figure  worthy  his  great  wisdom  and  philosophy, 
worthy  the  greatest  mere  man  that  ever  breath- 
ed. But  the  modern  discourse  is  written  upon  a 
subject  no  less  than  the  dissolution  of  nature  it- 
self. Oh  how  glorious  is  the  old  age  of  that  great 
man,  who  has  spent  his  time  in  such  contempla- 
tions as  has  made  this  being,  what  only  it  should 
be,  an  education  for  heaven!  He  has,  according 
to  the  lights  of  reason  and  revelation  which 
seemed  to  him  clearest,  traced  the  steps  of  Om- 
nipotence: he  has,  with  a  celestial  ambition,  as 
far  as  it  is  consistent  with  humility  and  devotion, 
examined  the  ways  of  Providence,  from  the  crea- 
tion to  the  dissolution  of  the  visible  world.  How 
pleasing  must  have  been  the  speculation,  to  ob- 
serve nature  and  Providence  move  together,  the 
physical  and  moral  world  toiarch  the  same  pace: 
to  observe  paradise  and  eternal  spring  the  seat  ot 
innocence:  troubled  seasons  and  angry  skies  the 
portion  of  wickedness  and  vice.  When  this  ad- 
mirable author  has  reviewed  all  that  has  past  or 

is  to  come  which  relates  to  the  habitable  yjov\&* 
Vol.  IIL— 13 
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and  run  through  the  whole  fate  of  it,  how  eould 
a  guardian  angel,  that  had  attended  it  through 
all  its  courses  or  changes,  speak  more  emphati- 
cally at  the  end  of  his  charge,  than  does  our  au- 
thor, when  he  makes,  as  it  were,  a  funeral  oration 
over  this  globe,  looking  to  the  point  where  it 
once  stood? 

*  Let  us  only,  if  you  please  to  take  leave  of  this 
subject,  reflect  upon  this  occasion  on  the  vanity 
and  transient  glory  of  this  habitable  world.  How 
by  the  force  of  one  element  breaking  loose  upon 
the  rest,  all  the  vanities  of  nature,  all  the  works 
of  art,  all  the  labours  of  men,  are  reduced  to 
nothing:  All  that  we  admired  and  adored  be- 
fore as  great  and  magnificent,  is  obliterated  or 
vanished;  and  another  form  and  face  of  things, 
plain,  simple,  and  every  where  the  same,  over- 
spreads the  whole  earth.  Where  are  now  the 
£reat  empires  of  the  world,  and  their  great  impe- 
rial cities?  their  pillars,  trophies,  and  monuments 
of  glory?  Show  me  where  they  stood,  read  the 
inscription,  tell  me  the  victor's  name.  What  re- 
mains, what  impressions,  what  difference  or  dis- 
tinction do  you  see  in  this  mass  of  fire?  Rome 
itself,  eternal  Rome,  the  great  city,  the  empress 
of  the  world,  whose  domination  and  superstition, 
ancient  and  modern,  make  a  great  part  of  the 
history  of  this  earth,  what  has  become  of  her 
now?  She  laid  her  foundations  deep,  and  her  pa- 
laces were  strong  and  sumptuous; i  She  glorified 
herself,  and  lived  deliciously,  and  said  in  her 
heart,  I  sit  a  queen,  and  shall  see  no  sorrow:' 
but  her  hour  is  come,  she  is  wiped  away  from 
the  face  of  the  earth,  and  buried  in  everlasting 
oblivion.   But  it  is  not  cities  only,  and  works  of 
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men's  bands,  but  the  everlasting  hills,  the  moun- 
tains and  rocks  of  the  earth,  are  melted  as  wax 
before  the  sun,  and  their  place  is  no  wherefound. 
Here  stood  the  Alps,  the  load  of  earth,  that  cover- 
ed many  countries,  and  reached  their  arms  from 
the  ocean  to  the  Black  Sea:  this  huge  mass  of 
rtone  is  softened  and  dissolved  as  a  tender  cloud 
into  rain.  Here  stood  the  African  mountains,  and 
Atlas  with  his  top  above  the  clouds;  there  was 
frozen  Caucasus  and  Taurus,  and  Imaus,  and  the 
mountains  of  Asia;  and  yonder  towards  the  north, 
stood  the  Riphsean  hills,  clothed  in  ice  and  snow. 
All  these  are  vanished;  dropt  away  as  the  snow 
upon  their  heads.  <  Great  and  marvellous  are 
thy  works,just  and  true  are  thy  ways,  thou  King 
rf  saints!  Hallelujah.'* 

STEELE.  T. 
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Pronunciatio  est  vocis,  et  vult&s  et  gestus  moderatio  cum  M- 
nustate.  Tdll. 

Good  delivery  is  a  graceful  management  of  the  roice,  coun- 
tenance, and  gesture. 

'mh.  spectator, 

*  The  well  reading  of  the  Common-Prayer  is  of 
so  great  importance,  and  so  much  neglected,  that 
[  take  the  liberty  to  offer  to  your  consideration 
some  particulars  on  that  subject  And  what  more 
worthy  your  observation  than,  this?  a  thing  so 

*  Burnet's  Theory  of  the  Earth. 
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public,  and  of  so  high  consequence.  It  is  indeed 
wonderful,  that  the  frequent  exercise  of  it  should 
not  make  the  performers  of  that  duty  more  ex- 
pert in  it.  This  inability,  as  I  conceive,  proceeds 
from  the  little  care  that  is  taken  of  their  reading, 
while  boys,  and  at  school,  where,  when  they  are 

fot  into  Latin,  they  are  looked  upon  as  above 
English,  the  reading  of  which  is  wnolly  neglect- 
ed, or  at  least  read  to  very  little  purpose,  without 
any  due  observations  made  to  them  of  the  proper 
accent  and  manner  of  reading;  by  this  means  they 
have  acquired  such  ill  habits  as  will  not  easily  be 
removed.  The  only  way  that  1  know  of  to  re- 
medy this  is,  to  propose  some  person  of  great  abi- 
lity that  way  as  a  pattern  for  them ;  example  be- 
ing most  effectual  to  convince  the  learned,  as  well 
as  instruct  the  ignorant 

i  You  must  know,  sir,  1  have  been  a  constant 
freauenter  of  the  service  of  the  church  of  Eng- 
land for  above  these  four  years  last  past,  and  till 
Sunday  was  seven-night  never  discovered,  to  so 
great  a  degree,  the  excellency  of  the  Common- 
Prayer.  When,  being  at  St.  James's  Garlic-hil! 
church,  I  heard  the  service  read  so  distinctly,  so 
emphatically,  and  so  fervently,  that  it  was  next 
to  an  impossibility  to  be  inattentive.  My  eyes 
and  my  thoughts  could  not  wander  as  usual,  but 
were  confined  to  my  prayers.  1  then  considered 
I  addressed  myself  to  the  Almighty,  and  not  to 
a  beautiful  face.  And  when  1  reflected  on  my 
former  performances  of  that  duty,  I  found  1  had 
run  it  over  as  a  matter  of  form,  in  comparison 
to  the  manner  in  which  I  then  discharged  it 
My  mind  was  really  affected,  and  fervent  wishes 
accompanied  my  words.     The  Confession  was 
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ifead  with  a  resigned  humility  the  Absolution! 
with  such  a  comfortable  authority,  the  Thanks* 

g* vines  with  such  a  religious  joy,  as  made  me 
el  those  affections  of  the  mind  in  a  manner  I 
never  did  before.  To  remedy  therefore  the 
grievance  above  complained  of,  I  humbly  pro*, 
pose,  that  this  excellent  reader,  upon  the  next 
and  every  annual  assembly  of  the  clergy  of  Sion. 
College,  and  all  other  conventions,  should  read 
prayers  before  them.  For  then  those  that  are 
afraid  of  stretching  their  mouths,  and  spoiling 
their  soft  voices,  will  learn  to  read  with  clearness, 
loudness,  and  strength.  Others  that  affect  a  rak- 
ish, negligent  air,  by  folding  their  aams,  and 
lolling  on  their  book,  will  be  taught  a  decent  be- 
haviour and  comely  erection  of  body.  Those  that 
read  so  fast  as  if  impatient  of  their  work,  may 
learn  to  speak  deliberately.  There  is  another 
sort  of  persons  whom  I  call  Pindaric  readers,  as 
being  confined  to  no  set  measure:  these  pro- 
nounce five  or  six  words  with  great  deliberation, 
and  the  five  or  six  subsequent  ones  with  as  great 
celerity:  the  first  part  of  a  sentence  with  a  very 
exalted  voice,  and  the  latter  part  with  a  submis- 
sive one;  sometimes  again  with  one  sort  of  a  tone, 
and  immediately  after  with  a  very  different  one. 
These  gentlemen  will  learn  of  my  admired  reader 
an  evenness  of  voice  and  delivery.  And  all  who 
are  innocent  of  these  affections,  but  read  with 
such  an  indifferency  as  if  they  did  not  understand 
the  language,  may  then  be  informed  of  the  art  of 
reading  movingly  and  fervently,  how  to  place 
the  emphasis,  and  give  the  proper  accent  to  each 
word,  and  how  to  vary  the  voice  according  to  the 
nature  of  the  sentence.  There  is  certainly  a  very 
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great  difference  between  the  reading  a  prayer  and 
a  gazette,  which  I  beg  of  you  to  inform  a  set  of 
readers,  who  affect,  forsooth,  a  certain  gentleman- 
like familiarity  of  tone,  and  mend  the  language 
as  they  go  on,  crying,  instead  of '  pardonetn  and 
absolveth,'  *  pardons  and  absolves.*  These  are 
often  pretty  classical  scholars,  and  would  think  it 
an  unpardonable  sin  to  read  Virgil  or  Martial  with 
so  little  taste  as  they  do  divine  service. 

*  This  indifferency  seems  to  me  to  arise  from 
the  endeavour  of  avoiding  the  imputation  of  cant, 
and  the  false  notion  of  it  It  will  be  proper  there- 
fore to  trace  the  original  and  signification  of  this 
word.  Cant  is,  by  some  people,  derived  from 
one  Andrew  Cant,  who,  they  say,  was  a  presby- 
terian  minister  in  some  illiterate  part  of  Scotland, 
who  by  exercise  and  use  had  obtained  the  faculty, 
alias  gift,  of  talking  in  the  pulpit  in  such  a  dia- 
lect, that  it  is  said  he  was  understood  by  none 
but  his  own  congregation,  and  not  by  all  of  them. 
Since  Mr.  Cant's  time  it  has  been  understood  in 
a  larger  sense,  and  signifies  all  sudden  exclama- 
tions, whinings,  unusual  tones,  and,  in  fine,  all 
praying  and  preaching  like  the  unlearned  of  the 
presbyterians.  But  I  hope  a  proper  elevation 
of  voice,  a  due  emphasis  and  accent,  are  not  to 
come  within  this  description:  so  that  our  readers 
may  still  be  as  unlike  the  presbyterians  as  they 

K  lease.  The  dissenters  (I  mean  such  as  1  have 
eard)  do  indeed  elevate  their  voices,  but  it  is 
with  sudden  jumps  from  the  lower  to  the  higher 
part  of  them;  and  that  with  so  little  sense  or  skill, 
that  their  elevation  and  cadence  is  bawling  and 
muttering.  They  make  use  of  an  emphasis,  but 
so  improperly,  that  it  is  often  placed  on  some 
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very  insignificant  particle,  as  upon  if  or  and. 
Now  if  these  improprieties  have  so  great  an  effect 
on  the  people,  as  we  see  they  have,  now  great  an 
influence  would  the  service  of  our  church,  con- 
taming  the  best  prayers  that  ever  were  composed, 
and  that  in  terms  most  affecting,  most  humble, 
and  most  expressive  of  our  wants,  and  dependence 
oh  the  object  of  our  worship,  disposed  in  most 

8 roper  order,  and  void  of  all  confusion;  what  in- 
uence,  1  say,  would  these  prayers  have,  Were 
tbey  delivered  with  a  due  emphasis,  an  apposite 
rising  and  variation  of  voice,  the  sentence  con- 
cluded with  a  gentle  cadence,  and,  in  a  word,  with 
such  an  accent  and  turn  of  speech  as  is  peculiar  to 
prayer. 

'  As  the  matter  of  worship  is  now  managed  in 
dissenting  congregations,  you  find  insignificant 
words  and  phrases  raised  by  a  lively  vehemence; 
in  our  own  churches,  the  most  exalted  sense  de- 
preciated, by  a  dispassionate  indolence.  I  re- 
member to  have  heard  Dr.  S e  say  in  his  pul- 
pit, of  the  Common  Prayer,  that,  at  feast,  it  was 
as  perfect  as  any  thing  of  human  institution.  If 
the  gentlemen  who  err  in  this  kind  would  please 
to  recollect  the  many  pleasantries  they  have  read 
upon  those  who  recite  good  things  with  an  ill 
grace,  they  would  go  on  to  think  that  what  in  that 
case  is  only  ridiculous,  in  themselves  is  impious. 
But  leaving  this  to  their  own  reflections,  I  shall 
conclude  this  trouble  with  what  Caesar  said  upon 
the  irregularity  of  tone  in  one  who  read  before 
him,  "Do  you  read  or  sing?  if  you  sing,  you 
sing  very  ill."' 

*  Your  most  humble  servant* 

8TBELB.  T- 


900  THIS  SPECTATOR.  No.  14ft 


No.  148.    MONDAY,  AUGUST  20, 

Extmptajuvat,  pirns  e  pluribtu  una.        Hob.  bv. 

Better  one  thorn  plucked  out,  than  all  remain. 

Mr  correspondents  assure  me  that  the  enormi- 
ties which  they  lately  complained  of,  and  I  pub- 
lished an  account  of,  are  so  tar  from  being  amend- 
ed, that  new  evils  arise  every  day  to  interrupt 
their  conversation,  in  contempt  of  my  reproofe. 
My  friend,  who  writes  from  the  coffee-house  near 
the  Temple,  informs  me,  that  the  gentleman  who 
constantly  sings  a  voluntary  in  spite  of  the  whole 
company,  was  more  musical  than  ordinary  after 
reading  my  paper  (No.  145) ;  and  has  not  been  con- 
tented with  that,  but  has  danced  up  to  the  glass  in 
the  middle  of  the  room,  and  practised  minuet-steps 
to  his  own  humming.  The  incorrigible  creature 
has  gone  still  farther,  and  in  the  open  coffee- 
house, with  one  hand  extended  as  leading  a  lady 
in  it,  he  has  danced  both  French  and  country- 
dances,  and  admonished  his  supposed  partner  by 
smiles  and  nods  to  hold  up  her  nead  ana  fall  back, 
according  to  the  respective  facings  and  evolutions 
of  the  dance.  Before  this  gentleman  began  this 
his  exercise,  he  was  pleased  to  clear  his  throat  by 
coughing  and  spittinga  full  half-hour;  and  as  soon 
as  he  struck  up,  he  appealed  to  an  attorney's 
clerk  in  the  room,  whether  he  hit  as  he  ought, 
Since  you  from  death  have  saved  me?  and  men 
asked  the  young  fellow,  pointing  to  a  chancery- 
bill  under  his  arm,  whether  that  was  an  opera 
score  he  carried  or  not?  Without  staying  for  an 
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answer,  he.fell  into  the  exercise  above-mentioned, 
and  practised  his  airs  to  the  full  house,  who  were 
turned  upon  him,  without  the  least  shame  or  re- 
pentance for  his  former  transgressions. 

I  am  to  the  last  degree  at  a  loss  what  to  do  with 
this  young  fellow,  except  1  declare  him  an  out- 
law, and  pronounce  it  penal  for  any  one  to  speak 
to  him  in  the  said  house  which  he  frequents,  and 
direct  that  he  be  obliged  to  drink  his  tea  and 
coffee  without  sugar,  and  not  receive  from  any 
person  whatsoever  any  thing  above  mere  neces- 
saries. 

As  we  in  England  area  sober  people,  and  gen- 
erally inclined  rather  to  a  certain  bashfulness  of 
behaviour  in  public,  it  is  amazing  whence  some 
fellows  come  whom  one  meets  with  in  this  town: 
they  do  not  at  all  seem  to  be  the  growth  of  our 
island;  the  pert,  the  talkative,  all  such  as  have  no 
sdnse  of  the  observation  of  others,  are  certainly 
of  foreign  extraction.  As  for  my  part,  1  am  as 
m^ich  surprised  when  1  see  a  talkative  English- 
man, as  I  should  be  to  see  the  Indian  pine  grow- 
ing on  one  of  our  quickset  hedges.  Where  these 
creatures  get  sun  enough  to  make  them  such 
lively  animals  and  dull  men,  is  above  my  phi- 
losophy. 

There  are  another  kind  of  im pertinents  which 
a  man  is  perplexed  with  in  mixed  company,  and 
those  are  your  loud  speakers;  these  treat  man- 
kind as  if  we  were  all  deaf;  they  do  not  express 
but  declare  themselves.  Many  of  these  are  guil- 
ty of  this  outrage  out  of  vanity,  because  they 
think  all  they  say  is  well;  or  that  they  have  their 
own  persons  in  such  veneration,  that  they  believe 
nothing  which  concerns  them  can  be  insignificant 
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*o  any  body  else.  For  these  peopled  sake,  I  have 
often  lamented  that  we  can  not  close  our  ears 
with  as  much  ease  as  we  can  our  eyes:  it  is  very 
uneasy  that  we  must  necessarily  be  under  perse- 
cution. Next  to  these  bawlers,  is  a  troublesome 
creature  who  comes  with  the  air  of  your  friend 
and  your  intimate,  and  that  is  your  whisperer. 
There  is  one  of  them  at  a  coffee-house,  which  1 
myself  frequent,  who  observing  me  to  be  a  man 
pretty  well  made  for  secrets,  gets  by  me,  and 
with  a  whisper  tells  me  things  which  afl  the  town 
knows.  It  is  no  very  hard  matter  to  guess  at  the 
source  of  this  impertinence,  which  is  nothing  else 
but  a  method  or  mechanic  art  of  being  wise.  You 
never  see  any  frequent  in  it,  whom  you  can  sup- 
pose to  have  any  thing  in  the  world  to  do.  These 
persons  are  worse  than  bawlers;  as  much  as  a  se- 
cret enemy  is  more  dangerous  than  a  declared 
one.  1  wish  this  my  coffee-house  friend  would 
take  this  for  an  intimation,  that  1  have  not  heard 
one  word  he  has  told  me  for  these  several  years; 
whereas  he  now  thinks  me  the  most  trusty  re- 
pository of  his  secrets.  The  whisperers  have  a 
pleasant  way  of  ending  the  close  conversation, 
with  saying  aloud,  «  Do  not  you  think  so?'  men 
whisper  again,  and  then  aloud,  *  But  you  know 
that  person ;'  then  whisper  again.  The  thing 
would  be  well  enough,  if  they  whispered  to  keep 
the  folly  of  what  they  say  among  friends;  but, 
alas^  they  do  it  to  preserve  the  importance  of 
their  thoughts.  1  am  sure  I  could  name  you 
more  than  one  person,  whom  no  man  living  ever 
heard  talk  upon  any  subject  in  nature,  or  ever 
in  his  whole  life  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  that,  I 
know  not  how,  can  whisper  something  like  know* 
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ledge  of  what  has  and  does  pass  in  the  world; 

which  you  would  think  he  learned  from  some  fa- 
miliar spirit  that  did  not  think  him  worthy  to 
receive  the  whole  story.  But  in  truth  whisperers 
deal  only  in  half  accounts  of  what  they  entertain 
you  with.  A  great  help  to  their  discourse  is* 
'That  the  town  says,  and  people  begin  to  talk 
very  freely,  and  they  had  it  from  persons  too 
considerable  to  be  named,  what  they  will  tell  you 
when  things  are  riper. '  My  friend  has  winked 
upon  me  every  day  since  1  came  to  town  last, 
and  has  communicated  to  me  as  a  secret,  that  he 
designed  in  a  very  short  time  to  tell  me  a  secret; 
but  I  shall  know  what  he  means,  he  now  assures 
me,  in  less  than  a  fortnight's  time. 

But  1  must  not  omit  the  dearer  part  of  man- 
kind, I  mean  the  ladies,  to  take  up  a  whole  pa- 
Cer  upon  grievances  which  concern  the  men  only; 
ut  snail  humbly  propose,  that  we  change  fools 
for  an  experiment  only.  A  certain  set  of  ladies 
complain  they  are  frequently  perplexed  with  a 
visitant,  who  affects  to  be  wiser  than  they  are; 
which  character  he  hopes  to  preserve  by  an  ob- 
stinate gravity,  and  great  guard  against  discover- 
ing his  opinion  upon  any  occasion  whatsoever. 
A  painful  silence  has  hitherto  gained  him  no  far- 
ther advantage,  than  that  as  he  might,  if  he  had 
behaved  himself  with  freedom,  been  excepted 
against;  but  as  to  this  and  that  particular,  he  now 
offends  in  the  whole.  To  relieve  these  ladies, 
my  good  friends  and  correspondents,  1  shall  ex- 
change my  dancing  outlaw  tor  their  dumb  visit- 
ant, and  assign  the  silent  gentleman  all  the  haunts 
of. the  dancer:  in  order  to  which,  I  have  sent  them 
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by  the  penny-post  the  following  letters  for  their 
conduct  in  their  new  conversations. 

4  SIR> 

*  I  have,  you  may  be  sure,  heard  of  your  irre- 
gularities, without  regard  to  my  observations 
upon  you;  but  shall  not  treat  you  with  so  much 
rigour  as  you  deserve.    If  you  will  give  yourself 
the  trouble  to  repair  to  the  place  mentioned  in 
the  postscript*  to  this  letter,  at  seven  this  eve- 
nine,  you  will  be  conducted  into  a  spacious  room 
well  lighted,  where  there  are  ladies  and  music 
You  will  see  a  young  lady  laughing  next  the 
window  to  the  Btreet;  you  may  take  her  out,  for 
she  loves  you  as  well  as  she  does  any  man,  though 
she  never  saw  you  before.     She  never  thought  in 
her  life,  any  more  than  yourself.    She  will  not  be 
surprised  when  you  accost  her,  nor  concerned 
when  you  leave  ner.    Hasten  from  a  place  where 
you  are  laughed  at,  to  one  where  you  will  be  ad- 
mired.   You  are  of  no  consequence;  therefore  go 
where  you  will  be  welcome  for  being  so, 

<  Your  most  humble  servant' 

'sir, 

4  The  ladies  whom  you  visit,  think  a  wise  man 
the  most  impertinent  creature  living:  ^therefore 
you  can  not  be  offended  that  they  are  displeased 
with  you.  Why  will  you  take  pains  to  appear 
wise  where  you  would  not  be  the  more  esteemed 
for  being  really  so?   Come  to  us;  forget  the  gig- 

*No  postscript  was  printed  with  this  letter;  it  may, 
therefore,  be  supposed  to  have  contained  matter  merely  af 
a  private  nature  or  personal  application. 
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glers;  and  let  your  inclination  go  alone  with  you, 
whether  you  speak  or  are  silent;  and  let  all  such 
women  as  are  in  a  clan  or  sisterhood  go  their  own 
way,  there  is  no  room  for  you  in  that  company, 
who  are  of  the  common  taste  of  the  sex. 

'  For  women  born  to  be  controlled, 
Stoop  to  tiie  forward  and  the  bold: 
Affect  the  haughty  and  the  proud, 
The  gay,  the  frolic,  and  the  loud.'     Waller. 
STEELE.  *  T. 
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Qui  in  manu  sit  quern  esse  dementem  velit, 
i  Quern  sapere,  quern  sanari,  quern  in  morbum  injici, 
Quern  contrd  amari,  quern  accertiri,  quern  expeti, 

Cicii*  -apitd  Tun- 

Who*  has  it  in  her  power  to  make  any  man  mad,  or  in  his 
senses;  sick,  or  in  health;  and  who  can  choose  the  ob- 
ject of  her  affections  at  pleasure. 

The  following  letter  and  my  answer  shall  take 
up  the  present  speculation. 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  I  am  the  young  widow  of  a  country  gentle- 
man, who  has  left  me  entire  mistress  of  a  large 
fortune,  which  he  agreed  to  as  an  equivalent  tor 
the  difference  in  our  years.  In  these  circum- 
stances, it  is  not  extraordinary  to  have  a  crowd 
of  admirers;  which  1  have  abridged  in  my  own 
thoughts,  and  reduced  to  a  couple  of  candidates 
only,  both  young,  and  neither  of  them  d&a&%re&» 
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able  in  their  persons,  according  to  the  common 
way  of  computing:  in  onef  the  estate  more  than 
deserves  my  fortune,  in  the  other  ray  fortune 
more  than  deserves  the  estate.  When  I  consider 
the  first,  1  own  1  am  so  far  a  woman  I  can  not 
avoid  being  delighted  with  the  thoughts  of  living 
great;  but  tnen  he  seems  to  receive  such  a  degree 
of  courage  from  the  knowledge  of  what  he  nas, 
he  looks  as  if  he  was  going  to  confer  an  obliga- 
tion on  me;  and  the  readiness  he  accosts  me  with, 
makes  me  jealous  1  am  only  hearing  a  repetition 
of  the  same  things  he  has  said  to  a  hundred  wo- 
men before.     When  1  consider  the  other,  1  see 
myself  approached  with  so  much  modesty  and 
respect,  and  such  a  doubt  of  himself,  as  betrays, 
methinks,  an  affection  within,  and  a  belief  at  the 
same  time  that  he  himself  would  be  the  only 

fainer  by  my  consent  What  an  unexceptionable 
usband  could  I  make  out  of  both !  But  since  that 
is  impossible,  1  beg  to  be  conducted  by  your 
opinion;  it  is  absolutely  in  your  power  to  dis- 
pose of 

'  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

'  Sylvia.' 

MADAM, 

You  dome  great  honour  in  your  application  to 
me  on  this  important  occasion:  I  shall  therefore 
talk  to  you  with  the  tenderness  of  a  father,  in 

fatitude  for  your  giving  me  the  authority  of  one, 
ou  do  not  seem  to  make  any  great  distinction 
between  these  gentlemen  as  to  their  persons:  th$ 
whole  question  lies  upon  their  circumstances  and 
behaviour.  If  the  one  is  less  respectful  because 
he  is  rich,  and  the  other  more  obsequious  because 
he  is  not  so,  they  are  in  that  point  moved  by  the 
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same  principle,  the  consideration  of  fortune;  and 
you  must  place  them  in  each  other's  circumstan- 
ces, before  you  can  judge  of  their  inclination.  To 
avoid  confusion  in  discussing  this  point,  I  will 
call  the  richer  man  Strephon,  and  the  other  Flo- 
rio. — If  you  believe  Florio  with  Strephon's  estate 
would  behave  himself  as  he  does  now,  Florio  is 
certainly  your  man;  but  if  you  think  Strephon, 
were  he  in  Florio's  condition,  would  be  as  obse- 
quious as  Florio  is  now,  you  ought  for  your  own 
sake  to  choose  Strephon;  for  where  the  men  are 
equal,  there  is  no  doubt  riches  ought  to  be  a  rea- 
son for  preference.  After  this  manner,  my  dear 
child,  I  would  have  you  abstract  them  from  their 
circumstances;  for  you  are  to  take  it  for  granted, 
that  he  who  is  very  humble  only  because  he  is 
poor,  is  the  very  same  man  in  nature  with  him 
who  is  haughty  because  he  is  rich. 

When  you  have  gone  thus  far,  as  to  consider 
the  figure  they  make  towards  you,  you  will 
please,  my  dear,  next  to  consider  the  appearance 
you  make  towards  them.  If  they  are  men  of  dis- 
cerning, they  can  observe  the  motives  of  your 
heart;  and  Florio  can  see  when  he  is  disregarded 
only  upon  account  of  fortune,  which  makes  you 
to  him  a  mercenary  creature;  and  you  are  still 
the  same  thing  to  Strephon,  in  taking  him  for 
his  wealth  only:  you  are  therefore  to  consider 
whether  you  had  rather  oblige,  than  receive  an  ob- 
ligation. 

T'he  marriage  life  is  always  an  insipid,  a  vexa- 
tious, or  a  happy  condition.  The  first  is,  when 
two  people  of  no  genius  or  taste  for  themselves 
meet  together,  upon  such  a  settlement  as  has  been 
thought  reasonable  by  parents  and  conveyancers, 
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from  an  exact  valuation  of  the  land  and  cash  of 
both  parties.  In  this  case  the  young  lady's  per- 
son is  no  more  regarded  than  the  house  and  the 
improvements  in  the  purchase  of  an  estate;  but 
she  goes  with  her  fortune,  rather  than  her  fortune 
with  her.  These  make  up  the  crowd  or  vulgar 
of  the  rich,  and  fill  up  the  lumber  of  human  race 
without  beneficence  towards  those  below  them, 
or  respect  towards  those  above  them ;  and  lead  a 
despicable,  independent,  and  useless  life,  without 
sense  of  the  laws  of  kindness,  good-nature,  mu- 
tual offices,  and  the  elegant  satisfactions  which 
flow  from  reason  and  virtue. 

The  vexatious  life  arises  from  a  conjunction  of 
two  people  of  quick  taste  and  resentment,  put  to- 
gether for  reasons  well  known  to  their  friends, 
m  which  especial  care  is  taken  to  avoid  (what 
they  think  the  chief  of  evils)  poverty,  and  insure 
to  them  riches,  with  every  evil  besides.  These 
good  people  live  in  a  constant  constraint  before 
company,  and  too  great  familiarity  alone.  When 
they  are  within  observation  they  fret  at  each 
other's  carriage  and  behaviour;  when  alone  they 
revile  each  other's  person  and  conduct:  in  com- 
pany they  are  in  a  purgatoryj  when  only  toge- 
ther, in  a  hell. 

The  happy  marriage  is,  where  two  persons 
meet,  and  voluntarily  make  choice  of  each  other, 
without  principally  regarding  or  neglecting  the 
circumstances  of  fortune  or  beauty.  These  may 
still  love  in  spite  of  adversity  or  sickness;  the 
former  we  may  in  some  measure  defend  ourselves 
from,  the  other  is  the  portion  of  our  very  make. 
When  you  have  a  true  notion  of  this  sort  of  pas- 
sion, your  humour  of  living  great  will  vanish  out 
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of  your  imagination,  and  you  will  find  love  has 
nothing  to  So  with  state.  Solitude,  with  the 
person  beloved,  has  a  pleasure,  even  in  a  woman's 
mind,  beyond  show  or  pomp.  You  are  there- 
fore to  consider  which  of  your  lovers  will  like 
you  best  undressed,  which  will  bear  with  you 
most  when  out  of  humour:  and  your  way  to  this 
is  to  ask  of  yourself,  which  of  them  you  value 
most  for  his  own  sake?  and  by  that  judge  which 
gives  the  greater  instances  of  his  valuing  you  for 
yourself  only. 

After  you  have  expressed  some  sense  of  the 
humble  approach  of  Florio,  and  a  little  disdain 
at  Strephon's  assurance  in  his  address,  you  cry 
out,  "  What  an  unexceptionable  husband  could  I 
make  out  of  both ! "  It  would  therefore,  methinks, 
be  a  good  way  to  determine  yourself:  take  him 
in  whom  what  you  like  is  not  transferable  to  ano- 
ther: for  if  you  choose  otherwise,  there  is  no 
hopes  your  husband  will  ever  have  what  you 
liked  in  his  rival,  but  intrinsic  qualities  in  one 
man  may  very  probably  purchase  every  thing 
that  is  adventitious  in  another.  In  plainer  terms, 
he  whom  you  take  for  his  personal  perfections 
will  sooner  arrive  at  the  gifts  of  fortune,  than  he 
whom  you  take  for  the  sake  of  his  fortune  attain 
to  personal  perfections.  If  Strephon  is  not  as  ac- 
complished and  agreeable  as  Florio,  marriage  to 
you  will  never  make  him  so;  but  marriage  to  you 
may  make  Florio  as  rich  as  Strephon;  therefore 
to  make  a  sure  purchase,  employ  fortune  upon 
certainties,  but  do  not  sacrifice  certainties  to  for- 
tune.        *  I  am  your  most  obedient, 

humble  servant, 

STEELE.  T. 

Vol.  in— 14 
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iV»/  Aofci  infeUx  paupertaa  durius  in  $c9 

Quam  quod  ridiculos  homines  facit ■     Juv.  Sat. 

Want  is  the  scorn  of  every  wealthy  fool, 

And  wit  in  rags  is  turn'd  to  ridicule.      Detdsjt. 

As  1  was  walking  in  my  chamber  the  morning 
before  1  went  last  into  the  country,  I  heard  the 
hawkers,  with  great  vehemence,  crying  about  a 
paper,  entitled,  The  ninety-nine  plagues  of  an 
empty  purse.  1  had  indeed  some  time  before 
observed,  that  the  orators  of  Grub-street  had  dealt 
very  much  in  plagues.  They  have  already  pub- 
lished in  the  same  month,  The  plagues  of  matri- 
mony, The  plagues  of  a  single  lite,  The  nine- 
teen plagues  of  a  chambermaid,  The  plagues  of 
a  coachman,  The  plagues  of  a  footman,  and  The 
plague  of  plagues.  The  success  these  several 
plagues  met  with,  probably  gave  occasion  to  the 
above-mentioned  poem  on  an  empty  purse.  How- 
ever that  be,  the  same  noise  so  frequently  repeat- 
ed under  my  window,  drew  me  insensibly  to 
think  on  some  of  those  inconveniences  and  mor- 
tifications which  usually  attend  on  poverty,  and 
in  short  gave  birth  to  the  present  speculation; 
for,  after  my  fancy  had  run  over  the  most  obvi- 
ous and  common  calamities  which  men  of  mean 
fortunes  are  liable  to,  it  descended  to  those  little 
insults  and  contempts  which,  though  they  may 
seem  to  dwindle  into  nothing  when  a  man  offers 
to  describe  them,  are  perhaps  in  themselves  more 
cutting  and  insupportable  than  the  former.  Ju- 
venal, with  a  great  deal  of  humour  and  reason, 
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teHs  us,  that  nothing  bore  harder  upon  a  poor 
man  in  his  time,  than  the  continual  ridicule 
whieh  his  habit  and  dress  afforded  to  the  beaux 

of  Rome.  ■  .  ' 

Quid,  quod  matcriam  praebet  eougasguejocofum 

Omnibus  hie  idem;  sifceda  et  soma  lacerna, 

Si  toga  scordidula  est,  et  ruptd  calceus  alter 

PeUt  patet,  vet  si  consuto  vulnere  crassum 

Jtittque  rectus  Unum  ostendit  rum  una  cicatrix.    Jut.  Sat. 

Add,  that  {he  rich  have  Still  a  gibe  in  store, 

And  will  he  monstrous  witty  on  the  poor) 

For  the  torn  surtout  and  the  tatterM  vest, 

The  wretch  and  aU  his  wardrobe  are  a  jest; 

The  greasy  gown  sulli'd  with  often  turning, 

Gives  a  good  hint  to  say  the  man's  in  mourning; 

Or  if  the  shoe  be  ript,  or  patch  is  put^ 

He's  wounded!  see  the  plaster  on  his  foot*     Drybew. 

It  is  on  this  occasion  that  he  afterwards  adds  ftie 
reflection  which  I  have  chosen  for  my  motto, 

*  Want  is  the  scorn  of  every  wealthy  fool, 

And  wit  in  rags  is  turn'd  to  ridicule.'      Drtdin. 

It  must  be  confessed,  that  few  things  make  a 
man  appear  more  despicable,  or  more  prejudice 
his  hearers  against  what  he  is  going  to  offer,  than 
an  awkward  or  pitiful  dress:  insomuch  that  I  fan- 
cy, had  Tully  himself  pronounced  one  of  his  ora- 
tions with  a  blanket  about  his  shoulders,  more 
people  would  have  laughed  at  his  dress  than  have 
admired  his  eloquence.  This  last  reflection  made 
me  wonder  at  a  set  of  men,  who,  without  being 
subjected  to  it  by  the  unkindness  of  their  for- 
tunes, are  contented  to  draw  upon  themselves 
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the  ridicule  of  the  world  in  "this  particular:  1 
mean  such  as  take  it  into  their  heads,  that  the  first 
regular  step  to  he  a  wit  is  to  commence  a  sloven. 
It  is  certain  nothing  has  so  much  debased  that, 
which  must  have  been  otherwise  so  great  a  cha- 
racter; and  I  know  not  how  to  account  for  it, 
unless  it  may  possibly  be  in  complaisance  to 
those  narrow  minds  who  can  have  no  notion  of 
the  same  person's  possessing  different  accomplish- 
ments; or  that  it  is  a  sort  of  sacrifice  which  some 
men  are  contented  to  make  to  calumny,  by  al- 
lowing it  to  fasten  on  one  part  of  their  character, 
while  they  are  endeavouring  to  establish  another. 
Yet,  however  unaccountable  this  foolish  custom 
is,  I  am  afraid  it  could  plead  a  lon£  prescription; 
and  probably  give  too  much  occasion  for  the  vul- 

far  definition  still  remaining  among  us  of  an 
eathen  philosopher. 

1  have  seen  the  speech  of  a  terrse-JiUus,  spo- 
ken in  King  Charles  IPs  reign;  in  which  he  de- 
scribes two  very  eminent  men,  who  were  per- 
haps the  greatest  scholars  of  their  age;  and  after 
having  mentioned  the  entire  friendship  between 
them,  concludes,  that  6  they  had  but  one  mind, 
one  purse,  one  chamber,  and  one  hat.'  The  men 
of  business  were  also  infected  with  a  sort  of  sin- 
gularity little  better  than  this.  1  have  heard  my 
father  say  that  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  short  hair, 
and  an  unfolded  handkerchief,  were  in  his  time 
absolutely  necessary  to  denote  a  notable  man;  and 
that  he  had  known  two  or  three  who  aspired  to 
the  character  of  very  notable,  wear  shoe-strings 
with  great  success. 

To  the  honour  of  our  present  age  it  must  be 
allowed  that  some  of  our  greatest  geniuses  for 
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wit  and  business  have  almost  entirely  broke  the 
neck  of  these  absurdities. 

Victor,  after  having  despatched  the  most  im- 
portant affairs  of  the  commonwealth,  has  appear- 
ed at  an  assembly,  where  all  the  ladies  have  de- 
clared him  the  genteelest  man  in  the  company; 
and  in  Atticus,  though  every  way  one  of  the 
greatest  geniuses  the  age  has  produced,  one  sees 
nothing  particular  in  his  dress  or  carriage  to  de- 
note his  pretensions  to  wit  and  learning:  so  that 
at  present  a  man  may  venture  to  cock  up  his  hat, 
and  wear  a  fashionable  wig,  without  being  taken 
for  a  rake  or  a  fool. 

The  medium  between  a  fop  and  a  sloven  is  what 
a  man  of  sense  would  endeavour  to  keep;  yet  I 
remember  Mr.  Osborn  advises  his  son  to  appear 
in  his  habit  rather  above  than  below  his  fortune; 
and  tells  him  that  he  will  find  a  handsome  suit 
of  clothes  always  procure  some  additional  re- 
spect I  have  indeed  myself  observed  that  my 
banker  ever  bows  lowest  to  me  when  I  wear  my 
full-bottomed  wig;  and  writes  me  Mr.  or  Esq* 
accordingly  as  he  sees  me  dressed. 

1  shall  conclude  this  paper  with  an  adventure 
which  I  was  myself  an  eye-witness  of  very  lately, 

1  happened,  the  other  day,  to  call  in  at  a  cele- 
brated coffee-house  near  the  Temple.  1  had  not 
been  there  long  when  there  came  in  an  elderly 
man  very  meanly  dressed,  and  sat  down  by  mej 
he  had  a  threadbare  loose  coat  on,  which  it  was 
plain  he  wore  to  keep  himself  warm,  and  not  to 
favour  hisundersuit,  which  seemed  to  have  been 
at  least  its  contemporary;  his  short  wig  and  hat 
were  both  answerable  to  the  rest  of  his  apparel. 
He  was  no  sooner  seated  than  he  called  for  a  dish 
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of  tea;  but  as  several  gentlemen  in  the  room 
wanted  other  things,  the  boys  of  the  house  did 
not  think  themselves  at  leisure  to  mind  him.  1 
could  observe  the  old  fellow  was  very  uneasy  at 
the  affront,  and  at  his  being  obliged  to  repeat  his 
commands  several  times  to  no  purpose;  till  at  last 
one  of  the  lads  presented  him  with  some  stale  tea 
in  a  broken  dish,  accompanied  with  a  plate  of 
brown  sugar,  which  so  raised  his  indignation, 
that  after  several  obliging  appellations  of  dog  and 
rascal,  he  asked  him  aloud  before  the  whole  compa- 
ny, i  Why  he  must  be  used  with  less  respect  than 
that  fop  there?'  pointing  to  a  well-dressed  young 
gentleman  who  was  drinking  tea  at  the  opposite 
table.  The  boy  of  the  house  replied  with  a  great 
deal  of  pertness,  that  his  master  had  two  sorts  of 
customers;  and  that  the  gentleman  at  the  other 
table  had  given  him  many  a  sixpence  for  wiping 
his  shoes.  By  this  time  the  young  Templar,  who 
found  his  honour  concerned  in  the  dispute,  and 
that  the  eyes  of  the  whole  coffee-house  were  upon 
him,  had  thrown  aside  a  paper  he  had  in  his  hand, 
and  was  coming  towards  us,  while  we  at  the  ta- 
ble made  what  haste  we  could  to  get  away  from 
the  impending  quarrel,  but  were  all  of  us  sur- 
prised to  see  him  as  he  approached  nearer  put  on 
an  air  of  deference  and  respect  To  whom  the 
old  man  said,  <  Hark  you,  sirrah,  1  will  pay  off 
your  extravagant  bills  once  more;  but  will  take 
effectual  care  for  the  future,  that  your  prodigality 
shall  not  spirit  up  a  parcel  of  rascals  to  insult 
your  father. 

Though  I  by  no  means  approve  either  the  im- 
pudence of  the  servants  or  the  extravagance  01 
the  son,  I  can  not  but  think  the  old  gentleman 
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was  in  some  measure  justly  served  for  walking 
in  masquerade;  1  mean  appearing  in  dress  so 
much  beneath  his  quality  and  estate. 

budgell.  X. 


■<K3©©-#>- 
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Maximaa  vertutesjacere  cranes  necesse  est  vofaptate  dominante. 

TULL.   DE  FI2C. 

# 

hi  the  pursuit  of  pleasure,  the  greatest  virtues  lie  neglected. 

I  enow  no  one  character  that  gives  reason  a 
greater  shock,  at  the  same  time  that  it  presents  a 

§ood  ridiculous  image  to  the  imagination,  than 
iat  of  a  man  of  wit  and  pleasure  about  the  town. 
This  description  of  a  man  of  fashion,  spoken  by 
some  with  a  mixture  of  scorn  and  ridicule,  by 
others  with  great  gravity  as  a  laudable  distinc- 
tion, is  in  every  body's  mouth  that  spends  any 
time  in  conversation.  My  friend  Will  Honey- 
comb has  this  expression  very  frequently,  and  1 
never  could  understand  by  the  story  which  fol- 
lows, upon  his  mention  of  such  a  one,  but  that 
his  man  of  wit  and  pleasure  was  either  a  drunk- 
ard too  old  for  wenching,  or  a  young  lewd  fellow 
with  some  liveliness,  who  could  converse  with 
you,  receive  kind  offices  of  you,  and  at  the  same 
time  debauch  your  sister,  or  lie  with  your  wife. 
According  to  his  description,  a  man  of  wit  when 
he  could  have  wenches  tor  crowns  a-piece,  which 
he  liked  quite  as  well,  would  be  so  extravagant 
as  to  bribe  servants,  make  false  friendships,  right 
relations:  1  say,  according  to  him,  plain  and  sim- 
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pie  rice  was  too  little  for  a  man  of  wit  and  plea- 
sure; but  he  would  leave  an*  easy  and  accessible 
wickedness,  to  come  at  the  sanie  thing  with  only 
the  addition  of  certain  falsehood  and  possible 
murder.  Will  thinks  the  town  grown  very  dull, 
in  that  we  do  not  hear  so  much  as  we  used  to  do 
of  these  coxcomba,  whom,,  without  observing  it, 
he  describes  as  the  most  infamous  rogues  in  na- 
ture, with  relation  to  friendship,  love,  or  conver- 
sation. 

When  pleasure  is  made  the  chief  pursuit  of 
life,  it  win  necessarily  follow  that  such  monsters 
as  these  will  arise  from  a  constant  application  to 
such  blandishments  as  naturally  root  out  the 
force  of  reason  and  reflection,  and  substitute  in 
their  place  a  general  impatience  of  thought  and 
a  constant  pruriency  of  inordinate  desire. 

Pleasure,  when  it  is  a  man's  chief  purpose^  dis* 
appoints  itself,  and  the  constant  application  to  it 
palls  the  faeulty  of  enjoying  it,  though  it  leaves 
the  sense  of  our  inability  for  that  we  wish,  with 
a  disrelish  of  every  thing  else.  Thu»  the  inter- 
mediate seasons  of  the  man  of  pleasure,  are  more 
heavy  than  one  would  imposeupon  the  vilest  cri- 
minal. Take  him  when  ne  is  awaked  too  soon 
after  a  debauch*,  or  disappointed  mi  following  a 
worthless  woman  without  truth,  and  there  is  no 
man  lining  whose  being  is  such  a  weight  or  vex* 
ation  as  his  is.  He  is  an  utter  stranger  to  the 
pi  easing  reflect  ions  in  the  evening  of  a  well-spent 
day,  or  the  gladness  of  heart,  or  quickness  ori wJk 
rit  in  the  morning  after  profound  sleep  or  inao- 
lent  slumbers.  He  is  not  to  be  at  ease  any  longer 
than  he  can  Keep  reason  and  good  sense  without 
his  curtains;  otherwise  he  wiB  bo  haunted;  with) 
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the  reflection,  that  he  could  not  believe  such  a 
one  the  woman  that  upon  trial  he  found  her. 
What  has  he  got  by  his  conquest,  but  to  think 
meanly  of  her,  for  whom  a  day  or  two  before  he 
had  the  highest  honour?  and  of  himself  for,  per- 
haps, wronging  the  man  whom  of  all  men  living 
he  himself  would  least  willingly  have  injured,. 

Pleasure  seizes  the  whole  man  who  addicts 
himself  to  it,  and  will  not  give  him  leisure  for  any 
good  office  in  life  which  contradicts  the  gaiety 
of  the  present  hour.  You  may  indeed  observe  in 
people  of  pleasure  a  certain  complacency  and  ab- 
sence of  all  severity,  which  the  habit  of  a  loose 
unconcerned  life  gives  them;  but  tell  the  man  of 
pleasure  your  secret  wants,  cares,  or  sorrows,  and 
you  will  find  he  has  given  up  the  delicacy  of  his 
passions  to  the  cravings  of  his  appetites.  He  lit- 
tle knows  the  perfect  joy  he  loses  for  the  disap- 
pointing gratifications  which  he  pursues.  He 
looks  at  pleasure  as  she  approaches,  and  comes  to 
him  with  the  recommendation  of  warm  wishes, 
gay  looks  and  graceful  motion;  but  he  does  not 
observe  how  she  leaves  his  presence  with  disor- 
der, impotence,  downcast  shame,  and  conscious 
imperfection.  She  makes  our  youth  inglorious, 
our  age  shameful. 

Will  Honeycomb  gives  us  twenty  intimations 
in  an  evening  of  several  hags  whose  bloom  was 

given  up  to  his  arms;  and  would  raise  a  value  to 
imself  for  having  had,  as  the  phrase  is,  very 
good  women.  Will's  good  women  are  the  com- 
fort of  his  heart,  and  support  him,  I  warrant,  by 
the  memory  of  past  interviews  with  persons  of 
their  condition.  No,  there  is  not  in  the  world 
an  occasion  wherein  vice  makes  so  fantastical  a 
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figure  as  at  the  meeting  of  two  old  people  who 
have  been  partners  in  unwarrantable  pleasure. 
To  tell  a  toothless  old  lady  that  she  once  had  a 
good  set,  or  a  defunct  wencher  that  he  once  was 
the  admired  thing  of  the  town,  are  satires  instead 
of  applauses;  but  on  the  other  side  -consider  the 
old  age  of  those  who  have  passed  their  days  in 
labour,  industry  and  virtue;  their  decays  make 
them  but  appear  the  more  venerable,  and  the  im- 
perfections of  their  bodies  are  beheld  as  a  mis- 
fortune to  human  society  that  their  make  is  so  lit- 
tle durable. 

But  to  return  more  directly  to  my  man  of  wit 
and  pleasure.  In  all  orders  of  men,  wherever 
this  is  the  chief  character,  the  person  who  wears 
it  is  a  negligent  friend,  father,  and  husband,  and 
entails  poverty  on  his  unhappy  descendants. 
Mortgages,  diseases,  and  settlements,  are  the  le- 
gacies a  man  of  wit  and  pleasure  leaves  to  bis 
family.  All  the  poor  rogues  that  make  such  la- 
mentable speeches  after  every  sessions  at  Ty  bura, 
were,  in  their  way,  men  of  wit  and  pleasure  be- 
fore they  fell  into  the  adventures  which  brought 
them  thither. 

Irresolution  and  procrastination  in  all  a  man's 
affairs  are  the  natural  effects  of  being  addicted  to 
pleasure.  Dishonour  to  the  gentleman,  and  bank- 
ruptcy to  the  trader,  are  the  portion  of  either 
whose  chief  purpose  of  life  is  delight.  The  chief 
cause  that  this  pursuit  has  been  in  all  ages  re- 
ceived with  so  much  quarter  from  the  soberer 
part  of  mankind,  has  been  that  some  men  of  great 
talents  have  sacrificed  themselves  to  it:  the  shin- 
ing qualities  of  such  people  have  given  a  beauty 
to  whatever  they  were  engaged  in,  and  a  mixture 
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of  wit  has  recommended  madness.  For  let  any 
man  who  knows  what  it  is  to  have  passed  much 
time  in  a  series  of  jollity,  mirth,  wit,  or  humor- 
ous entertainments,  look  back  at  what  he  was  all 
that  while  a  doing,  and  he  will  find  that  he  has 
been  at  one  instant  sharp  to  some  man  he  is  sorry 
to  have  offended,  impertinent  to  some  one  it  was 
cruelty  to  treat  with  such  freedom,  ungracefully 
noisy  at  such  a  time,  unskilfully  open  at  such  a 
time,  unmercifully  calumnious  at  such  a  time; 
and  from  the  whole  course  of  his  applauded  satis- 
factions, unable  in  the  end  to  recollect  any  cir- 
cumstance which  can  add  to  the  enjoyment  of  his 
own  mind  alone,  or  which  he  would  put  his  cha- 
racter upon  with  other  men.  Thus  it  is  with 
those  who  are  best  made  for  becoming  pleasures; 
but  how  monstrous  is  it  in  the  generality  of  man- 
kind who  pretend  this  way,  without  genius  or  in- 
clination towards  it!  The  scene  then  is  wild  to  an 
extravagance:  this  is  as  if  fools  should  mimic  mad- 
men. Pleasure  of  this  kind  is  the  intemperate 
meals  and  loud  jollities  of  the  common  rate  of 
country  gentlemen,  whose  practice  and  way  o£ 
enjoyment  is  to  put  an  end,  as  fast  as  they  can,  to 
that  little  particle  of  reason  they  have  when  they 
are  sober:  these  men  of  wit  and  pleasure  dispateh 
their  senses  as  fast  as  possible  by  drinking  till 
they  can  not  taste,  smoking  till  they  can  not  see* 
and  roaring  till  they  can  not  hear. 

STEELE.  T. 
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Oin  7rq  yukkan  ym»>  tiWi  *oj  eLvfpuv.         Hon. 

Like  leaves  on  trees  the  race  of  man  is  found.     Pops. 

There  is  no  sort  of  people  whose  conversation 
is  so  pleasant  as  that  of  military  men,  who  derive 
their  courage  and  magnanimity  from  thought  and 
reflection.  The  many  adventures  which  attend 
their  way  of  life  makes  their  conversation  so  full 
of  incidents,  and  gives  them  so  frank  an  air  in 
speaking  of  what  they  have  been  witnesses  of, 
tnat  no  company  can  be  more  amiable  than  that 
of  men  of  sense  who  are  soldiers.  There  is  a  cer- 
tain irregular  way  in  their  narrations  or  discourse, 
which  has  something  more  warm  and  pleasing 
than  we  meet  with  among  men  who  are  used  to 
adjust  and  methodize  their  thoughts. 

1  was  this  evening  walking  in  the  fields  with 
my  friend  Captain  Sentry,  and  I  could  not,  from 
the  many  relations  which  I  drew  him  into  of  what 
passed  when  he  was  in  the  service,  forbear  express- 
ing my  wonder,  that  the  fear  of  death,  whicn  we, 
the  rest  of  mankind,  arm  ourselves  against  with 
so  much  contemplation,  reason,  and  philosophy, 
should  appear  so  little  in  camps,  that  common 
men  march  into  open  breaches,  meet  opposite 
battalions,  not  only  without  reluctance  but  with 
alacrity.  My  friend  answered  what  I  said  in  the 
following  manner:  '  What  you  wonder  at  may 
very  naturally  be  the  subject  of  admiration  to  all 
who  are  not  conversant  in  camps;  but  when  a  man 
has  spent  some  time  in  that  way  of  life,  he  ob- 
serves a  certain  mechanic  courage,  which  the 
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ordinary  race  of  men  become  masters  of  from 
acting  always  in  a  crowd.  They  See  indeed  many 
drop,  but  then  they  see  many  more  alive;  they 
observe  themselves  escape  very  narrowly,  and 
they  do  not  know  why  they  should  not  again.  Be- 
sides which  general  way  of  loose  thinking,  they 
usually  spendthe  other  part  of  their  time  in  plea- 
sures, upon  which  their  minds  are  so  entirely 
bent,  that  short  labours  or  dangers  are  but  a  cheap 
purchase  of  jollity,  triumph,  victory,  fresh  quar- 
ters, new  scenes  and  uncommon  adventures.  Such 
are  the  thoughts  of  the  executive  part  of  an  army, 
and  indeed  of  the  gross  of  mankind  in  general; 
but  none  of  these  men  of  mechanical  courage 
have  ever  made  any  great  figure  in  the  profession 
of  arms.  Those  who  are  formed  for  command, 
are  such  as  have  reasoned  themselves  out  of  a  con- 
sideration of  greater  good  than  length  of  days, 
into  such  a  negligence  of  their  being,  as  to  make 
it  their  first  position  that  it  is  one  day  to  be  re- 
signed; and  since  it  is  in  the  prosecution  of 
worthy  actions  and  service  of  mankind,  they  can 
put  it  to  habitual  hazard.  The  event  of  our  de- 
signs, say  they,  as  it  relates  to  others,  is  uncertain ; 
but  as  it  relates  to  ourselves  it  must  be  prosper- 
ous, while  we  are  in  the  pursuit  of  our  duty,  and 
within  the  terms  upon  which  Providence  has  in- 
sured our  happiness  whether  we  die  or  live.  All 
that  Nature  has  prescribed  must  be  good;  and  as 
death  is  natural  to  us,  it  is  an  absurdity  to  fear 
it — Fear  loses  its  purpose  when  we  are  sure  it 
can  not  preserve  us;  and  we  should  draw  resolu- 
tion to  meet  it  from  the  impossibility  to  escape 
it  Without  a  resignation  to  the  necessity  of  dy- 
ing, there  can  be  no  capacity  in  man  to  altem^X 
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any  thing  that  is  glorious;  but  when  they  have 
once  attained  to  that  perfection,  the  pleasures  of 
a  life  spent  in  martial  adventures  are  as  great,  as 
any  of  which  the  human  mind  is  capable.  The 
force  of  reason  gives  a  certain  beauty,  mixed 
with  the  conscience  of  well-doing  and  thirst  of 
glory,  to  all  which  before  was  terrible  and  ghast- 
ly to  the  imagination. — Add  to  this,  that  the  fel- 
lowship of  danger,  the  common  good  of  mankind, 
the  general  cause,  and  the  manifest  virtue  you 
may  observe  in  so  many  men,  who  made  no  figure 
till  that  day,  are  so  many  incentives  to  destroy 
the  little  consideration  of  their  own  persons. 
Such  are  the  heroic  part  of  soldiers  who  are  quali- 
fied for  leaders.  As  to  the  rest  whom  I  before 
spoke  of,  1  know  not  how  it  is,  but  they  arrive 
at  a  certain  habit  of  being  void  of  thought,  inso- 
much that  on  occasions  of  the  most  imminent  ( 
danger  they  are  still  in  the  same  indifference. 
Nay,  I  remember  an  instance  of  a  gay  French- 
man,* who  was  led  on  in  battle  by  a  superior  offi- 
cer (whose  conduct  it  was  his  custom  to  speak  of 
always  with  contempt  and  raillery,)  ana  in  the 
beginning  of  the  action  received  a  wound  he  was 
sensible  was  mortal.  His  reflection  on  this  oc- 
casion was, ( I  wish  1  could  live  another  hour,  to 
see  how  this  blundering  coxcomb  will  get  clear 
of  this  business.' 

1  remember  two  young  fellows  who  rode  in 
the  same  squadron  of  a  troop  of  horse,  who  were 
ever  together;  they  ate,  they  drank,  they  in- 
trigued; in  a  word,  all  their  passions  and  affec- 

*  The  Frenchman  was  the  Cher,  de  Flourilles,  a  gene* 
ral  under  the  Prince  of  Conde. 
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tions  seemed  to  tend  the  same  way,  and  they  ap- 
peared serviceable  to  each  other  in  them.     We 
were  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening  to  march  over  a 
river,  and  the  troop  these  gentlemen  belonged 
to  were  to  be  transported  in  a  ferry-boat  as  fast 
as  they  could.     One  of  the  friends  was  now  in 
the  boat,  while  the  other  was  drawn  up  with 
others  by  the  water-side  waiting  the  return  of 
the  boat.  A  disorder  happened  in  the  passage  by 
,  an  unruly  horse;  and  a  gentleman  who  had  the 
rein  of  his  horse  negligently  under  his  arm,  was 
forced  into  the  water  by  his  horse  jumping  over. 
The  friend  on  the  shore  cried  out,  *  Who  is  thai 
is  drowned,  trow?'  He  was  immediately  answer- 
ed,  'Your  friend  Harry  Thomson.'    He  verj? 
gravely  replied,  «#y,  he  had  a  mad  horse.  This 
short  epitaph  from  such  a  familiar,  without  more 
words,  gave  me,  at  that  time  under  twenty,  a 
very  moderate  opinion  of  the  friendship  of  com- 
panions.    Thus  is  affection,  and  every  other  mo- 
tive of  life,  in  the  generality,  rooted  out  by  the 
present  busy  scene  about  them ;  they  lament  no 
man  whose  capacity  can  be  supplied  by  another; 
and  where  men  converse  without  deficacy,  the 
next  man  you  meet  will  serve  as  well  as  he  whom 
you  have  lived  with  half  your  life.    To  such  the 
devastation  of  countries,  the  misery  of  inhabit- 
ants, the  cries  of  the  pillaged,  and  the  silent  sor- 
row of  the  great  unfortunate,  are  ordinary  objects; 
their  minds  are  bent  upon  the  little  gratifications 
of  their  own  senses  and  appetites,  forgetful  of 
compassion,  insensible  of  glory,  avoiding  only 
shame;  their  whole  heart  is  taken  up  with  the 
trivial  hope  of  meeting  and  being  merry.  These 
are  the  people  who  make  up  the  gross  of  thfc  *oY» 


224  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  152. 

diery:  but  the  fine  gentleman  in  that  band  of 
men  is  such  a  one  as  I  have  now  in  my  eye,  who 
is  foremost  in  all  danger  to  which  he  is  ordered. 
His  officers  are  his  friends  and  companions,  as 
they  are  men  of  honour  and  gentlemen:  the  pri- 
vate men  his  brethren,  as  they  are  of  his  species. 
He  is  beloved  of  all  that  behold  him :  they  wish 
him  in  danger  as  he  views  their  ranks,  that  they 
may  have  occasions  to  save  him  at  their  own 
hazard.  Mutual  love  is  the  order  of  the  files 
where  he  commands;  every  man  afraid  for  him- 
self  and  his  neighbour,  not  lest  their  commander 
should  punish  them,  but  lest  he  should  be  offend- 
ed. Such  is  his  regiment  who  knows  mankind, 
and  feels  their  distresses  so  far  as  to  prevent  them. 
Just  in  distributing  what  is  their  due,  he  would 
think  himself  below  their  tailor  to  wear  a  snip  of 
their  clothes  in  lace  upon  his  own,  and  below  the 
most  rapacious  agent,  should  he  enjoy  a  farthing 
above  his  own  pay.  Go  on,  brave  man,  immor- 
tal glory  is  thy  fortune,  and  immortal  happiness 
thy  reward. " 

STEELE.  T 
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Habet  natura  ut  aliarum  omnium  rerum  sic  Vivendi  modum; 
senectus  autemperactio  setaiis  est  tanquam  fabuhs.  Cujus 
defatigationem  fugere  debemus  praesertim  adjuncta  satie- 
tote.  Tull.  de  Senect 

Life,  as  well  as  all  other  things,  has  its  bounds  assigned  by 
nature;  and  its  conclusion,  like  the  last  act  of  a  play,  is 
old  age;  the  fatigue  of  which  we  ought  to  shun,  especial- 
ly when  our  appetites  are  fully  satisfied. 

Op  all  the  impertinent  wishes  which  we  hear 
expressed  in  conversation,  there  is  not  one  more 
unworthy  a  gentleman  or  a  man  of  a  liberal  edu- 
cation, than  that  of  wishing  one's  self  younger. 
1  have  observed  this  wish  is  usually  made  upon 
sight  of  some  object  which  gives  the  idea  of  a 
past  action,  that  it  is  no  dishonour  to  us  that  we 
can  not  now  repeat;  or  else  on  what  was  in  it- 
self shameful  when  we  performed  it.  It  is  a  cer- 
tain sign  of  a  foolish  or  a  dissolute  mind,  if  we 
want  our  youth  again  only  for  the  strength  of 
bones  and  sinews  which  we  once  were  masters  of. 
It  is  (as  my  author  has  it)  as  absurd  in  an  old  man 
to  wish  for  the  strength  of  a  youth,  as  it  would 
be  in  a  young  man  to  wish  for  the  strength  of  a 
bull  or  a  horse.  These  wishes  are  both  equally  out 
of  nature,  which  should  direct  in  all  things  that 
are  not  contradictory  to  justice,  law,  and  reason. 
SJut  though  every  old  man  has  been  young,  and 
every  young  one  hopes  to  be  old,  there  seems 
to  be  a  most  unnatural  misunderstanding  between 
those  two  stages  of  life.  This  unhappy  want  of 
eommerce  arises  from  the  insolent  arrogance  or 
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exultation  in  youth,  and  the  irrational  despon- 
dence or  self-pity  in  age.  A  young  man  wnose 
passion  and  ambition  is  to  be  good  and  wise,  and 
an  old  one  who  has  no  inclination  to  be  lewd  or 
debauched,  are  quite  unconcerned  in  this  specula- 
tion; but  the  cocking  young  fellow  who  treads 
upon  the  toes  of  his  elders,  and  the  old  fool  who 
envies  the  saucy  pride  he  sees  in  him,  are  the  ob-« 
jects  of  our  present  contempt  and  derision.— 
Contempt  and  derision  are  harsh  words;  but  in 
what  manner  can  one.  give  advice  to  a  youth  in 
the  pursuit  and  possession  of  sensual  pleasure,  or 
afford  pity  to  an  old  man  in  the  impotence  and 
desire  of  enjoying  them?  When  young  men  in 
public  places  betray  in  their  deportment  an  aban« 
doned  resignation  to  their  appetites,  they  give  to 
sober  minds  a  prospect  of  a  despicable  age,  whichf 
if  not  interrupted  W  death  in  the  midst  of  their 
follies,  must  certainly  come.  When  an  old  man 
bewail!  the  loss  of  such  gratifications  which  are 
passed,  he  discovers  a  monstrous  inclination  to; 
that  which  it  is  not  in  the  course  of  Providence- 
to  recall.  The  state  of  an  old  man,  who  is  dis« 
satisfied  merely  for  his  being  such,  is  the  most 
out  of  all  measures  of  reason  and  good  sense  of 
any  being  we  have  any  account  of  from  the  high- 
est angel  to  the  lowest  worm.  How  miserable  i& 
the  contemplation,  to  consider  a  libidinous  old 
man,  while  all  created  beings,  besides  himself  and1 
devils,  are  following  the  order  of  Providence* 
fretting  at  the  course  of  things,  and  being  almost* 
the  sole  malecontent  in  the  creation?  But  let  us» 
a  little  reflect  upon  what  he  has  lost  by  the  nunt* 
ber  of  years;  the  passions  which  he  had  in  youth 
are  not. to  be  obeyed  as  they  were  then,  but  rea-> 
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son  is  more  powerful  now  without  the  disturb* 
ance  of  them.  An  old  gentleman  the  other  day, 
in  discourse  with  a  friend  of  his,  reflecting  upon 
some  adventures  they  had  in  youth  together,  cri- 
ed out, i  Oh  Jack.,  those  were  nappy  days!' ( That 
is  true,'  replied  his  friend,  *  but  methinks  we  go 
about  our  business  more  quietly  than  we  did 
then.'  One  would  think  it  should  be  no  small 
satisfaction  to  have  gone  so  far  in  our  journey, 
that  the  heat  of  the  day  is  over  with  us.  When 
life  itself  is  a  fever,  as  it  is  in  licentious  youth, 
the  pleasures  of  it  are  no  other  than  the  dreams 
of  a  man  in  that  distemper,  and  it  is  as  absurd  to 
wish  the  return  of  that  season  of  life,  as  for  a  man 
in  health  to  be  sorry  for  the  loss  of  gilded  palaces, 
fairy  walks,  and  flowery  pastures,  with  which  he 
remembers  he  was  entertained  in  the  troubled 
slumbers  of  a  fit  of  sickness. 

As  to  all  the  rational  and  worthy  pleasures  of 
our  being,  the  conscience  of  a  good  fame,  the  con- 
templation 01  another  life,  the  respect  and  com- 
merce of  honest  men,  our  capacities  for  such  en- 
joyments are  enlarged  by  years.  While  health 
endures,  the  latter  part  of  fife,  in  the  eye  of  rea- 
son, is  certainly  the  more  eligible.  The  memo- 
ry of  a  well-spent  youth  gives  a  peaceable,  un- 
mixed, and  elegant  pleasure  to  the  mind:  and  to 
such  who  are  so  unfortunate  as  not  to  be  able  to 
look  back  on  youth  with  satisfaction,  they  may 
give  themselves  no  little  consolation  that  they 
are  under  no  temptation  to  repeat  their  follies; 
and  that  they  at  present  despise  them.  It  was 
prettily  said,  *  He  that  would  be  long  an  old  man, 
must  begin  early  to  be  one?'  It  is  too  late  to  re- 
sign a  thing  after  a  man  is  robbed  of  it*,tYverefotfe 
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it  is  necessary,  that  before  the  arrival  of  age,  we 
bid  adieu  to  the  pursuits  of  youth,  otherwise  sen- 
sual habits  will  live  in  our  imaginations  when 
our  limbs  can  not  be  subservient  to  them.  The 
poor  fellow  who  lost  his  arm  last  siege,  will  tell 
you,  he  feels  the  fingers  that  were  buried  in  Flan- 
ders ache  every  cola  morning  at  Chelsea. 

The  fond  humour  of  appearing  in  the  gay  and 
fashionable  world,  and  being  applauded  for  trivial 
excellencies,  is  what  makes  youth  have  age  in 
contempt,  and  makes  age  resign  with  so  "ill  a 
grace  the  qualifications  of  youth:  but  this  in  both 
sexes  is  inverting  all  things,  and  turning  the  natu- 
ral course  of  our  minds,  which  should  build  their 
approbations  and  dislikes  upon  what  nature  and 
reason  dictate,  into  chimera  and  confusion. 

Age  in  a  virtuous  person  of  either  sex,  carries 
m  it  an  authority  which  makes  it  preferable  to  all 
the  pleasures  of  youth.  If  to  be  saluted,  attend- 
ed, and  consulted  with  deference,  are  instances 
of  pleasure,  they  are  such  as  never  fail  a  virtuous 
ola  age.  In  the  enumeration  of  the  imperfections 
and  advantages  of  the  younger  and  later  years 
of  man,  they  are  so  near  in  their  condition,  that 
methinks,  it  should  be  incredible  we  see  so  little 
commerce  of  kindness  between  them.  If  we 
consider  youth  and  age  with  Tully,  regarding  the 
afSnity  to  death,  youth  has  many  more  chances 
to  be  near  it  than  age.  What  youth  can  say  more 
than  an  old  man,  *  He  shall  live  till  night?'  Youth 
catches  distempers  more  easily,  its  sickness  is 
more  violent,  and  its  recovery  more  doubtful. 
The  youth  indeed  hopes  for  many  more  days,  so 
can  not  the  old  man.  The  youth's  hopes  are  ill- 
grounded:  for  what  is  more  foolish  than  to  place 
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any  confidence  upon  an  uncertainty?  But  the  old 
man  has  not  room  so  much  as  for  hope;  he  is  still 
happier  than  the  youth,  he  has  already  enjoyed 
what  the  other  does  but  hope  for:  one  wishes  to 
live  long,  the  other  has  lived  long.  But,  alas ! 
is  there  any  thing  in  human  life,  the  duration  of 
which  can  be  called  long?  There  is  nothing  which 
must  end,  to  be  valued  for  its  continuance.  If 
hours,  days,  months,  and  years  pass  away,  it  is 
no  matter  what  hour,  what  day,  what  month,  or 
what  year  we  die.  The  applause  of  a  good  actor 
is  due  to  him  at  whatever  scene  of  the  play  he 
makes  his  exit.  It  is  thus  in  the  life  of  a  man  of 
sense;  a  short  life  is  sufficient  to  manifest  him- 
self a  man  of  honour  and  virtue;  when  he  ceases 
to  be  such,  he  has  lived  too  long;  and  while  he  is 
such,  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  him  how  long  he 
shall  be  so,  provided  he  is  so  to  his  life's  end. 

STEELE.  T. 
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Nemo  repentefuit  turpissimus Jut.  Sat. 

No  man  e'er  reach'd  the  heights  of  vice  at  first     Tate. 

'  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

c  You  are  frequent  in  the  mention  of*  matters 
which  concern  the  feminine  world,  and  take  upon 
you  to  be  very  severe  against  men  upon  all  those 
occasions:  but  all  this  while  1  am  afraid  you  have 
been  ver,y  little  conversant  with  women,  or  you 
would  know  the  generality  of  them  are  not  so  an 
gry  as  you  imagine  at  the  general  vices  amou^ 
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us.  1  am  apt  to  believe,  begging  your  pardon, 
that  you  are  still  what  I  myself  was  once,  a  queer 
modest  fellow;  and  therefore,  for  your  informa* 
tion,  shall  give  you  a  short  account  of  myself, 
arid  the  reasons  why  1  was  forced  to  wench,  drink, 
play,  and  do  every  thing  which  is  necessary  to 
the  character  of  a  man  of  wit  and  pleasure,  (see 
No.  151)  to  be  well  with  the  ladies. 

*  You  are  to  know  then  that  I  was  bred  a  gen- 
tleman, and  had  the  finishing  part  of  my  educa- 
tion under  a  man  of  great  probity,  wit,  and  learn- 
ing, in  one  of  our  universities.  I  will  not  deny 
but  this  made  my  behaviour  and  mien  bear  in  it 
a  figure  of  thought  rather  than  action;  and  a  man 
of  a  quite  contrary  character,  who  never  thought 
in  his  life,  rallied  me  one  day  upon  it,  and  said, 
he  believed  I  was  still  a  virgin.  There  was  a, 
young  lady  of  virtue  present,  and  1  was  not  dis- 
pleased to  favour  the  insinuation;  but  it  had  a 
quite  contrary  effect  from  what  I  expected.  1 
was  ever  after  treated  with  great  coldness  both 
by  that  lady  and  all  the  rest  of  my  acquaintance. 
In  a  very  little  time  I  never  came  into  a  room 
but  I  could  hear  a  whisper, 6  here  comes  the  maid.' 
A  girl  of  humour  would  on  some  occasion  say, 
6  Why,  how  do  you  know  more  than  any  of  us?' 
An  expression  of  that  kind  was  generally  follow- 
ed by  a  loud  laugh;  in  a  word,  for  no  other  fault 
in  the  world  than  that  they  reafly  thought  me  as 
innocent  as  themselves,  1  became  of  no  conse- 
quence among  them,  and  was  received  always 
upon  the  foot  of  a  jest.  This  made  so  strong  an 
impression  upon  me,  that  1  resolved  to  be  as 
agreeable  as  tne  best  of  the  men  who  laughed  at 
me;  but  I  observed  it  was  nonsense  for  me  to  be 
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impudent  at  first  among  those  who  knew  me:  my 
character  for  modesty  was  so  notorious  wherever 
1  had  hitherto  appeared,  that  1  resolved  to  show 
nay  new  face  in  new  quarters  of  the  world.  My 
first  step  I  chose  with  judgment;  for  I  went  to 
Astrop,  and  came  down  among  a  crowd  of  acade- 
mics, at  one  dash,  the  impuaentest  fellow  they 
had  ever  seen  in  their  lives.  Flushed  with  this 
success,  1  made  love  and  was  happy.  Upon  this 
conquest,  1  thought  it  would  be  unlike  a  gentle* 
man  to  stay  long  with  my  mistress.,  and  crossed 
the  country  to  Sury.  I  could  give  you  a  very 
good  account  of  myself  at  that  place  also.  Afc 
these  two  ended  my  first  summer  of  gallantry.. 
The  winter  following  you  would  wonder  at  it, 
but  I  relapsed  into  modesty  upon  coming  among- 
people  of  figure  in  London,  yet  not  so  much  but 
that  the  ladies  who  had  formerly  laughed  at  me, 
said,  *  Bless  us,  how  wonderfully  that  gentleman 
is  improved?'  Some  familiarities  about  the  play- 
houses towards  the  end  of  the  ensuing  winter,. 
made  me  conceive  new  hopes  of  adventures;  and 
instead  of  returning  the  next  summer  to  Astrop 
or  Bury,  I  thought  myself  qualified  to  go  to  Ep- 
som, and  followed  a  young  woman,  whose  rela- 
tions were  jealous  of  my  place  in  her  favour,  to 
Scarborough.  I  carried  my  point,  and  in  my 
third  year  aspired  to  go  to  Tunbridge,  and  in  the- 
autumn  of  the  same  year  made  my  appearance  at 
Bath.  I  was  now  got  into  the  way  of  talk  proper 
for  ladies,  and  was  run  into  a  vast  acquaintance 
among  them,  which  1  always  improved  to  the 
best  advantage.  In  all  this  course  of  time,  and 
some  years  following,  I  found  a  sober  modest  man 
was  always  looked  upon  by  both  sexes  as  ^.^c^t 
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cise  unfashioned  fellow  of  no  life  or  spirit.  It  was 
ordinary  for  a  man  who  had  been  drunk  in  good 
company,  or  passed  a  night  with  a  wench,  to 
speak  of  it  next  day  before  women  for  whom  he 
had  the  greatest  respect.  He  was  reproved,  per- 
haps, with  a  blow  of  the  fan,  or  an  6  oh  fyP  but 
the  angry  lady  still  preserved  an  apparent  appro- 
bation in  her  countenance.  He  was  called  a 
strange  wicked  fellow,  a  sad  wretch ;  he  shrugs  his 
shoulders,  swears,  receives  another  blow,  swears 
again  he  did  not  know  he  swore,  and  all  was 
well.  You  might  often  see  men  game  in  the 
presence  of  women,  and  throw  at  once  for  more 
than  they  were  worth,  to  recommend  themselves 
as  men  of  spirit  I  found,  by  long  experience, 
that  the  loosest  principles,  and  most  abandoned 
behaviour,  carried  all  before  them  in  pretensions 
to  women  of  fortune.  The  encouragement  given 
to  people  of  this  stamp,  made  me  soon  throw  off 
the  remaining  impressions  of  a  sober  education. 
In  the  above-mentioned  places,  as  well  as  in  town, 
1  always  kept  company  with  those  who  lived 
most  at  large;  and,  in  due  process  of  time,  I  was 
a  pretty  rake  among  the  men,  and  a  very  pretty 
fellow  among  the  women.  1  must  confess,  1  had 
some  melancholy  hours  upon  the  account  of  the 
narrowness  of  my  fortune;  but  my  conscience  at 
the  same  time  gave  me  the  comfort  that  1  had 
qualified  myself  for  marrying  a  fortune. 

6  When  I  had  lived  in  this  manner  for  some 
time,  and  became  thus  accomplished,  1  was  now 
in  the  twenty-seventh  year  or  my  age,  and  about 
the  forty-seventh  of  my  constitution,  my  health 
and  estate  wasting  very  fast,  when  I  happened  to 
fall  into  the  company  of  a  very  pretty  young  lady 
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in  her  own  disposal.  I  entertained  the  company, 
as  we  men  of  gallantry  generally  do,  with  tne 
many  haps  and  disasters,  watchings  under  win- 
dows, escapes  from  jealous  husbands,  and  several 
other  perils.  The  young  thing  was  wonderfully 
charmed  with  one  that  knew  tne  world  so  well, 
and  talked  so  fine:  with  Desdemona,  all  her  lover 
said  affected  her;  *  it  was  strange,  it  was  won- 
drous strange. '  In  a  word,  I  saw  the  impression 
1  had  made  upon  her,  and,  with  a  very  little  ap- 
plication, the  pretty  thing  has  married  me.  There 
is  so  much  charm  in  her  innocence  and  beauty, 
that  1  do  now  as  much  detest,  the  course  1  have 
been  in  for  many  years,  as  1  ever  did  before  I  en- 
tered into  it. 

(  What  I  intend,  Mr.  Spectator,  by  writing  all 
this  to  you,  is,  that  you  would,  before  you  go  any 
further  with  your  panegyrics  on  the  fair  sex,  give 
them  some  lectures  upon  their  silly  approbations. 
It  is,  that  1  am  weary  of  vice,  and  that  it  was  not 
my  natural  way,  that  I  am  now  so  far  recovered 
as  not  to  bring  this  believing  dear  creature  to  con- 
tempt and  poverty  for  her  generosity  to  me.  At 
the  same  time  tell  the  youth  of  good  education  of 
our  sex,  that  they  take  too  little  care  of  improv- 
ing themselves  in  little  things:  a  good  air  at  en- 
tering into  a  room,  a  proper  audacity  in  express- 
ing himself  with  gaiety  and  gracefulness,  would 
make  a  young  gentleman  of  virtue  and  sense  ca- 
pable of  discountenancing  the  shallow  impudent 
rogues  that  shine  among  the  women. 

<  Mr.  Spectator,  I  do  not  doubt  but  you  are  a 
very  sagacious  person;  but  you  are  so  great  with 
Tufly  of  late,  that  I  fear  you  will  contemn  these 
things  as  matters  of  no  consequence:  but  believe 
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me,  sir,  they  are  of  the  highest  importance  to 
human  life:  and  if  you  can  do  any  thing  towards 
opening  fair  eyes,  you  will  lay  an  obligation  upon 
all  your  contemporaries  who  are  fathers,  hus- 
bands, or  brothers  to  females. 

<  Your  most  affectionate  humble  servant, 

'  Simon  Honeycomb.' 

STEELE.  T. 


-<&-s©e-€>- 
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-Hae  nugx  seria  ducunt 


In  mala Hon.  Abs.  Post. 

These  things,  which  now  seem  frivolous  and  slight, 
Will  prove  of  serious  consequence.     Roscomxojt. 

I  have  more  than  once  taken  notice  of  an  in- 
decent license  taken  in  discourse,  wherein  the 
conversation  on  one  part  is  involuntary,  and  the 
effect  of  some  necessary  circumstance.  This 
happens  in  travelling  together  in  the  same  hired 
coach,  sitting  near  each  other  in  any  public  as- 
sembly, or  the  like.  I  have,  upon  making  obser- 
vations of  this  sort,  received  innumerable  mes- 
sages from  that  part  of  the  fair  sex,  whose  lot  in 
life  it  is  to  be  of  any  trade  or  public  way  of  life. 
They  are  all,  to  a  woman,  urgent  with  me  to  lay 
before  the  world  the  unhappy  circumstances  they 
are  under,  from  the  unreasonable  liberty  which  is 
taken  in  their  presence,  to  talk  on  what  subject 
it  is  thought  fit  by  every  coxcomb  who  want* 
understanding  or  breeding.  One  or  two  of  these 
complaints  1  shall  set  down. 
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'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  I  keep  a  coffee-house,  and  am  one  of  those 
whom  you  have  thought  fit  to  mention  as  an  Idol 
some  time  ago.  (See  No.  87.)  I  suffered  a  good 
deal  of  raillery  upon  that  occasion;  but  shall 
heartily  forgive  you,  who  are  the  cause  of  it,  it 
you  will  do  me  justice  in  another  point.  What 
I  ask  of  you  is,  to  acquaint  my  customers,  who 
are  otherwise  very  good  ones,  that  I  am  unavoid- 
ably hasped  in  my  bar,  and  can  not  help  hearing 
the  improper  discourses  they  are  pleased  to  en- 
tertain me  with.  They  strive  who  shall  say  the 
most  immodest  things  in  my  hearing.  At  the 
same  time  half  a  dozen  of  them  loll  at  the  bar, 
staring  just  in  my  face,  ready  to  interpret  my 
looks  and  gestures  according  to  their  own  imagi- 
nations. In  this  passive  condition,  I  know  not 
where  to  cast  my  eyes,  place  my  hands,  or  what 
to  employ  myself  in:  but  this  confusion  is  to  be  a 
jest,  and  I  hear  them  say  in  the  end,  with  an  in- 
sipid air  of  mirth  and  subtlety,  Let  her  alone,  she 
knows  as  well  as  we,  for  all  she  looks  so.  Good 
Mr.  Spectator,  persuade  gentlemen  that  it  is  out 
of  all  aecency :  say,  it  is  possible  a  woman  may 
be  modest  and  yet  keep  a  public  house.  Be 
pleased  to  argue,  that  in  trutn  the  affront  is  the 
more  unpardonable,  because  I  am  obliged  to  suf- 
fer it,  and  can  not  fly  from  it.  I  do  assure  you, 
sir,  the  cheerfulness  of  life  which  would  arise 
from  the  honest  gain  I  have,  is  utterly  lost  to  me, 
from  the  endless,  flat,  impertinent  pleasantries 
which  I  hear  from  morning  to  night.  In  a  word, 
it  is  too  much  for  me  to  bear;  and  I  desire  you  to 
acquaint  them,  that  I  will  keep  pen  and  ink  at 
the  bar  and  write  down  all  they  say  to  me,  %rA 
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send  it  to  you  for  the  press.  It  is  possible  when 
they  see  how  empty  what  they  speuk,  without 
the  advantage  of  an  impudent  countenance  and 
gesture,  will  appear,  they  may  come  to  some 
sense  of  themselves  and  the  insults  they  are  guil- 
ty of  towards  me.     I  am,  sir, 

*  Your  most  humble  servant, 

<  THE  IDOL.' 

This  representation  is  so  just,  that  it  is  hard 
to  speak  of  it  without  an  indignation  which  per- 
haps would  appear  too  elevated  to  such  as  can  be 
guilty  of  this  inhuman  treatment,  where  they  see 
they  affront  a  modest,  plain,  and  ingenuous  be- 
haviour. This  correspondent  is  not  the  only  suf- 
ferer in  this  kind,  for  I  have  long  letters  both 
from  the  Royal  and  New  Exchange  on  the  same 
subject  They  tell  me,  that  a  young  fop  can  not 
buy  a  pair  of  gloves,  but  he  is  at  the  same  time 
straining  for  some  ingenious  ribaldry  to  say  to 
the  young  woman  who  helps  them  on.  It  is  no 
small  addition  to  the  calamity,  that  the  rogues 
buy  as  hard  as  the  plainest  and  modestest  cus- 
tomers they  have:  besides  which  they  loll  upon 
their  counters  half  an  hour  longer  than  they  need, 
to  drive  away  other  customers,  who  are  to  share 
their  impertinences  with  the  milliner,  or  go  to 
another  shop.  Letters  from  'Change  Alley  are 
full  of  the  same  evil;  and  the  girls  tell  me,  ex- 
cept I  can  chase  some  eminent  merchants  from 
their  shops  they  shall  in  a  short  time  fail.  It  is 
very  unaccountable,  that  men  can  have  so  little 
deference  to  all  mankind  who  pass  by  them,  as 
to  bear  being  seen  toying  by  twos  and  threes  at 
a  time,  with  no  other  purpose  but  to  appear  gay 
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enough  to  keep  up  a  ligjht  conversation  of  com- 
mon-place jest,  to  the  injury  of  her  whose  credit 
is  certainly  hurt  by  it,  ihough  their  own  may  be 
strong  enough  to  bear  it.  When  we  come  to  have 
exact  accounts  of  these  conversations,  it  is  not  to 
be  doubted  but  that  their  discourses  will  raise 
the  usual  style  of  buying  and  selling:  instead  of 
the  plain  downright  lying,  and  asking  and  bid- 
ding so  unequally  to  what  they  will  really  give 
and  take,  we  may  hope  to  have  from  these  fine 
folks  an  exchange  of  compliments.  There  must 
certainly  be  a  great  deal  of  pleasant  difference 
between  the  commerce  of  lovers,  and  that  of  all 
other  dealers,  who  are,  in  a  kind,  adversaries. 
A  sealed  bond,  or  a  bank  note,  would  be  a  pretty 
gallantry  to  convey  unseen  into  the  hands  of  one 
whom  a  director  is  charmed  with;  otherwise  the 
city-loiterers  are  still  more  unreasonable  than 
those  at  the  other  end  of  the  town.  At  the  New 
Exchange  they  are  eloquent  for  want  of  cash, 
but  in  the  city  they  ought  with  cash  to  supply 
their  want  of  eloquence. 

If  one  might  be  serious  on  this  prevailing  folly, 
one  might  observe,  that  it  is  a  melancholy  thing 
when  the  world  is  mercenary  even  to  the  buying 
and  selling  our  very  persons;  that  young  women, 
though  they  have  never  so  great  attractions  from 
nature,  are  never  the  nearer  being  happily  dis- 
posed of  in  marriage:  I  say,  it  is  very  hard  under 
this  necessity,  it  shall  not  be  possible  for  them  to 
go  into  a  way  of  trade  for  their  maintenance,  but 
their  very  excellencies  and  personal  perfections 
shall  be  a  disadvantage  to  them,  and  subject  them 
to  be  treated  as  if  they  stood  there  to/' 11  their 
persons  to  prostitution.  There  can  n^     t  a  mcrcs 
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melancholy  circurostdnce  to  cme  wfttf  has  made 
any  observation  in  the  world,  than  one  of  those 
erring  creatures  exposed  to  bankruptcy*  When 
that  happens,  none  of  these  toying  fools  will  do 
any  more  than  any  other  mam  they  meet  to  pre* 
serve  her  from  infamy,  insult,  and  distemper.  A 
woman  is  naturally  more  helpless  than  tile  other 
sex :  and  a  man  of  honour  ana  sense  should  have 
this  in  his  view  in  all  manner  of  commerce  with 
her.  Were  this  well  weighed,  inconsideration, 
ribaldry  and  nonsense,  would  not  be  more  natu- 
ural  to  entertain  women  with  than  men;  and  it 
would  be  as  much  impertinence  to  go  into  a  shop 
of  one  of  these  young  women  without  buying,  as 
into  that,  of  any  other  trader.  I  shall  end  this 
speculation  with  a  letter  1  have  received  from  a 
pretty  milliner  in  the  city, 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  I  havo  read  your  account  of  beauties  (No. 
144)  and  was  not  a  little  surprised:  to  find  no 
character  of  myself  in  it  I  do  assure  you  I  have 
little  else  to  do  but  to  give  audience  as  I  am  such. 
Here  are  merchants  of  no  small  consideration, 
who  call  in  as  certainly  as  they  go  to  'Change,  to 
say  something  of  my  roguish  eye:  and  here  is 
one  who  makes  me  once  or  twice  a  week  tumble 
over  all  my  goods,  and  then  owns  it  was  only  a 
gallantry  to  see  me  act  with  these  pretty  hands? 
then  lays  out  threepence  in  a  little  riband  for  his 
wrist-bands,  and  thinks  he  is  a  man  of  great  vi* 
vacity.  There  is  an  ugly  thing  not  for  off  me* 
whose  shop  is  frequented-  only  by  people  of  busi- 
ness, that  is  all  day  long  as  busy  as  possible. 
Must  1  that  am  a  beauty  be  treated  with  for  no+ 
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gbut  my  beauty?  Be  pleased  to  assign  rate* 
ly  kind  glances,  or  make  all  pay  who  come 
lee  me,  or  I  shall  be  undone  by  my  admirers 
want  of  customers.  Albacinda,  Eudosia,  and 
he  rest  would  be  used  just  as  we  are,  if  they 
em  our  condition:  therefore  pray  consider 
distress  of  us  the  lower  order  of  beauties,  and 
all  be 

*  Your  obliged  humble  servant.' 

PEELS.  T. 


P**^+**—Of 
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•Sedtu  airuui  obUgSsti 


Perfidum  vote  caput,  enitescis 
Pukhrior  mutto— —         Hob.  Od. 


-But  thou, 


Since  perjurM,  dost  more  charming  grow.     Buks. 

do  not  think  any  thing  could  make  a  plea- 
er  entertainment  than  the  history  of  the 
ning  favourites  among  the  women  from  time 
me  about  this  town.  In  such  an  account  we 
it  to  have  a  faithful  confession  of  each  lady 
ffhat  she  liked  such  and  such  a  man,  and  he 
it  to  tell  us  by  what  particular  action  or  dress 
relieved  he  should  oe  most  successful.  As 
ny  part,  I  have  always  made  as  easy  a  judg- 
t  wnen  a  man  dresses  for  the  ladies,  as  when 
8  equipped  for  hunting  or  coursing.  The 
lan's  man  is  a  person  iuhis air  and  behaviour 
»  different  from  the  rest  of  our  species:  his 
is  more  loose  and  negligent,  his  manner 
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more  soft  and  indolent;  that  is  to  say,  in  both 
these  cases  there  is  an  apparent  endeavour  to 
tppear  unconcerned  and  careless.  In  catching 
birds  the  fowlers  have  a  method  of  imitating  their 
voices  to  bring  them  to  the  snare;  and  your  wo- 
men's men  have  always  a  similitude  of  the  crea- 
ture they  hope  to  betray  in  their  own  conversa- 
tion. A  woman's  man  is  very  knowing  in  all 
that  passes  from  one  family  to  another,  has  little 
pretty  officiousnesses,  is  not  at  a  loss  what  is 

food  for  a  cold,  and  it  is  not  amiss  if  he  has  a 
ottle  of  spirits  in  his  pocket  in  case  of  any  sud- 
den indisposition. 

Curiosity  having  been  my  prevailing  passion, 
and  indeed  the  sole  entertainment  of  my  life,  1 
have  sometimes  made  it  my  business  to  examine 
the  course  of  intrigues,  as  well  as  the  manners 
and  accomplishments  of  such  as  have  been  most 
successful  that  way.  In  all  my  observations,  1 
never  knew  a  man  of  good  understanding  a  (gene- 
ral favourite;  some  singularity  in  his  behaviour, 
some  whim  in  his  way  of  life,  and  what  would 
have  made  him  ridiculous  among  the  men,  has 
recommended  him  to  the  other  sex.  1  should 
be  very  sorry  to  offend  a  people  so  fortunate  as 
these  of  whom  1  am  speaking;  but  let  any  one 
look  over  the  old  beaux,  and  he  will  find  the 
man  of  success  was  remarkable  for  quarrelling 
impertinently  for  their  sakes,  for  dressing  unlike 
the  rest  of  the  world,  or  passing  his  days  in  an  . 
insipid  assiduity  about  the  fair  sex,  to  gain  the  J 
figure  he  made  amongst  them.  Add  to  Si  is,  that 
he  must  have  the  reputation  of  being  well  with 
other  women,  to  please  any  one  woman  of  gal- 
lantry; for  you  are  to  know  that  there  is  a  mighty 


herself.  A  little  spite  is  natural  to  a  great 
ty:  and  it  is  ordinary  to  snap  up  a  disagree- 
felloiv  lest  another  should  have  him.  That 
ident  toad  Barefacc  fares  well  among  all  the 
s  he  converses  with,  for  no  other  reason  in 
vorld  but  that  he  has  the  skill  to  keep  them 

explanation  with  one  another.  Did  they 
v  there  is  not  one  who  likes  him  in  her  heart, 

would  declare  her  scorn  of  him  the  next 
lent;  but  he  ia  well  received  by  them  because 

the  fashion;  and  opposition  to  each  other 
pi  them  insensibly  into  an  imitation  of  each 
*.  What  adds  to  him  the  greatest  grace  is, 
the  pleasant  thief,  as  they  call  him,  is  the 

inconstant  creature  living,  has  a  wonderful 
of  wit  and  humour,  and  never  wants  some- 
■  to  say;  besides  all  which,  he  has  a  mast 
ml  dangerous  tongue  if  you  should  provoke 

<  make  a  woman's  man,  he  must  not  be  a 
of  sense,  or  a  foal;  the  business  is  to  enter- 
nn*). it    i«    mni>h    holler  tn  h«irs  K  finnllil  nf 
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fair.  But  commend  me  above  all  others  to  those 
who  are  known  for  your  miners  of  ladies;  these 
are  the  choicest  spirits  which  our  age  produces. 
We  have  several  of  these  irresistible  gentlemen 
among  us  when  the  company  is  in  town.  These 
fellows  are  accomplished  with  the  knowledge  of 
the  ordinary  occurrences  about  court  and  town, 
have  that  sort  of  good  breeding  which  is  exclu- 
sive of  all  morality,  and  consists  only  in  being 
publicly  decent,  privately  dissolute. 

It  is  wonderful  how  far  a  fond  opinion  of  her- 
self can  carry  a  woman,  to  make  her  have  the 
least  regard  to  a  professed  known  woman's  man: 
but  as  scarce  one  of  all  the  women  who  are  in  the 
tour  of  gallantries  ever  hears  any  thing  of  what 
is  the  common  sense  of  sober  minds,  but  are  en* 
tertained  with  a  continual  round  of  flatteries, 
they  can  not  be  mistresses  of  themselves  enough 
to  make  arguments  for  their  own  conduct  from 
the  behaviour  of  these  men  to  others.  1 1  is  so  far 
otherwise,  that  a  general  fame  of  falsehood  in  this 
kind,  is  a  recommendation;  and  the  coxcomb, 
loaded  with  the  favours  of  many  others,  is  re- 
ceived like  a  victor  that  disdains  his  trophies,  to 
be  a  victim  to  the  present  charmer. 

If  you  see  a  man  more  full  of  gesture  than  or* 
dinary  in  a  public  assembly,  if  loud  upon  no  oc- 
casion, if  negligent  of  the  company  round  him, 
and  yet  laying  wait  for  destroying  by  that  negli- 
gence, you  may  take  it  for  granted  that  he  ha» 
ruined  many  a  fair  one.  The  woman's  man  ex- 
presses himself  wholly  in  that  motion  which  we 
call  strutting;  an  elevated  chest,  a  pinched  hat,  a 
measurable  step,  and  a  sly  surveying  eye,  are  the 
marks  of  him.     Now  and  then  you  see  a  gentle- 
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i  with  all  these  accomplishments;  but  alas, 

one  of  them  is  enough  to  undo  thousands, 
en  a  gentleman  with  such  perfections  adds  to 
litable  learning,  there  should  be  public  warn- 
of  his  residence  in  town,  that  we  may  remove 
wives  and  daughters.     It  happens  sometimes 

such  a  fine  man  has  read  all  the  miscellany 
ns,  a  few  of  our  comedies,  and  has  the  trans- 
m  of  Ovid's  epistles  by  heart.  *  Oh  if  it  were 
tible  that  such  a  one  could  be  as  true  as  he  is 
•ming;  but  that  is  too  much,  the  women  will 
e  such  a  dear  false  man:  a  little  gallantry 
ear  him  talk  one  would  indulge  one's  self  in, 
lim  reckon  the  sticks  of  one's  fan,  say  some- 
g  of  the  Cupids  in  it;  and  then  call  one  so 
iy  soft  names  which  a  man  of  his  learning  has 
is  finger  ends.  There  sure  is  some  excuse 
frailty,  when  attacked  by  such  force  against  a 
k  woman.'  Such  is  the  soliloquy  of  many  a 
'  one  might  name,  at  the  sight  of  one  of  these 
>  makes  it  no  iniquity  to  go  on  from  day  to 
in  the  sin  of  woman-slaughter. 

is  certain  that  people  are  got  into  a  way  of 
station,  with  a  manner  of  overlooking  the 
t  solid  virtues,  and  admiring  the  most  trivial 
dlencies.  The  woman  is  so  far  from  expect- 
to  be  contemned  for  being  a  very  injudicious 
'  animal,  that  while  she  can  preserve  her  fea- 
s  and  her  mien,  she  knows  she  is  still  the  ob- 
of  desire;  and  there  is  a  sort  of  secret  ambi- 
,  from  reading  frivolous  books,  and  keeping 
ivolous  company,  each  side  to  be  amiable  in 
erfection,  and  arrive  at  the  characters  of  the 

deceiver  and  the  perjured  fair. 
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No.  157.    THURSDAY,  AUGUST  30. 

•Genius,  natale  mines  qui  tempered  astrum, 


Natures  Deus  humttrae,  m&rtalis  in  unum- 
quodque  eaptit Hob.  Ep. 


'IMITATED. 


-That  directing  power, 


Who  forms  the  genius  in  the  natal  hour: 

That  God  of  nature,  who  within  us  still, 

Inclines  our  action,  not  constrains  our  will.     Port. 

1  am  very  much  *t  a  loss  to  express  by  any 
word  that  occurs  to  me  in  out  language  that  whicn 
is  understood  by  Indoles  in  Latin.  The  natural 
disposition  to  any  particular  art,  science,  profes- 
sion, or  trade,  is  very  much  to  be  consulted  in 
the  care  of  youth,  and  studied  by  men  for  their 
own  conduct  when  tliey  form  to  themselves  any 
scheme  of  life.  It  is  wonderfully  hard  indeed 
for  a  man  to  judge  of  his  own  capacity  impar- 
tially; that  may  look  great  to  me  which  may  ap- 
pear little  to  another,  and  I  may  be  carried  by 
fondness  towards  myself  so  far,  as  to  attempt 
things  too  high  for  my  talents  and  accomplish- 
ments: but  it  is  not,  methinks,  so  very  difficult  a 
matter  to  make  a  judgment  of  the  abilities  of 
others,  especially  of  those  who  are  in  their  in- 
fancy. My  common-place  book  directs  me  on 
this  occasion  to  mention  the  dawning  of  greatness 
in  Alexander,  who  being  asked  in  his  ytiuth  to 
contend  for  a  jprize  in  the  Olympic  <gatoes,  an- 
swered he  would,  if  he  had  kings  to  run  against 
him.  Gassius,  who  was  one  of  the  conspirators 
against  Caesar,  gave  as  great  a  proof  of  his  temper, 
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when  in  his  childhood  he  struck  a  playfellow,  the 
son  of  Sylla,  for  saying  his  father  was  master  of 
the  Roman  people.     Scipio  is  reported  to  have 
answered  (when  some  flatterers  at  supper  were 
asking  him  what  the  Romans  should  do  for  a  gene- 
ral after  his  death)  '  Take  Marius.*     Marius  was 
then  a  very  boy,  and  had  given  no  instances  of 
his  valour:  but  it*was  visible  to  Scipio,  from  the 
manners  of  the  youth,  that  he  had  a  soul  formed 
for  the  attempt  and  execution  of  great  undertak- 
ings.   1  must  confess  I  have  very  often  with  much 
sorrow  bewailed  the  misfortune  of  the  children 
of  Great  Britain,  when  I  consider  the  ignorance 
and  undiscerning  of  the  generality  of  school-mas- 
ters.    The  boasted  liberty  we  talk  of  is  but  a 
mean  reward  for  the  long  servitude,  the  many 
heart-aches  and  terrors,  to  which  our  childhood 
is  exposed  in  going  through  a  grammar-school: 
many  of  these  stupid  tyrants  exercise  their  cruel- 
ty without  any  manner  of  distinction  of  the  ca- 
pacities of  children,  or  the  intention  of  parents 
in  their  behalf.     There  are  many  excellent  tem- 
pers which  are  wortl^  to  be  nourished  and  cul- 
tivated with  all  possible  diligence  and  care,  that 
were  never  designed  to  be  acquainted  with  Aris- 
totle, Tully,  or  Virgil;  and  there  are  as  many 
who  have  capacities  for  understanding  every  word 
those  great  persons  have  writ,  and  yet  were  not 
born  to  have  any  relish  of  their  writings.     For 
want  of  this  common  and  obvious  discerning  in 
those  who  have  the  care  of  youth,  we  have  so 
many  hundred  unaccountable  creatures  every  age 
whipped  up  into  great  scholars,  that  are  for  ever 
near  a  right  understanding,  and  will  never  arrive 
at  it    These  are  the  scandal  of  letters,  and  these 
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are  generally  the  men  who  are  to  teach  others. 
The  sense  of  shame  and  honour  is  enough  to 
keep  the  world  itself  in  order  without  corporal 
punishment,  much  more  to  train  the  minds  of  un- 
corrupted  and  innocent  children.     It  happens,  I 
doubt  not,  more  than  once  in  a  year,  that  a  kd  is 
chastised  for  a  blockhead,  when  it  is  good  appre- 
hension that  makes  him  incapable  of  knowing 
what  his  teacher  means.     A  orisk  imagination 
very  often  may  suggest  an  error,  which  a  lad 
could  not  have  fallen  into  if  he  had  been  as  heavy 
in  conjecturing  as  his  master  in  explaining:  but 
there  is  no  mercy  even  towards  a  wrong  interpre* 
tation  of  his  meaning:  the  sufferings  of  the  scho* 
lar's  body  are  to  rectify  the  mistakes  of  his  mind* 
1  am  confident  that  no  boy  who  will  not  be 
allured  to  letters  without  blows,  will  ever  be 
brought  to  any  thing  with  them.  A  great  or  good 
mindmust  necessarily  be  the  worse  for  such  in- 
dignities; and  it  is  a  sad  change  to  lose  of  its  vir- 
tue for  the  improvement  of  its  knowledge.     No 
one  who  has  gone  through  what  they  call  a  great 
school,  but  must  remember  to  have  seen  children 
of  excellent  and  ingenuous  natures  (as  has  after- 
wards appeared  in  their  manhood;)  say  no  man 
has  passed  through  this  way  of  education,  but 
must  have  seen  an  ingenuous  creature  expiring 
with  shame,  with  pale  looks,  beseeching  sorrow, 
and  silent  tears,  throw  up  its  honest  eyes,  and 
kneel  on  its  tender  knees  to  an  inexorable  block- 
head, to  be  forgiven  the  false  quantity  of  a  word 
in  making  a  Latin  verse:  the  child  is  punished, 
and  the  next  day  he  commits  a  like  crime,  and 
so  a  third  with  the  same  consequence.     I  would 
fain  ask  any  reasonable  man,  whether  this  lad,  in 
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simplicity  of  his  native  innocence,  full  of 
le,  and  capable  of  any  impression  from  that 
5  of  soul,  was  not  fitter  tor  any  purpose  in 
life,  than  after  that  spark  of  virtue  is  extin- 
led  in  him,  though  he  is  able  to  write  twen- 
jrses  in  an  evening? 

neca  says,  after  his  exalted  way  of  talking, 
the  immortal  gods  never  learnt  any  virtue, 
gh  they  are  endued  with  all  that  is  good;  so 
i  are  some  men  who  have  so  natural  a  pro- 
itv  to  what  they  should  follow,  that  they 

it  almost  as  soon  as  they  hear  it.'  Plants 
vegetables  are  cultivated  into  the  production 
ler  fruits  than  they  would  yield  without  that 

and  yet  we  can  not  entertain  hopes  of  pro- 
lg  a  tender  conscious  spirit  into  acts  of  vir- 
without  the  same  methods  as  are  used  to  cut 
3r,  or  give  new  shape  to  a  piece  of  stone, 
is  wholly  to  this  dreadful  practice  that  we 
attribute  a  certain  hardiness  and  ferocity 
h  some  men,  though  liberally  educated,  car- 
Knit  them  in  all  their  behaviour.  To  be  bred 
i  gentleman,  and  punished  like  a  malefactor, 
,  as  we  see  it  does,  produce  that  illiberal 
ness  which  we  see  sometimes  in  men  of  letters. 
ie  Spartan  boy  who  suffered  the  fox  (which 
d  stolen  and  hid  under  his  coat)  to  eat  into 
>owels,  I  dare  say,  had  not  half  the  wit  or 
ance  which  we  learn  at  great  schools  among 
•ut  the  glorious  sense  of  honour,  or  rather 
)f  shame,  which  he  demonstrated  in  that  ac- 
was  worth  all  the  learning  in  the  world  with- 

is,  methinks,  a  very  melancholy  considera- 
that  a  little  negligence  can  spoil  us,  but  great 


I 
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industry  is  necessary  to  improve  us;  the  most  ex- 
cellent natures  are  soon  depreciated,  but  evil  tem- 
pers are  long  before  they  are  exalted  into  good 
nabits.  To  help  this  by  punishments,  is  the  same 
thing  as  killing  a  man  to  cure  him  of  a  distem- 
per: when  he  comes  to  suffer  punishment  in  that 
one  circumstance,  he  is  brought  below  the  exist- 
ence of  a  rational  creature,  and  is  in  the  state  of  a 
brute  that  moves  only  by  the  admonition  of  stripes. 
But  since  this  custom  of  educating  by  the  lasn  is 
suffered  by  the  gentry  of  Great  Britain,  I  would 
prevail  only,  that  honest  heavy  lads  may  be  dis- 
missed from  slavery  sooner  than  they  are  at 
present,  and  not  whipped  on  to  their  fourteenth 
or  fifteenth  year,  whether  they  expect  any  pro- 

fress  from  them  or  not.  Let  the  child's  capacity 
e  forthwith  examined,  and  he  sent  to  some  me- 
chanic way  of  life,  without  respect  to  his  birth, 
if  nature  designed  him  for  nothing  higher:  let 
him  go  before  lie  has  innocently  suffered,  and  is 
debased  into  a  dereliction  of  mind  for  being  what 
it  is  no  guilt  to  be,  a  plain  man.  I  would  not 
here  be  supposed  to  have  said,  that  our  learned 
men  6f  either  robe  who  have  been  whipped  at 
school,  are  not  still  men  of  noble  and  liberal 
minds;  but  I  am  sure  they  had  been  much  more 
so  than  they  are,  had  they  never  suffered  that 
infamy. 

But  though  there  is  so  little  care,  as  I  have  ob- 
served, taken,  or  observation  made,  of  the  natu- 
ral strain  of  men,  it  is  no  small  comfort  to  me, 
as  a  Spectator,  that  there  is  any  right  value  set 
upon  the  bona  indoles  of  other  animals,  as  ap- 
pears by  the  following  advertisement  handed  d 
about  the  county  of  Lincoln,  and  subscribed  by    vk 
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Enos  Thomas,  a  person  whom  I  have  not  the 
honour  to  know,  but  suppose  to  be  profoundly 
learned  in  horse-flesh. 

<  A  chestnut  horse,  called  Caesar,  bred  by  James 
Darcy,  Esq.  at  Sedbury,  near  Richmond  in  the 
county  of  York:  his  grandam  was  his  old  Royal 
Mare,  and  got  by  Blunderbuss,  which  was  got 
by  Hemsiy-Turk,  and  he  got  by  Mr.  Courant*s 
Arabian,  which  got  Mr  MinshuPs  Jews-trump. 
Mr.  Caesar  sold  him  to  a  nobleman  (coming  five 
years  old,  when  he  had  but  one  sweat)  for  three 
hundred  guineas.  A  guinea  a  leap  ana  trial,  and 
a  shilling  the  man.  Enos  Thomas.' 

STEELE.  T. 


■<§  Og)Q  t> 


No.  158.    FRIDAY,  AUGUST  31. 

Nos  hsse  novimus  esse  nihil        Mart. 
We  know  these  things  to  be  mere  trifles. 

Out  of  a  firm  regard  to  impartiality,  Imprint 
these  letters,  let  them  make  for  me  or  tick. 

'  MR.  SPUCTitO'k, 

*  1  have  observed  through  the  whole  course  df 
your  rhapsodies,  (as  you  once  very  well  called 
them)  you  are  very  industrious  to  6verthrow  all 
that  many  your  superiors  who  have  gone  before 
you  have  made  their  rule  of  writing.  I  am  now 
between  fifty  and  sixty,  and  had  the  honour  to  be 
well  with  'the  fest  men  of  taste  and  gallantry  m 
the  jWOtis  reign  of  Charles  the  Second;  we  then 
had,  I  humbly  (pfresume,  as  good  understandings 
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among  us  as  any  now  can  pretend  to.  As  for 
yourself,  Mr.  Spectator,  you  seem  with  the  ut- 
most arrogance  to  undermine  the  very  funda- 
mentals upon  which  we  conducted  ourselves.  It 
is  monstrous  to  set  up  for  a  man  of  wit,  and  yet 
to  deny  that  honour  in  a  woman  is  any  thing 
else  but  peevishness,  that  inclination  is  the  best 
rule  of  life,  or  virtue  and  vice  any  thing  else  but 
health  and  disease.  We  had  no  more  to  do  but 
to  put  a  lady  in  good  humour,  and  all  we  could 
wish  followed  of  course.  Then  again,  your 
Tully,  and  your  discourses  of  another  life,  are 
the  very  bane  of  mirth  and  good  humour.  Pr'y- 
thee  do  not  value  thyself  on  thy  reason  at  that 
exorbitant  rate,  and  the  dignity  of  human  na- 
ture: take  my  word  for  it,  a  setting-dog  has  as 
good  reason  as  any  man  in  England.  Had  you 
(as  by  your  diurrials  one  would  think  you  do) 
set  up  for  being  in  vogue  in  town,  you  should 
have  fallen  in  with  the  bent  of  passions  and  ajy 
petite;  your  songs  had  then  been  in  every  pret- 
ty mouth  in  England,  and  your  little  distichs  had 
been  the  maxims  of  the  fair  and  the  witty  to 
walk  by;  but  alas,  sir,  what  can  you  hope  for, 
from  entertaining  people  with  what  must  needs 
make  them  like  themselves  worse  than  they  did 
before  they  read  you?  Had  you  made  it  your 
business  to  describe  Gorinna  charming,  though 
inconstant,  to  find  something  in  human  nature 
itself  to  make  Zoilus  excuse  himself  for  being 
fond  of  her;  and  to  make  every  man  in  good 
commerce  with  his  own  reflections,  you  had  dope 
something  worthy  our  applause;  but  indeed,  sir, 
we  shall  not  commend  you  for  disapproving  us. 
I  have  a  great  deal  more  to  say  to  you,  but  I  shall 
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sum  it  up  all  in  this  one  remark:  In  short,  sir, 
you  do  not  write  like  a  gentleman. 

i  I  am,  Sir, 

*  Your  most  humble  servant  * 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

i  The  other  day  we  were  several  of  us  at  a 
tea-table,  and  according  to  custom  and  your  own 
advice  had  the  Spectator  read  among  us;  it  was 
that  paper  wherein  you  are  pleased  to  treat  with 
great  freedom  that  character  which  you  call  a 
woman's  man.  (No.  156.)  We  gave  up  all  the 
kinds  you  have  mentioned,  except  those  who, 
you  say,  are  our  constant  visitants.  1  was  upon 
the  occasion  commissioned  by  the  company  to 
write  to  you  and  tell  you,  that  we  shall  not  part 
with  the  men  we  have  at  present,  until  the  men 
of  sense  think  fit  to  relieve  them,  and  give  us 
their  company  in  their  stead.  You  can  not  ima- 
gine but  that  we  love  to  hear  reason  and  good 
sense  better  than  the  ribaldry  we  are  at  present 
entertained  with ;  but  we  must  have  company, 
and  amongst  us  very  inconsiderable  is  better  than 
none  at  all.  We  were  made  for  the  cements  of 
society,  and  came  into  the  world  to  create  rela- 
tions amongst  mankind;  and  solitude  is  an  unna- 
tural being  to  us.  If  the  men  of  good  under- 
standing would  forget  a  little  of  their  severity, 
they  would  find  their  account  in  it;  and  their  wis- 
dom would  have  a  pleasure  in  it,  to  which  they 
are  now  strangers*  It  is  natural  among  us,  when 
men  have  a  true  relish  of  our  company  and  our 
value,  to  say  every  thing  with  a  oetter  grace, 
and  there  is,  without  designing  it,  something 
ornamental  in  what  men  utter  Defore  women, 
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which  is  lost  or  neglected  in  conversations  of  men 
only.  Give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  sir,  it  would  do 
you  no  great  harm  if  you  yourself  came  a  little 
more  into  our  company ;  it  would  certainly  cure 
you  of  a  certain  positive  and  determining  manner 
in  which  you  talk  sometimes.  In  hopes  of  your 
amendment,  '    " 

'  I  am.  Sir, 

*  Your  gentle  reader-* 

'  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

1  Your  professed  regard  to  thq  fair  sex,  ma? 
perhaps  make  them  value  your  admonitions  when 
they  will  not  those  of  other  men.  1  desire:  you, 
sir,  to  repeat  some  lectures  upon  subjects  which 
you  have  now  and  then  in  a  cursory  manner  only 
just  touched.  1  would  have  a  Spectator  wholly  writ 
upon  good  breeding;  and  after  you  have  asserted 
that  time  and  place  are  to  be  very  much  consider- 
ed in  all  our  actions,  it  will  be  proper  to  dwell 
upon  behaviour  at  church.  On  Sunday  last  a 
grave  and  reverend  man  preached  at  our  church: 
there  was  something  particular  in  his  accent,  but 
without  any  manner  of  affectation. — This  particu- 
larity, a  set  of  gigglers  thought  the  most  necessa- 
ry thing  to  be  taken  notice  of  in  his  whole  dis- 
course, and  made  it  an  occasion  of  mirth  during 
the  whole  time  of  sermon.  You  should  see  one 
of  them  ready  to  burst  behind  a  fan;  another 
pointing  to  a  companion  in  another  seat;  and  a 
fourth  with  an  arch  composure,  as  if  she  would 
if  possible,  stifle  her  laughter.  There  were  ro«- 
ny  gentlemen  who  looked  at  them  steadfastly; 
but  this  they  took  for  ogling  and  admiring  them; 
there  was  one  of  the  merry  ones  in  particular, 
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that  found  out  but  just  then  that  she  had  but  fiye 
fingers,  for  she  fell  a  reckoning  the  pretty  pieces 
of  ivory  over  and  over  again,  to  find  herself  em- 
ployment and  not  laugh  out.  Would  it  not  be  ex- 
pedient, Mr.  Spectator,  that  the  church-warden 
should  hold  up  nis  wand  on  these  occasions,  and 
keep  the  decency  of  the  place,  as  a  magistrate 
does  the  peace  in  a  tumult  elsewhere?' 

'mk.  spectator, 

<1  am  a  woman's  man,  and  read  with  a  very  fine 
lady  your  paper,  (See  No.  156)  wherein  you  fall 
upon  us  whom  you  envy.  What  do  you  think  1 
did?  You  must  know  she  was  dressing,  I  read  the 
Spectator  to  her,  and  she  laughed  at  the  places 
where  she  thought  I  was  touched.  I  threw  away 
your  moral,  and  taking  up  her  girdle  cried  out, 

"  Give  me  but  what  this  riband  bound; 
"  Take  all  the  rest  the  sun  goes  round."* 

*  She  smiled,  sir,  and  said  you  were  a  pedant 
So  say  of  me  what  you  please,  read  Seneca,  and 
quote  him  against  me  if  you  think  fit. 

I  am,  Sir, 

Your  humble  servant  * 

STEELE.  T. 

•  Waller's  verses  on  a  lady's  girdle* 
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•Omnem,  quae  nunc  obdiutatuenti 


Mortales  kebetai  visus  tibi,  et  humida  ctrcton 
Caligat,  nuban  eripiam—        Virg.  jEm. 

The  cloud,  which  intercepting  the  clear  light, 
Hangs  o'er  thy  eyes,  and  blunts  thy  mortal  sight, 
I  will  remove 

Whet*  1  was  at  Grand  Cairo,  (See  No.  1)  I 
picked  up  several  oriental  manuscripts,  which  I 
nave  still  by  me.  Among  others  1  met  with  one 
entitled,  Tht  Visi&m  of  Mirzay  which  I  have 
read  over  with  great  pleasure.  I  intend  to  giv© 
it  t6  tile  public  when  I  have  no  other  entertain- 
ment for  them;  and  shall  begin  with  the  first 
vision,  which  I  have  translated  word  for  word  as 
follows. 

*  On  the  fifth  day  of  the  moon,  which,  according 
to  the  custom  of  my  forefathers,  I  always  keep 
holy,  after  having  washed  myself,  and  offered  up 
my  morning  devotions,  I  ascended  the  high  hills 
of  Bagdat,  in  Order  to  pass  the  rest  of  the  day  in 
meditation  and  prayer.  As  1  was  here  airing 
myself  on  the  tops  of  the  mountains,  I  fell  into  a 
prbfound  contemplation  on  the  vanity  of  human 
life;  and  passing  from  one  thought  to  another, 
Surely,  said  I,  man  is  but  a  shadow,  and  life  a 
dream. — Whilst  I  was  thus  musing,  I  cast  my 
eyes  towards  the  summit  of  a  rock  that  was  not 
far  from  me,  where  I  discovered  one  in  the  habit 
of  a  shepherd,  with  a  little  musical  instrumen 
in  his  hand.  As  I  looked  upon  him,  he  applif 
it  to  his  lips,  and  began  to  play  upon  it.    T 
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I  of  it  was  exceeding  sweet,  and  wrought 
at  variety  of  tunes  that  were  inexpressibly 
lious,  and  altogether  different  from  any 

1  had  ever  heard:  they  put  me  in  mind  of 
heavenly  airs  that  are  played  to  the  depart- 
uls  of  good  men  upon  their  first  arrival  in 
Use,  to  wear  out  the  impressions  of  their  last 
es>  and  qualify  them  for  the  pleasures  of  that 
y  place.  My  heart  melted  away  in  secret 
res. 

had  been  often  told  that  the  rock  before  me 
he  haunt  of  a  genius;  and  that  several  had 
entertained  with  music,  who  had  passed  by 
t  never  heard  that  the  musician  had  before 

himself  visible.  When  he  had  raised  my 
;hts  by  those  transporting  airs  which  he  play- 
)  taste  the  pleasures  of  his  conversation's 
ted  upon  him  like  one  astonished,  he  be^k- 
to  me,  and  by  the  waving  of  his  hand/  di- 
i  me  to  approach  the  place  where  he  sat*  1 
near  with  that  reverence  which  is  due  jto  a 
lor  nature;  and  as  my  heart  was  entirely 
led  by  the  captivating  strains  1  had  heard,  1 
3wn  at  his  feet  and  wept.  The  genius  smiled 
me  with  a  look  of  compassion  and  affability 
familiarized  him  to  my  imagination,  and  at 
dispelled  all  the  fears  and  apprehensions 
which  I  approached  him.  He  lifted  me 
the  ground;  and  taking  me  by  the  hand, 
rza,"  said  he,  "1  have  heard  thee  in  thy 
quies;  follow  me." 

e  then  led  me  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  the 
and  placing  me  on  the  top  of  it,  u  Cast  thy 
eastward,"  said  he,  *'  and  tell  me  what  thou 

"  I  see,"  said  I, u  a  huge  valley,  and  a  prodi 
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gious  tide  of  water  rolling  through  it."  "  The  val- 
ley that  thou  seest,"  saia  he, "  is  the  Vale  of  Mi- 
sery, and  the  tide  of  water  that  thou  seest  is  part 
of  the  great  tide  of  eternity."  "What  is  the 
reason,"  said  I,  "  that  the  tide  1  see  rises  out  of 
a  thick  mist  at  one  end,  and  again  loses  itself  in 
thick  mist  at  the  other?"  "What  thou  seest," 
said  he,  "  is  that  portion  of  eternity  which  is 
called  time,  measured  out  by  the  sun,  and  reach- 
ing from  the  beginning  of  the  world  to  its  con- 
summation. Examine  now,"  said  he,  "  this  sea 
that  is  bounded  with  darkness  at  both  ends,  and 
tell  me  what  thou  discovejest  in  it"  I  see  a 
bridge,"  said  I,  "  standing  in  the  midst  of  the 
tide."  "  The  bridge  thou  seest,"  said  he,  "  is  hu- 
man life:  consider  it  attentively."  Upon  a  more 
leisurely  survey  of  it,  1  found  that  it  consisted  of 
three-score  and  ten  entire  arches,  with  several 
broken  arches,  which,  added  to  those  that  were 
entire,  made  up  the  number  about  a  hundred. 
As  I  was  counting  the  arches,  the  genius  told  me 
that  this  bridge  consisted  at  first  of  a  thousand 
arches,  but  that  a  great  flood  swept  away  the  rest, 
and  left  the  bridge  in  the  ruinous  condition  1  now 
beheld  it  "  But  tell  me  further,"  said  he,  "  what 
thou  discoverest  on  it"  "I  see  multitudes  of  peo- 
ple passing  over  it,"  said  1,  "  and  a  black  cloud 
nanging  on  each  end  of  it"  As  I  looked  more  at- 
tentively,! saw  several  of  the  passengers  dropping 
through  the  bridge  into  the  great  tide  that  flowea 
underneath  it:  and  upon  farther  examination,  per- 
ceived there  were  innumerable  trap-doors  that 
lay  concealed  in  the  bridge,  which  the  passengers 
no  sooner  trod  upon,  but  they  fell  through  them 
into  the  tide>and  immediately  disappeared.  These 
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hidden  pit-falls  were  set  very  thick  at  the  en- 
trance or  the  bridge,  so  that  throngs  of  people  no 
sooner  broke  through  the  cloud,  but  many  ot  them 
fell  into  them.  Tney  grew  thinner  towards  the 
middle,  but  multiplied  and  lay  closer  together 
towards  the  end  of  the  arches  that  were  entire. 

*  There  were  indeed  some  persons,  but  their 
number  was  very  small,  that  continued  a  kind  of 
hobbling  march  on  the  broken  arches,  but  fell 
through  one  after  another,  being  quite  tired  and 
spent  with  so  long  a  walk. 

*  1  passed  some  time  in  the  contemplation  of 
this  wonderful  structure,  and  the  great  variety 
of  objects  which  it  presented.  My  heart  was 
filled  with  a  deep  melancholy  to  see  several 
dropping  unexpectedly  in  the  midst  of  mirth  and 
jollity,  and  catching  at  every  thing  that  stood  by 
them  to  save  themselves.  Some  were  looking 
up  towards  heaven  in  a  thoughtful  posture*  and 
in  the  midst  of  a  speculation  stumbled  and  fell 
out  of  sight.  Multitudes  were  very  busy  in  the 
pursuit  of  bubbles  that  glittered  in  their  eyes  and 
danced  before  them:  but  often  when  they  thought 
themselves  within  the  reach  of  them,  their  foot- 
ing failed  and  down  they  sunk.  In  this  confusion 
of  objects,  I  observed  some  with  scimitars  in 
their  nands,  and  others  with  urinals,  who  ran  to 
and  fro  upon  the  bridge,  thrusting  several  per- 
sons on  trap-doors  which  did  not  seem  to  lie  in 
their  way,  and  which  they  might  have  escaped 
had  they  not  been  thus  forced  upon  them, 

*  The  genius  seeing  me  indulge  myself  on  this 
melancholy  prospect,  told  me  I  had  dwelt  long 
enough  upon  it; "  Take  thine  eyesoffthe  bridge, 
said  he,  "  and  tell  me  if  thou  yet  seest  any  thing 
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thou  dost  not  comprehend."  Upon  looking  up, 
"  What  mean,"  said  I,  «  those  great  flights  of 
birds  that  are  perpetually  hovering  about  the 
bridge,  and  settUng  upon  it  from  time  to  time?  I 
see  vultures,  harpies,  ravens,  cormorants,  and 
among  many  other  feathered  creatures,  several 
little  winged  boys,  that  perch  in  great  numbers, 
upon  the  middle  arches."  "  These,"  said  the 
genius,  "  are  Envy,  Avarice,  Superstition,  De- 
spair, Love,  with  the  like  cares  and  passions  that 
infest  human  life." 

V  '  I  here  fetched  a  deep  sigh.  "  Alas,"  said  I, 
**  man  was  made  in  vain!  how  is  he  given  away 
to  misery  and  mortality!  tortured  in  life,  and 
swallowed  up  in  death!"  The  Genius  being 
moved  with  compassion  towards  me,  bid  rrie  quit 
so  uncomfortable  a  prospect?  "  Look  no  more," 
said  he,  "on  man  in  the  first  stage  of  his  exist- 
ence, in  his  setting  out  for  eternity,  but  cast  thine 
eye  on  that  thick  mist  into  which  the  tide  bears 
the  several  generations  of  mortals  that  fall  into 
it."  I  directed  my  sight  as  1  was  ordered,  and  3 
(whether  or  no  the  good  Genius  strengthened  it 
with  any  supernatural  force,  or  dissipated  part  of 
the  mist  that  was  before  too  thick  for  the  eye  to 
penetrate)  1  saw  the  valley  opening  at  the  far- 
ther end,  and  spreading  forth  into  an  immense 
ocean,  that  had  a  huge  rock  of  adamant  running 
through  the  midst  oi  it,  and  dividing  it  into  two 
equal  parts.  The  clouds  still  rested  on  one  half 
otit,  insomuch  that  I  could  discover  nothing  in 
it:  but  the  other  appeared  to  me  a  vast  ocean 
planted  with  innumerable  islands,  that  were  cov- 
ered with  fruits  and  flowers,  and  interwoven 
with  a  thousand  little  shining  seas  that  ran  among 
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them.  1  could  see  persons  dressed  in  glorious 
habits,  with  garlands  upon  their  heads,  passing 
among  the  trees,  lying  down  by  the  sides  of  foun- 
tains, or  resting  on  Tieds  of  flowers:  and  could 
hear  a  confused  harmony  of  singing  birds,  falling 
waters,  human  voices,  and  musical  instruments. 
Gladness  grew  in  me  upon  the  discovery  of  so 
delightful  a  scene.  1  wished  for  the  wings  of  an 
eagle,  that  I  might  fly  away  to  those  happy  seats; 
but  the  genius  told  me  there  was  no  passage  to 
them,  except  through  the  gates  of  death  that  I 
saw  opening  every  moment  upon  the  bridge. — 
"  The  islands,"  said  he,  "that  lie  so  fresh  and 
green  before  thee,  and  with  which  the  whole 
lace  of  the  ocean  appears  spotted  as  far  as  thou 
canst  see,  are  more  in  number  than  the  sands  on 
the  sea-shore;  there  are  myriads  of  islands  be- 
hind those  which  thou  here  discoverest,  reaching 
farther  than  thine  eye  or  even  thine  imagination 
can  extend  itself.  These  are  the  mansions  of 
good  men  after  death,  who,  according  to  the  de- 
gree and  kinds  of  virtue  in  which  they  excel- 
led, are  distributed  among  these  several  islands, 
which  abound  with  pleasures  of  different  kinds 
and  degrees,  suitable  to  the  relishes  and  perfec- 
tions of  those  who  are  settled  in  them;  every 
island  is  a  paradise  accommodated  to  its  respective 
inhabitants.  Are  not  these,  0  Mirza,  habitations 
worth  contending  for?  Does  life  appear  misera- 
ble, that  gives  thee  opportunities  of  earning  such 
a  reward?  Is  death  to  be  feared,  that  will  convey 
thee  to  so  happy  an  existence?  Think  not  man 
was  made  in  vain,  who  has  such  an  eternity  re- 
served for  him."  I  gazed  with  inexpressible 
pleasure  on  these  happy  islands.     "  At  length," 
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said  I  "  show  me  now,  I  beseech  thee,  the  se- 
crets lhat  lie  hid  under  those  dark  clouds  which 
cover  the  ocean  on  the  other  side  of  the  rock  of 
adamant."  The  Genius  making  me  no  answer, 
1  turned  about  to  address  my  self  to  him  a  second 
time,  but  1  found  that  he  had  left  me;  I  then 
turned  again  to  the  vision  of  which  I  had  been 
so  long  contemplating,  but  instead  of  the  railing 
tide,  the  arched  bridge,  and  the  happy  islands,! 
saw  nothing  but  the  long  hollow  valley  of  Bag- 
dat,  with  oxen,  sheep  and  camels  grazing  upon 
the  sides  of  it.' 

The  end  of  the  first  vision  ofMirza. 

ADDISON.  C. 

No.  160.    MONDAY,  SEPTEMBER  3. 


•Cut  mens  divinior,  atque  os 


Magna  sonaturum,  des  nominis  hufua  honorem.   Hob.  Sin 

He  alone  can  claim  this  name,  who  writes 
With  fancy  high,  and  bold  and  daring1  flights.     Cbezch. 

There  is  no  character  more  frequently  given 
to  a  writer  than  that  of  being  a  genius.  1  iiave 
heard  many  a  little  sonneteer  called  a  fine  ge- 
nius. There  is  not  an  heroic  scribbler  in  the 
nation,  that  has  not  his  admirers  who  think  him 
a  great  genius;  and  as  for  your  smatterers  in 
tragedy,  there  is  scarce  a  man  among  them  who 
is  not  cried  up  by  one  or  other  for  a  prodigious 
genius. 

My  design  in  this  paper  is  to  consider  what 
is  properly  a  great  genius,  and  to  throw  some 
Ihoughts  together  on  so  uncommon  a  subject. 
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Among  great  geniuses,  those  few  draw  the  ad- 
miration of  all  the  world  upon  them,  and  stand 
up  as  the  prodigies  of  mankind,  who,  by  the 
mere  strength  of  natural  parts,  and  without  any 
assistance  oTart  or  learning,  have  produced  works 
that  were  the  delight  of  their  own  times,  and  the 
wonder  of  posterity.  There  appears  something 
nobly  wild  and  extravagant  in  these  great  natu- 
ral geniuses,  that  is  infinitely  more  beautiful  than 
all  the  turn  and  polishing  of  what  the  French  call 
a  bel  esprit;  by  which  they  would  express  a  ge- 
nius refined  by  conversation,  reflection,  and  the 
reading  of  the  most  polite  authors.  The  greatest 
genius  which  runs  through  the  arts  and  sciences, 
takes  a  kind  of  tincture  from  them,  and  falls  un- 
avoidably into  imitation. 

Many  of  these  great  natural  geniuses  that  were 
never  disciplined  and  broken  by  rules  of  art,  are 
to  be  found  among  the  ancients,  and  in  particu- 
lar among  those  of  the  more  eastern  parts  of  the 
world.  Homer  has  innumerable  flights  that  Vir- 
gil was  not  able  to  reach;  and  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment we  find  several  passages  more  elevated  and 
sublime  than  any  in  Homer.  At  the  same  time 
that  we  allow  a  greater  and  more  daring  genius 
to  the  ancients,  we  must  own  that  the  greatest  of 
them  very  much  failed  in,  or,  if  you  will,  that 
they  were  much  above  the  nicety  and  correct- 
ness of  the  moderns.  In  their  similitudes  and 
allusions,  provided  there  was  a  likeness,  they  did 
not  much  trouble  themselves  about  the  decency 
of  the  comparison.  Thus  Solomon  resembles 
the  nose  of  nis  beloved  to  the  tower  of  Lebanon 
which  looketh  towards  Damascus;  as  the  coming 
of  a  thief  in  the  night  is  a  similitude  of  the  same 
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kind  in  the  New  Testament.  It  would  be  end- 
less to  make  collections  of  this  nature:  Homer 
illustrates  one  of  his  heroes  encompassed  with 
the  enemy,  by  an  ass  in  a  field  of  corn,  that  has 
his  sides  "belaboured  by  all  the  boys  of  the  vil- 
lage without  stirring  a  toot  for  it;  and  another  of 
them  tossing  to  and  fro  in  his  bed  and  burning 
with  resentment,  to  a  piece  of  flesh  broiled  on 
the  coals.  This  particular  failure  in  the  ancients 
opens  a  large  field  of  raillery  to  the  little  wits, 
who  can  laugh  at  an  indecency,  but  not  relish 
the  sublime  in  these  sorts  of  writings.  The  pre- 
sent emperor  of  Persia,  conformable  to  this  east- 
ern way  of  thinking,  amidst  a  great  many  pomp- 
ous titles,  denominates  himseli  the  sun  of  glory, 
and  the  nutmeg  of  delight.  In  short,  to  cut  off 
all  cavilling  against  the  ancients,  and  particularly 
those  of  the  warmer  climates,  who  had  most  heat 
and  life  in  their  imaginations,  we  are  to  consider 
that  the  rule  of  observing  what  the  French  call 
the  bienseance  in  an  allusion,  has  been  found  out 
of  later  years,  and  in  the  colder  regions  of  the 
world;  where  we  would  make  some  amends  for 
our  want  of  force  and  spirit,  by  a  scrupulous  nice- 
ty and  exactness  in  our  compositions.  Our  coun- 
tryman Shakspeare  was  a  remarkable  instance 
of  this  first  kind  of  great  geniuses. 

1  can  not  quit  this  head  without  observing,  that 
Pindar  was  a  great  genius  of  the  first  class,  who 
was  hurried  on  by  a  natural  fire  and  impetuosity 
to  vast  conceptions  of  things,  and  noble  sallies  of 
imagination.  At  the  same  time,  can  any  thing 
be  more  ridiculous  than  for  men  of  a  sober  and 
moderate  fancy  to  imitate  this  poet's  way  of 
writing,  in  those  monstrous  compositions  which 
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o  among  us  under  the  name  of  Pindarics?  When 
see  people  copying  works,  which  as  Horace 
has  represented  them,  are  singular  in  their  kind, 
and  inimitable;  when  1  see  men  following  ir- 
regularities by  rule,  and  by  the  little  tricks  of  art 
straining  after  the  most  unbounded  flights  of  na- 
ture— 1  can  not  but  apply  to  them  that  passage 
in  Terence:  K 

•Incerta  h&c  si  tu  postules 


Haiione  certdfacere,  nihilo  plus  agas, 

Quam  si  dea  operant,  ut  cum  ratione  insanias.    Eujt. 

'  You  may  as  well  pretend  to  be  mad  and  in  your  senses 
at  the  same  time,  as  to  think  of  reducing-  these  uncertain 
things  to  any  certainty  by  reason." 

la  short,  a  modem  Pindaric  writer,  compared 


of  that  divine  impulse  which  raises  the  mind 
above  itself,  and  makes  the  sounds  more  than 
human. 

There  is  another  kind  of  great  geniuses  which 
I  shall  place  in  a  second  class,  not  as  1  think  them 
inferior  to  the  first,  but  only  for  distinction's 
sake,  as  they  are  of  a  different  Kind.  This  second 
class  of  great  geniuses  are  those  that  have  formed 
themselves  by  rules,  and  submitted  the  greatness 
of  their  natural  talents  to  the  corrections  and  re- 
straints of  art.  Such  among  the  Greeks  were 
Plato  and  Aristotle;  among  the  Romans  Virgil 

*  Or  the  French  prophets.  They  were  a  set  of  enthusi- 
asts of  Cevennes  in  France,  who  worked  themselves  into 
strange  distortions  of  the  body,  pretending  gifts  and  mira- 
cle* 
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and  Tully;  among  the  English  Milton  and  Sir 
Francis  Bacon. 

The  genius  in  both  these  classes  of  authors  may 
be  equally  great,  but  shows  itself  after  a  different 
manner.  In  the  first  it  is  like  a  rich  soil  in  a  hap- 
py climate,  that  produces  a  whole  wilderness  of 
noble  plants,  rising  in  a  thousand  beautiful  land- 
scapes, without  any  certain  order  or  regularity. 
In  the  other  it  is  the  same  rich  soil  under  the 
same  happy  climate,  that  has  been  laid  out  in 
walks  and  parterres  and  cut  into  shape  and  beau- 
ty by  the  skill  of  the  gardener. 

The  great  danger  in  these  latter  kind  of  geni- 
uses is,  lest  they  cramp  their  own  abilities  too 
much  by  imitation,  and  form  themselves  altoge- 
ther upon  models,  without  giving  the  full  play  to 
their  own  natural  parts.  An  imitation  of  the  best 
authors  is  not  to  compare  with  a  good  original; 
and  1  believe  we  may  observe,  that  very  few  wrk 
ters  make  an  extraordinary  figure  in  the  world, 
who  have  not  something  in  their  way  of  thinking 
or  expressing  themselves  that  is  peculiar  to  them, 
and  entirely  their  own. 

It  is  odd  to  consider  what  great  geniuses  are 
sometimes  thrown  away  upon  trifles. 

1  once  saw  a  shepherd,  says  a  famous  Italian 
author,  who  used  to  divert  himself  in  his  soli- 
tudes with  tossing  up  eggs  and  catching  them 
again  without  breaking  them;  in  which  ne  had 
arrived  to  so  great  a  degree  of  perfection,  that 
he  would  keep  up  four  at  a  time  for  several  mi- 
nutes together  playing  in  the  air,  and  falling  into 
his  hands  by  turns.  I  think,  says  the  author,  I 
never  saw  a  greater  severity  than  in  this  man's 
face;  for  by  his  wonderful  perseverance  and  ap- 
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plication,  he  had  contracted  the  seriousness  and 
gravity  of  a  privy  counsellor;  and  could  not  but 
reflect  with  myself,  that  the  same  assiduity  and 
attention,  had  they  been  rightly  applied,  might 
have  made  him  a  greater  mathematician  than 
Archimedes. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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te  dies  agitat  festos:  fususque  per  herbam, 
is  ubi  in  medio  et  socii  craiera  coronant% 
\  Khans,  Lensee,  vocat:  pecorisque  magistris 
FebeisjaeuK  certamina  ponit  in  ubno, 
Corporaque  agresti  nudat  prsedura  palaestra. 
Hone  otim  veteres  vitam  cohere  Sabini, 
Bane  Remus  etf rater:  sic  fortis  Etruria  crevit. 
Scilicet  et  rerum  facta  est  pukherrima  Roma,  Viae.  Geobo. 

Himself,  in  rustic  pomp,  on  holy-days, 

To  rural  powers  a  just  oblation  pays, 

And  on  the  green  his  careless  limbs  displays. 

The  hearth  is  in  the  midst:  the  herdsmen  round 

The  cheerful  fire,  provoke  his  health  in  goblets  crown'd. 

He  calls  on  Bacchus,  and  propounds  the  prize, 

The  groom  his  fellow-groom  at  buts  defies, 

And  bends  his  bow,  and  levels  with  his  eyes; 

Or,  stript  for  wrestling,  smears  his  limbs  with  oil, 

And  watches  with  a  trip  his  foe  to  foil. 

Such  was  the  life  the  frugal  Sabines  led: 

So  Remus  and  his  brother-god  were  bred; 

From  whom  th'  austere  Etrurian  virtue  rose; 

And  this  rude  life  our  homely  fathers  chose* 

Old  Rome  from  such  a  race  derived  her  birth, 

The  seat  of  empire,  and  the  conquer^  earth.       Drtdih. 

1  am  glad  that  my  late  going  into  the  country 
has  increased  the  number  of  my  correspondents* 
one  of  whom  sends  me  the  following  letter. 


266  THE  SPECTATOR.  .No.  161, 

'SIR, 

*  Though  you  are  pleased  to  retire  from  us  so 
soon  into  the  city,  I  hope  you  will  not  think  the 
affairs  of  the  country  altogether  unworthy  of  your 
inspection  for  the  future.  I  had  the  honour  of 
seeing  your  short  face  at  Sir  Roger  de  Co verley's, 
and  have  ever  since  thought  your  person  and 
writings  both  extraordinary.  Had  you  Staid 
there  a  few  days  longer,  you  would  have  seen  a 
country  wake,  which  you  know,  in  most  parts 
of  England,  is  the  Eve-feast  of  the  dedication  of 
our  churches.  I  was  last  week  at  one  of  these 
assemblies,  which  was  held  in  a  neighbouring 
parish;  where  I  found  their  green  covered  with  a 
promiscuous  multitude  of  allages  and  both  sexes, 
who  esteem  one  another  more  or  less  the  follow- 
ing part  of  the  year,  according  as  they  distinguish 
themselves  at  this  time.  The  whole  company 
were  in  their  holiday  clothes,  and  divided  into 
several  parties,  all  of  them  endeavouring  to  show 
themselves  in  those  exercises  wherein  they  ex- 
celled, and  to  gain  the  approbation  of  the  look- 
ers-on. 

i  1  found  a  ring  of  cudgel-players,  who  were 
breaking  one  another's  heads  in  order  to  make 
some  impression  on  their  mistresses'  hearts.  I 
observed  a  lusty  young  fellow  who  had  the  mis- 
fortune of  a  broken  pate:  but  what  considerably 
added  to  the  anguish  of  the  wound  was  his  over- 
hearing an  old  man,  who  shook  his  head  and  said, 
that  he  questioned  now  if  Black  Kate  would  mar- 
ry him  this  three  years.  I  was  diverted  from  a 
farther  observation  of  these  combatants  by  a  foot- 
ball match,  which  was  on  the  other  side  of  the 
green ;  where  Tom  Short  behaved  himself  so  well, 
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that  most  people  seemed  to  agree,  €t  it  was  im- 
possible that  he  should  remain  a  bachelor  until 
the  next  wake."  Having  played  many  a  match 
myself,  I  could  have  looked  longer  on  this  sport, 
had  I  not  observed  a  country  girl,  who  was  post- 
ed on  an  eminence  at  some  distance  from  me, 
and  was  making  so  many  odd  grimaces,  and  writh- 
ing and  distorting  her  whole  body  in  so  strange 
a  manner,  as  made  me  very  desirous  to  know  the 
meaning  of  it.  Upon  my  coming  up  to  her,  1 
found  that  she  was  overlooking  a  ring  of  wrest- 
lers, and  that  her  sweetheart,  a  person  of  small 
stature,  was  contending  with  a  huge  brawny  fel- 
low, who  twirled  him  about,  and  snook  the  little 
man  so  violently,  that  by  a  secret  sympathy  of 
hearts  it  produced  all  those  agitations  in  the  per- 
son of  his  mistress,  who,  1  dare  say,  like  Celia  in 
Shakspeare  on  the  same  occasion,  could  have 
"  wished  herself  invisible,  to  catch  the  strong  fel- 
low by  the  leg. "  The  'squire  of  the  parish  treats 
the  whole  company  every  year  with  a  hogshead 
of  ale;  and  proposes  a  beaver  hat  as  a  recompense 
to  him  who  gives  most  falls.  This  has  raised 
such  a  spirit  of  emulation  in  the  youth  of  the 
place,  that  some  of  them  have  rendered  them- 
selves very  expert  at  this  exercise;  and  1  was 
often  surprised  to  see  a  fellow's  heels  fly  up,  by  a 
trip  which  was  given  him  so  smartly  that  1  could 
scarce  discern  it.  1  found  that  the  old  wrestlers 
seldom  entered  the  ring,  till  some  one  was  grown 
formidable  by  having  thrown  two  or  three  of  his 
opponents;  but  kept  themselves  as  it  were  in  a 
reserved  body  to  defend  the  hat,  which  is  always 
hung  up  by  the  person  who  gets  it,  in  one  of  the 
most  conspicuous  parts  of  the  house,  and  looked 
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.      upon  by  the  whole  family  as  something  redound* 

ing  much  more  to  their  honour  than  a  coat  of 

arms.     There  was  a  fellow  who  was  so  busy  in 

regulating  all  the  ceremonies,  and  seemed  to  car* 

ry  such  an  air  of  importance  in  his  looks,  that  I 

could  not  help  inquiring  who  he  was;  and  was 

i         immediately  answered,  that  he  did  not  value  him- 

;'         self  upon  nothing,  for  that  he  and  his  ancestors 

•         had  won  so  many  hats  that  his  parlour  looked 

•  Uke  a  haberdasher's  shop.  However,  this  thirst 

of  glory  in  them  all,  was  the  reason  that  no  one 

man  stood  "  lord  of  the  ring"  for  above  three  falls 

\  while  1  was  among  them. 
i  The  young  maids,  who  were  not  lookers-on 
n  at  these  exercises,  were  themselves  engaged  in 
'  some  diversion;  and  upon  my  asking  a  farmer's 
son  of  my  own  parish  what  he  was  gazing  at  with 
so  much  attention,  he  told  me,  that  ne  was  seeing 
Betty  Welch,  whom  1  knew  to  be  his  sweetheart, 
pitch  a  bar. 

<  In  short,  I  found  the  men  endeavoured  to  ■ 
show  the  women  they  were  no  cowards,  and  that  J 
the  whole  company  strived  to  recommend  them-  i 
selves  to  each  other,  by  making  it  appear  tha^  f 
they  were  all  in  a  perfect  state  of  healtn,  and  fit; » 
to  undergo  any  fatigues  of  bodily  labour. 

'  Your  judgment  upon  this  method  of  love  an< 
gallantry,  as  it  is  at  present  practised  amongg 
us  in  the  country,  will  very  much  oblige,  Sir, 

*  Your's,  &< 

If  1  would  here  put  on  the  scholar  and  polil 
cian,  I  might  inform  my  readers  how  these  bodij 
exercises  or  games  were  formerly  encouraged 
all  the  commonwealths  of  Greece;  from  wnei 
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the  Romans,  afterwards  borrowed  their  Pentath- 
lum,  which  was  composed  of  running,  wrestling, 
leaping,  throwing  and  boxing,  though  the  prizes 
were  generally  nothing  but  a  crown  of  cypress 
or  parsley,  hats  not  being  in  fashion  in  those  days: 
that  there  is  an  old  statute  which  obliges  every 
man  in  England,  having  such  an  estate,  to  keep 
and  exercise  the  long  bow;  by  which  means  our 
ancestors  excelled  all  other  nations  in  the  use  of 
that  weapon;  and  we  had  all  the  real  advantages 
without  the  inconvenience  of  a  standing  army; 
and  that  1  once  met  with  a  book  of  projects,  in 
which  the  author,  considering  to  what  noble  ends 
mat  spirit  of  emulation,  which  remarkably  shows 
itfcelf  among  our  common  people  in  these  wakes, 
might  be  directed,  proposes,  that  for  the  improve* 
ment  of  all  our  handicraft  trades,  therfe  should  be 
annual  prizes  set  up  for  such  persons  as  were 
most  excellent  in  their  several  arts.  But  laving 
aside  all  these  political  considerations,  which 
might  tempt  me  to  pass  the  limits  of  my  paper, 
1  confess  the  greatest  benefit  and  convenience 
that  1  can  observe  in  these  country  festivals,  is 
the  bringing  young  people  together,  and  giving 
them  an  opportunity  of  showing  themselves  in 
the  most  advantageous  light  A  country  fellow 
that  throws  his  rival  upon  his  back,  has  general- 
ly as  good  success  with  their  "^mor  mistress; 
as  nothing  is  more  usual  than  for  nimble-footed 
wench  to  get  a  husband  at  the  san  e  time  ane  wins 
a  smock.  Love  and  marriages  are  the  natural 
effects  of  these  anniversary  assemblies.  I  must 
therefore  very  much  approve  the  method  by 
which  my  correspondent  tells  me  each  sex  en* 
deavours  to  recommend  itself  to  the  other,  since 
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nothing  seems  more  likely  to  promise  a  healthy 
offspring  or  a  happy  cohabitation.  And  I  be- 
lieve 1  may  assure  my  country  friend,  that  there 
has  been  many  a  court  lady  who  would  be  con- 
tented to  exchange  her  crazy  young  husband  for 
Tom  Short,  and  several  men  ofquality  who  would 
have  parted  with  a  tender  yoke-fellow  for  Black 
Kate. 

1  am  the  more  pleased  with  having  love  made 
the  principal  end  and  design  of  these  meetings, 
as  it  seems  to  be  most  agreeable  to  the  intent  for 
which  they  were  at  first  instituted,  as  we  are  in- 
formed by  the  learned  Dr.  Kennet,  with  whose 
words  I  shall  conclude  my  present  paper. 

'  These  wakes,  says  he,  were  in  imitation  of 
the  ancient  0707*0*,  or  love-feasts,  and  were  first 
established  in  England  by  Pope  Gregory  the 
Great,  who,  in  an  epistle  to  Melitus  the  Abbot, 
gave  order  that  they  should  be  kept  in  shades  or 
arbories  made  up  with  the  branches  and  boughs  of 
trees  round  the  church. ' 

He  adds,  that  this  laudable  custom  of  wakes 
prevailed  for  many  ages,  until  the  nice  puritans 
began  to  exclaim  against  it  as  a  remnant  of  pope- 
ry; and  by  degrees  the  precise  humour  grew  so 
Eopular,  that  at  an  Exeter  assizes  the  lord  chief 
aron  Walter  made  an  order  for  the  suppression 
of  all  wakes:  but  on  bishop  Laud's  complaining 
of  this  innovating  humour,  the  king  commanded 
the  order  to  be  reversed.' 

BUDGELL.  X. 
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•Servctur  ad  imum, 


QuaUs  ab  iucepto  processcrit,  et  sibi  const et.  Hon. 
Preserve  consistency  throughout  the  whole. 

Nothing  that  is  not  a  real  crime  makes  a  man 
appear  so  contemptible  and  little  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world  as  inconsistency,  especially  'when  it 
regards  religion  or  party.  In  either  of  these 
cases,  though  a  man  perhaps  does  but  his  duty 
in  changing  his  side,  lie  not  only  makes  himself 
hated  by  those  he  left,  but  is  seldom  heartily  es- 
teemed by  those  he  comes  over  to. 

In  these  great  articles  of  life,  therefore,  a  man's 
conviction  ought  to  be  very  strong,  and  if  possi- 
ble so  well  timed,  that  worldly  advantages  may 
seem  to  have  no  share  in  it,  or  mankind  will  be 
ill-natured  enough  to  think  he  does  not  change 
sides  out  of  principle,  but  either  out  of  levity  of 
temper  or  prospects  of  interest.  Converts  and 
renegadoes  of  all  kinds  should  take  particular 
care  to  let  the  world  see  they  act  upon  honoura- 
ble motives,  for  whatever  approbations  they  may 
receive  from  themselves,  and  applauses  from 
those  they  converse  with,  they  may  be  very  well 
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assured  that  they  are  the  scorn  of  all  good  men, 
and  the  public  marks  of  infamy  and  derision. 

Irresolution  on  the  schemes  of  life,  which  offer 
themselves  to  our  choice,  and  inconstancy  in 
pursuing  them,  are  the  greatest  and  most  univer- 
sal causes  of  all  our  disquiet  and  unhappiness. 
When  ambition  pulls  one  way,  interest  another, 
inclination  a  third,  and  perhaps  reason  contrary 
to  all,  a  man  is  likely  to  pass  his  time  but  ill  who 
has  so  many  different  parties  to  please.  When 
the  mind  hovers  among  such  a  variety  of  allure- 
ments, one  had  better  settle  on  a  way  of  life  that 
is  not  the  very  best  we  might  have  chosen,  than 
grow  old  without  determining  our  choice,  and  go 
out  of  the  world,  as  the  greatest  part  of  mankind 
dp,  before  we  have  resolved  how  to  live  in  it 
There  is  but  one  method  of  setting  ourselves  at 
rest  in  this  particular,  and  that  is  by  adhering 
steadfastly  to  one  great  end  as  the  chief  and  ulti- 
mate aim  of  all  our  pursuits.  If  we  are  firmly 
resolved  to  live  up  to  the  dictates  of  reason,  with- 
out any  regard  to  wealth,  reputation,  or  the  like 
considerations,  any  more  than  as  they  fall  in  with 
our  principal  design,  wTe  may  go  through  life 
with  steadiness  and  pleasure;  but  if  we  act  by 
several  broken  views,  and  will  not  only  be  vir- 
tuous but  wealthy,  popular,  and  every  thing  that 
has  a  value  set  upon  it  by  the  world,  we  shall 
live  and  die  in  misery  and  repentance. 

One  should  take  more  than  ordinary  care  to 
guard  one's  self  against  this  particular  imperfec- 
tion, because  it  is  that  which  our  nature  very 
strongly  inclines  us  to;  for  if  we  examine  our- 
selves thoroughly,  we  shall  find  that  we  are  the 
most  changeable  beings  in  the  universe.    In  re- 
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spect  of  our  understanding,  we  often  embrace  and 
reject  the  very  same  opinions;  whereas  beings 
above  and  beneath  us  have  probably  no  opinions 
at  all9  or  at  least  no  wavering  and  uncertainties 
in  those  they  have.  Our  superiors  are  guided  by 
intuition,  and  our  inferiors  by  instinct.  In  re- 
spect of  our  wills,  we  fall  into  crimes  and  recover 
out  of  them,  are  amiable  or  odious  in  the  eyes  of 
our  great  Judge,  and  pass  our  whole  life  in  offend- 
ing and  asking  pardon.  On  the  contrary,  the  be- 
ings underneath  us  are  not  capable  of  sinning,  nor 
those  above  us  of  repenting.  The  one  is  out  of 
the  possibilities  of  duty,  and  the  other  fixed  in 
an  eternal  course  of  sin,  or  an  eternal  course  of 
virtue. 

There  is  scarce  a  state  of  life,  or  stage  in  it, 
which  does  not  produce  changes  and  revolutions 
in  the  mind  of  man.  Our  schemes  of  thought  in 
infancy  are  lost  in  those  of  youth;  these  two  take 
a  different  turn  in  manhood,  until  old  age  often 
leads  us  back  into  our  former  infancy.  A  new 
title  or  an  unexpected  success  throws  us  out  of 
ourselves,  and  in  a  manner  destroys  our  identity. 
A  cloudy  day,  or  a  little  sun-shine,  have  as  great 
an  influence  on  many  constitutions  as  the  most 
real  blessings  or  misfortunes.  A  dream  varies 
our  being,  and  changes  our  condition  while  it 
lasts;  Nand  every  passion,  not  to  mention  health 
and  sickness  and  the  greater  alterations  in  body 
and  mind,  makes  us  appear  almost  different  crea- 
tures. If  a  man  is  so  distinguished  among  other 
beings  by  this  infirmity,  what  can  we  think  of 
such  as  make  themselves  remarkable  for  it,  even 
among  their  own  species?  It  is  a  very  trifling 
character  to  be  one  of  the  most  variable  beings  of 
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the  most  variable  kind,  especially  if  we  consider 
that  He  who  is  the  great  standard  of  perfection, 
has  in  him  no  shadow  of  change,  but  is  the  same 
yesterday,  to-day,  and  for  ever. 

As  this  mutability  of  temper  and  inconsistency 
with  ourselves  is  the  greatest  weakness  of  human 
nature,  so  it  makes  the  person  who  is  remarkable 
for  it,  in  a  very  particular  manner,  more  ridicu- 
lous than  any  other  infirmity  whatsoever,  as  it 
sets  him  in  a  greater  variety  of  foolish  lights,  and 
distinguishes  nim  from  himself  by  an  opposition 
of  party-coloured  characters.  The  most  humor- 
ous character  in  Horace  is  founded  upon  this  un- 
evenness  of  temper  and  irregularity  of  conduct. 

Sardus  habebat, 


Tile  Tigellius  hoc:  Caesar,  qui  cogere  posset, 
Si  peteret  per  amicitiam  patris,  atque  suam,  nan 
Quidquam  proficeret:  si  collibuisset,  ah  ovo 
Usque  ad  mala  citaret,  To  Bacche,  modo  summd 
Voce,  modo  hoc,  resonat  quae  chordis  quotuor  ima. 
Nil  aequale  homini  fuit  illi:  saepe  velut  qui 
Currebot  fugiens  hostem:  persaepe  velut  qui 
Junonis  sacra  ferret:  habebat  saepe  ducentos, 
Saepe  decern  servos:  modo  reges  atque  tetrarchas, 
Omnia  magna  loquens:  modo,  Sit  mihi  mensa  tripes,  et 
Concha  sails  puri,  et  toga,  quae  defendtre  frigus, 
Quamvis  crassa,  quaeat.    Decies  centena  aedisses 
JHuic  parco  paucis  contento,  quinque  diebus 
Nil  erat  in  loculis.     Nodes  vigilabat  ad  ipsum 
Mane:  diem  totum  stertebat.     Nil  fuit  unquam 
Sic  impar  sibi Hub.  Sat 

Instead  of  translating  this  passage  in  Horace 
I  shall  entertain  my  English  reader  with  the  de 
scription  of  a  parallel  character,  that  is  wonder- 
fully well  finished  by  Mr.  Dry  den,  and  raised 
upon  the  same  foundation. 
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"In  the  first  rank  of  these  did  Zimri  stand*. 
A  man  so  various,  that  he  seem'd  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome. 
Stiff  in  opinions,  always  in  the  wrong; 
Was  every  thing  by  starts,  and  nothing  long; 
But  in  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon, 
Was  chemist,  fiddler,  statesman,  and  buffoon: 
Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhyming,  drinking: 
Besides  ten  thousand  freaks  that  died  in  thinking. 
Blest  madman,  who  could  every  hour  employ 
With  something  new  to  wish,  or  to  enjoy!" 
ADDISON.  C. 
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Si  quid  ego  adfuero,  curamve  leva&so, 

Qua  nunc  le  coquit,  et  versat  sub  pectorejixa, 
Ecquid  erit  pretii?  Enn.  ap.  Tullium. 

Say,  will  you  thank  me  if  I  bring  you  rest, 
And  ease  the  torture  of  your  lab'ring  breast? 

Inquiries  after  happiness,  and  rules  for  attain- 
ing it,  are  not  so  necessary  and  useful  to  man- 
kind, as  the  arts  of  consolation,  and  supporting 
one's  self  under  affliction.  The  utmost  we  can 
hope  for  in  this  world  is  contentment;  if  we  aim 
at  any  thing  higher,  we  shall  meet  with  nothing 
but  grief  and  disappointment.  A  man  should  di- 
rect all  his  studies  and  endeavours  at  making  him- 
self easy  now,  and  happy  hereafter. 

The  truth  of  it  is,  it  all  the  happiness  that  is 
dispersed  through  the  whole  race  ot  mankind  in 
this  world  were  drawn  together,  and  put  into  the 
possession  of  any  sjngle  man,  it  would  not  make 
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a  very  happy  being.     Though,  on  the  contrary 
if  the  miseries  of  the  whole  species  were  fixed  in 
a  single  person,  they  would  make  a  very  misera- 
ble one. 

I  am  engaged  in  this  subject  by  the  following 
letter,  which,  though  subscribed  by  a  fictitious 
name,  1  have  reason  to  believe  is  not  imaginary. 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

< 1  am  one  of  your  disciples,  and  endeavour  to 
live  up  to  your  rules,  which  I  hope  will  incline 
you  to  pity  my  condition :  1  shall  open  it  to  you 
in  a  very  tew  words.  About  three  years  since  a 
gentleman,  whom,  1  am  sure,  you  yourself  would 
have  approved,  made  his  addresses  to  me.  He 
had  every  thing  to  recommend  him  but  an  estate; 
so  that  my  friends,  who  all  of  them  applauded 
his  person,  would  not  for  the  sake  of  both  of  us 
favour  his  passion.  For  my  own  part,  I  resigned 
myself  up  entirely  to  the  direction  of  those  who 
knew  the  world  much  better  than  myself,  but 
still  lived  in  hopes  that  some  juncture  or  other 
would  make  me  happy  in  this  man  whom,  in  my 
heart,  I  preferred  to  all  the  world;  being  deter- 
mined, if  1  could  not  have  him,  to  have  nobody 
else.  About  three  months  ago  I  received  a  letter 
from  him,  acquainting  me,  that  by  the  death  of 
an  uncle  he  had  a  considerable  estate  left  him, 
which  he  said  was  welcome  to  him  upon  no  other 
account,  but  as  he  hoped  it  would  remove  all 
difficulties  that  lay  in  the  way  to  our  mutual  hap- 
piness. You  may  well  suppose,  sir,  with  how 
much  joy  I  received  this  letter,  which  was  follow- 
ed by  several  others,  filled  with  those  expressions 
of  love  and  joy,  which  1  verily  believe  nobody 
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felt  more  sincerely,  nor  knew  better  how  to  de- 
scribe, than  the  gentleman  I  am  speaking  of.  But, 
sir,  how  shall  I  be  able  to  tell  you !  by  the  last 
week's  post  I  received  a  letter  from  an  intimate 
friend  01  this  unhappy  gentleman,  acquainting  me, 
that  as  he  had  just  settled  his  affairs,  and  was  pre- 

Saring  for  his  journey,  he  fell  sick  of  a  fever  and 
ied.  It  is  impossible  to  express  to  you  the  dis- 
tress I  am  in  upon  this  occasion.  I  can  only  have 
recourse  to  my  devotions,  and  to  the  reading  of 
good  books  for  my  consolation;  and  as  I  always 
take  a  particular  delight  in  those  frequent  advices 
and  admonitions  which  you  give  tne  public,  it 
would  be  a  very  great  piece  of  charity  in  you  to 
lend  me  your  assistance  in  this  conjuncture.  If  af- 
ter the  reading  of  this  letter  you  find  yourself  in 
a  humour  rather  to  rally  and  ridicule,  than  to 
comfort  me,  I  desire  you  would  throw  it  into  the 
fire,  and  think  no  more  of  it;  but  if  you  are  touch- 
ed with  my  misfortune,  which  is  greater  than  I 
know  how  to  bear,  your  counsels  may  very  much 
support,  and  will  infinitely  oblige  the  afflicted 

1  LEONORA. ' 

A  disappointment  in  love  is  more  hard  to  get 
over  than  any  other:  the  passion  itself  so  softens 
and  subdues  the  heart,  that  it  disables  it  from 
struggling  or  bearing;  up  against  the  woes  and 
distresses  which  befall  it.  Tne  mind  meets  with 
other  misfortunes  in  her  whole  strength;  she 
stands  collected  within  herself,  and  sustains  the 
shock  with  all  the  force  which  is  natural  to  her; 
but  a  heart  in  love  has  its  foundation  sapped,  and 
immediately  sinks  under  the  weight  of  accidents 
that  are  disagreeable  to  its  favourite  passion. 
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In  afflictions  men  generally  draw  their  conso- 
lations out  of  books  of  morality,  whieh  indeed 
are  of  great  use  to  fortify  and  strengthen  the 
mind  against  the  impressions  of  sdrrow.  Mon- 
sieur St.  Evremofla,  who  does  not  approve  of 
this  method,  recommends  authors  who  are  apt  to 
stir  up  mirth  in  the  mind  of  the  readers,  and  fan- 
cies Don  Quixote  can  give  more  relief  to  a  heavy 
heart  than  Plutarch  or  Seneca,  as  it  is  much  easi- 
er to  divert  grief  than  to  conquer  it  This,  doubt- 
less, may  have  its  effects  on  some  tempers.  I 
should  rather  have  recourse  to  authors  of  a  quite 
contrary  kind,  that  give  us  instances  of  calami- 
ties and  misfortunes,  and  show  human  nature  in 
its  greatest  distresses. 

If  the  afflictions  we  groan  under  be  very  heavy, 
we  shall  find  some  consolation  in  the  society  of 
as  great  sufferers  as  ourselves,  especially  when 
we  find  our  companions  men  of  virtue  and  merit 
If  our  afflictions  are  light,  we  shall  be  comforted 
by  the  comparison  we  make  between  ourselves 
and  our  fellow  sufferers.  A  loss  at  sea,  a  fit  of 
sickness,  or  the  death  of  a  friend,  are  such  trifles 
when  we  consider  whole  kingdoms  laid  in  ashes, 
families  put  to  the  sword,  wretches  shut  up  in 
dungeons,  and  the  like  calamities  of  mankind, 
that  we  are  out  of  countenance  for  our  own 
weakness,  if  we  sink  under  such  little  strokes  of 
fortune. 

Let  the  disconsolate  Leonora  consider,  that  at 
the  very  time  in  which  she  languishes  for  &e 
loss  of  her  deceased  lover,  there  are  persons  in 
several  parts  of  the  world  just  perishing  in  ship- 
wreck ;  others  crying  out  for  mercy  in  the  terrors 
of  a  death-bed  repentance;  others  lying  under  the 
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tortures  of  an  infamous  execution,  or  the  like 
dreadful  calamities;  and  she  will  find  her  sorrows 
vanish  at  the  appearance  of  those  which  are  so 
much  greater  and  more  astonishing. 

1  would  further  propose  to  the  consideration 
of  my  afflicted  disciple,  that  possibly  what  she 
now  looks  upon  as  the  greatest  misfortune,  is  not 
really  such  in  itself.  For  my  own  part,  I  ques- 
tion not  but  our  souls,  in  a  separate  state,  will 
look  back  on  their  lives  in  quite  another  view 
than  what  they  had  of  them  in  the  body;  and  that 
what  they  now  consider  as  misfortunes  and  dis- 
appointments, will  very  often  appear  to  have 
been  escapes  and  blessings. 

The  mind  that  hath  any  cast  towards  devotion, 
naturally  flies  to  it  in  its  afflictions. 

When  I  was  in  France  I  heard  a  very  remark- 
able story  of  two  lovers,  which  I  shall  relate  at 
length  in  my  to-morrow's  paper,  not  only  be- 
cause the  circumstances  of  it  are  extraordinary, 
but  because  it  may  serve  as  an  illustration  to  all 
that  can  be  said  on  this  last  head,  and  show  the 
power  of  religion  in  abating  that  particular  an- 
guish which  seems  to  lie  so  neavy  on  Leonora. 
The  story  was  told  me  by  a  priest,  as  I  travelled 
with  him  in  a  stage-coach.  I  shall  give  it  my 
reader,  as  well  as  1  can  remember,  in  his  own 
words;  after  having  premised,  that  if  consolations 
may  be  drawn  from  a  wrong  religion  and  a  mis- 
guided devotion,  they  can  not  but  flow  much 
more  naturally  from  those  which  are  founded 
upon  reason,  and  established  in  good  sense. 

ADDISON.  L« 


12  THE  8PSCTAT0R.  No.  164 


No.  164.    FRIDAY,  SEPTEMBER  7. 

Ilia,  guts  et  me,  inquit,  miscram,  et  tc  perdidit,  Orpheu? 
Jamque  vale:  feror  ingenti  circumdata  node, 
Tnvalidasquc  tibi  tenaem,  heu/  rum  tua,  palmaa.    Viae. 

Then  thus  the  bride:  What  fury  seiz'd  on  thee, 

Unhappy  man!  to  lose  thyself  and  me? 

And  now  farewell!  involv'd  in  shades  of  night, 

For  ever  I  am  ravish'd  from  thy  sight; 

In  vain  I  reach  my  feeble  hands  to  join 

In  sweet  embraces,  ah!  no  longer  thine!     Drydeic. 

Constantia  was  a  woman  of  extraordinary 
wit  and  beauty,  but  very  unhappy  in  a  father, 
who  having  arrived  at  great  riches  by  his  own 
industry,  took  delight  in  nothing  but  his  money. 
Theodosius*  was  the  younger  son  of  a  decayed 
family  of  great  parts  and  learning,  improved  by 
a  genteel  and  virtuous  education.  When  he  was 
in  the  twentieth  yo.ar  of  his  age  he  became  ac- 
quainted with  Constantia,  who  had  not  then  pass- 
ed her  fifteenth  As  he  lived  but  a  few  miles 
distant  from  her  lather's  house,  he  had  frequent 
opportunities  of  seeing  her;  and  by  the  aa van- 
tages of  a  good  person  and  a  pleasing  conversa- 
tion, made  such  an  impression  on  her  heart  as  it 
waft  impossible  for  time  to  efface:  he  was  himself 
no  less  smitten  with  Constantia.  A  long  ac- 
quaintance made  them  still  discover  new  beauties 
in  each  other,  and  by  degrees  raised  in  them  that 
mutual  passion  which  had  an  influence  on  their 

•  "The  Theodosius  and  Constantia" 'of  Dr.  Langhorne 
took  its  rise  from  this  paper.  There  was  also  at  this  time 
published  a  poem  having  a  similar  title. 


\ 
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following  lives.  It  unfortunately  happened,  that 
in  the  midst  of  this  intercourse  of  love  and  friend^ 
ship  between  Theodosius  and  Constantia,  there 
broke  out  an  irreparable  quarrel  between  their 
parents,  the  one  valuing  himself  too  much  upon 
nis  birth,  and  the  other  upon  his  possessions. 
The  father  of  Constantia  was  so  incensed  at  the 
father  of  Theodosius,  that  he  contracted  an  un- 
reasonable aversion  towards  his  son,  insomuch 
that  he  forbade  him  his  house,  and  charged  his 
daughter  upon  her  duty  never  to  see  him  more. 
In  the  mean  time,  to  break  off  all  communication 
between  the  two  lovers,  who  he  knew  entertain- 
ed secret  hopes  of  some  favourable  opportunity 
that  should  bring  them  together,  he  found  out  a 
young  gentleman  of  a  good  fortune  and  an  agreea- 
ble person  whom  he  pitched  upon  as  a  husband 
for  nis  daughter.  He  soon  concerted  this  affair 
so  well,  that  he  told  Constantia  it  was  his  design 
to  marry  her  to  such  a  gentleman,  and  that  her 
wedding  should  be  celebrated  on  such  a  day. 
Constantia,  who  was  overawed  with  the  authori- 
ty of  her  father,-  and  unable  to  object  any  thing 
against  so  advantageous  a  match,  received  the 
proposal  with  a  profound  silence,  which  her 
father  commended  in  her,  as  the  most  decent 
manner  of  a  virgin's  giving  her  consent  to  an 
overture  of  that  kind.  The  noise  of  this  intend- 
ed marriage  soon  reached  Theodosius,  who,  after 
a  long  tumult  of  passions,  which  naturally  rise  in 
a  lover's  heart  on  such  an  occasion,  writ  the  fol- 
lowing letter  to  Constantia. 

'The  thought  of  my  Constantia,   which  for 
some  years  has  been  my  only  happiness,  is  now 
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become  a  greater  torment  to  me  than  1  am  able 
to  bear.  Must  I  then  live  to  see  you  another's? 
The  streams,  the  fields  and  meadows,  where  we 
have  so  often  talked  together,  grow  painful  to 
me;  life  itself  is  become  a  buraen.  May  you 
long  be  happy  in  the  world,  but  forget  that  there 
was  ever  such  a  man  in  it  as        Theodosius.' 

This  letter  was  conveyed  to  Constantia  that 
very  evening,  who  fainted  at  the  reading  of  it; 
and  the  next  morning  she  was  much  more  alarm- 
ed by  two  or  three  messengers  that  came  to  her 
father's  house,  one  after  another,  to  inquire  if 
they  had  heard  any  thing  of  Theodosius,  who  it 
seems  had  left  his  chamber  about  midnight,  and 
could  no  where  be  found.  The  deep  melancholy 
which  had  hung  upon  his  mind  some  time  before, 
made  them  apprenend  the  worst  that  could  befall 
him.  Constantia,  who  knew  that  nothing  but  the- 
report  of  her  marriage  could  have  driven  him  to 
such  extremities,  was  not  to  be  comforted;  she 
now  accused  herself  for  having  so  tamely  given 
an  ear  to  the  proposal  of  a  husband,  and  looked 
upon  the  new  lover  as  the  murderer  of  Theodo- 
sius; in  short,  she  resolved  to  suffer  the  utmost 
effects  of  her  father's  displeasure  rather  than 
comply  with  a  marriage  which  appeared  to  her 
so  full  of  guilt  and  horror.  The  father  seeing 
himself  entirely  rid  of  Theodosius,  and  likely  to 
keep  a  considerable  portion  in  his  family,  was 
not  very  much  concerned  at  the  obstinate  refusal 
of  his  daughter;  and  did  not  find  it  very  diffi- 
cult to  excuse  himself  upon  that  account  to  his 
intended  son-in-law,  who  had  all  along  regarded 
this  alliance  rather  as  a  marriage  of  convenience 
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than  of  love.  Constantia  had  now  no  relief  but 
in  her  devotions  and  exercises  of  religion,  to 
which  her  afflictions  had  so  entirely  subjected  her 
mind,  that  after  some  years  had  abated  the  vio- 
lence of  her  sorrows,  and  settled  her  thoughts  in 
a  kind  of  tranquillity,  she  resolved  to  pass  the  re- 
mainder of  her  days  in  a  convent.  Her  father 
was  not  displeased  with  a  resolution  that  would 
save  money  in  his  family,  and  readily  complied 
with  his  daughter's  intentions.  Accordingly,  in 
the  twenty-fifth  year  of  her  age,  while  her  beauty 
was  yet  in  all  its  height  and  bloom,  he  carried 
her  to  a  neighbouring  city  in  order  to  look  out  a 
sisterhood  of  nuns  among  whom  to  place  his 
daughter.  There  was  in  this  place  a  father  of  a 
convent  who  was  very  much  renowned  for  his 
piety  and  exemplary  life;  and  as  it  is  usual  in  the 
Komish  church  for  those  who  are  under  any  great 
affliction  or  trouble  of  mind  to  apply  themselves 
to  the  most  eminent  confessors  for  pardon  and 
consolation,  our  beautiful  votary  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  confessing  herself  to  this  celebrated  fa- 
ther. 

We  must  now  return  to  Theodosius,  who,  the 
very  morning  that  the  above-mentioned  inquiries 
had  been  made  after  him,  arrived  at  a  religious 
house  in  the  city  where  now  Constantia  resided; 
and  desiring  that  secrecy  and  concealment  of  the 
fathers  of  tlie  convent,  which  is  very  usual  upon 
any  extraordinary  occasion,  he  made  himself  one 
of  the  order,  with  a  private  vow  never  to  inquire 
after  Constantia;  whom  he  looked  upon  as  giv- 
en away  to  his  rival  upon  the  day  on  which,  ac- 
cording to  common  fame,  their  marriage  was  to 
have  been  solemnized.     Having  in  fiis  youth 
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made  a  good  progress  in  learning,  that  he  might 
dedicate  himself  more  entirely  to  religion,  he  en- 
tered into  holy  orders,  and  in  a  few  years  became 
renowned  for  his  sanctity  of  life,  anH  those  pious 
sentiments  which  he  inspired  into  all  who  con- 
versed with  him.  It  was  this  holy  man  to  whom 
Constantia  had  determined  to  apply  herself  in 
confession,  though  neither  she  nor  any  other  be- 
sides the  prior  of  the  convent  knew  any  thing 
of  his  name  or  family.  The  gay,  the  amiable 
Theodosius,  had  now  taken  upon  him  the  name 
of  father  Francis,  and  was  so  far  concealed  in  a 
long  beard,  a  shaven  head,  and  a  religious  habit, 
that  it  was  impossible  to  discover  the  man  of  the 
world  in  the  venerable  conventual. 

As  he  was  one  morning  shut  up  in  his  confes- 
sional, Constantia,  kneeling  by  him,  opened  the 
state  of  her  soul  to  him;  and  after  having  given 
him  the  history  of  a  life  full  of  innocence,  she 
burst  out  into  tears,  and  entered  upon  that  part  of 
her  story  in  which  he  himself  had  so  great  a 
share.  <  My  behaviour/  says  she,  '  has,  1  fear, 
been  the  death  of  a  man  who  had  no  other  fault 
but  that  of  loving  me  too  much.  Heaven  only 
knows  how  dear  he  was  to  me  whilst  he  lived, 
and  how  bitter  the  remembrance  of  him  has  been 
to  me  since  his  death. }  She  here  paused,  and 
lifted  up  her  eyes  that  streamed  with  tears  to- 
wards the  father;  who  was  so  moved  with  the 
sense  of  her  sorrows,  that  he  could  only  com- 
mand his  voice,  which  was  broke  with  sighs  and 
sobbing,  so  far  as  to  bid  her  proceed.  She  fol- 
lowed his  directions,  and  in  a  flood  of  tears  pour- 
ed out  her  heart  before  him.  The  father  could 
not  forbear  weeping  aloud,  insomuch  that  in  the 
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agonies  of  his  grief  the  seat  shook  under  him. 
Constantia,  who  thought  the  good  man  was  thus 
moved  by  his  compassion  towards  her,  and  by 
the  horror  of  her  guilt,  proceeded  with  the  ut- 
most contrition  to  acquaint  him  with  that  vow  of 
virginity  in  which  she  was  going  to  engage  her- 
self^ as  the  proper  atonement  for  her  sins,  and 
the  only  sacrifice  that  she  could  make  to  the  me- 
mory.of  Theodosius.  The  father,  who  by  this 
time  had  pretty  well  composed  himself,  burst  out 
again  in  tears  upon  hearing  that  name  to  which 
he  had  been  so  long  disused,  and  upon  receiving 
this  instance  of  an  unparalleled  fidelity  from  one 
who  he  thought,  had  several  years  since  given 
herself  up  to  the  possession  of  another.  Amidst 
the  interruptions  of  his  sorrow,  seeing  his  penitent 
overwhelmed  with  grief,  he  was  only  able  to  bid 
her  from  time  to  time  be  comforted — to  tell  her 
that  her  sins  were  forgiven  her — that  her  guilt 
was  not  so  great  as  she  apprehended — that  she 
should  not  suffer  herself  to  be  afflicted  above 
measure.  After  which  he  recovered  himself 
enough  to  give  her  the  absolution  in  form ;  direct- 
ing her  at  the  same  time  to  repair  to  him  again 
the  next  day;  that  he  might  encourage  her  in  the 
pious  resolutions  she  had  taken,  and  give  her 
suitable  exhortations  for  her  behaviour  in  it. 
Constantia  retired,  and  the  next  morning  renew- 
ed her  applications.  Theodosius  having  manned 
his  soul  with  proper  thoughts  and  reflections, 
exerted  himself  on  this  occasion  in  the  best  man- 
ner he  could,  to  animate  his  penitent  in  the  course 
of  life  she  was  entering  upon,  and  wear  out  of 
her  mind  these  groundless  fears  and  apprehen- 
sions which  had  taken  possession  of  it;  conclud- 
Vol.  IV.— 2 
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ing,  with  a  promise  to  her,  that  he  would  from 
time  to  time  continue  his  admonitions  when  she 
should  have  taken  upon  her  the  holy  veil.  i  Tb/5 
rules  of  our  respective  orders,'  says  he,  *  will  not 
permit  that  I  should  see  you;  but  you  may  assure 
yourself  not  only  of  having  a  place  in  my  prayers, 
but  of  receiving  such  frequent  instructions  as  1 
can  convey  to  you  by  letters.  Go  on  cheerfully 
in  the  glorious  course  you  have  undertaken,  and 
you  will  quickly  find  such  a  peace  and  satisfac- 
tion in  your  mind,  which  it  is  not  in  the  power  of 
the  world  to  give.' 

Constantia*s  heart  was  so  elevated  with  the  dis- 
course of  father  Francis,  that  the  very  next  day 
she  entered  upon  her  vow.  As  soon  as  the  so- 
lemnities of  her  reception  were  over,  she  retired, 
as  it  is  usual,  with  the  abbess  into  her  own  apart- 
ment. 

The  abbess  had  been  informed  the  night  before 
of  all  that  had  passed  between  her  noviciate  and 
father  Francis:  from  whom  she  now  delivered  to 
her  the  following  letter. 

'  As  the  first  fruits  of  those  joys  and  consola- 
tions which  you  may  expect  from  the  life  you  are 
now  engaged  in,  1  must  acquaint  you  that  Theo- 
dosius,  whose  death  sits  so  heavy  upon  your 
thoughts,  is  still  alive;  and  that  the  father  to 
whom  you  have  confessed  yourself  was  once  that 
Theodosius  whom  you  so  much  lament  The 
love  which  we  have  had  for  one  another  will 
make  us  more  happy  in  its  disappointment  than 
it  could  have  done  in  its  success.  Providence 
has  disposed  of  us  for  our  advantage,  though  not 
according  to  our  wishes.     Consider  your  Theo- 
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dosius  still  as  dead,  but  assure  yourself  of  one 
who  will  not  cease  to  pray  for  you  in  father 

FRANCIS. ' 

Constantia  saw  that  the  hand  writing  agreed 
with  the  contents  of  the  letter;  and  upon  reflect- 
ing on  the  voice  of  the  person,  the  behaviour,  and 
above  all  the  extreme  sorrow  of  the  father  during 
her  confession,   she  discovered  Theodosius  in 


peace.' 

.The  letters  which  the  lather  sent  her  after- 
wards are  yet  extant  in  t\\e  nunnery  where  she 
resided;  and  are  often  read  to  the  young  religious, 
in  order  to  inspire  them  with  good  resolutions 
and  sentiments  of  virtue.  It  so  happened,  that 
after  Constantia  had  lived  about  ten  years  in  the 
cloister,  a  violent  fever  broke  out  in  the  place, 
which  swept  away  great  multitudes,  and  among 
others  Theodosius.  Upon  his  death-bed  he  sent 
his  benediction  in  a  very  moving  manner  to  Con- 
stantia, who  at  that  time  was  herself  so  far  gone 
in  the  same  fatal  distemper  that  she  lay  delirious. 
Upon  the  interval  which  generally  precedes  death 
in  sicknesses  of  this  nature,  the  abbess,  findingthat 
the  physicians  had  given  her  over,  told  her  that 
Theodosius  was  just  gone  before  her,  and  that  he 
had  sent  her  his  benediction  in  his  last  moments. 
Constantia  received  it  with  pleasure, i  And  now,' 
says  she,  *  if  1  do  not  ask  any  thing  improper,  let. 
me  be  buried  by  Theodosius.  My  vow  reaches 
no  farther  than  the  grave.     What  1  ask  is,   1 
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hope,  no  violation  of  it.' — She  died  soon  after, 
and  was  interred  according  to  her  request. 

Their  tombs  are  still  to  be  seen,  with  a  short 
Latin  inscription  over  them  to  the  following  pur- 
pose: 

'  Here  lie  the  bodies  of  father  Francis  and  sis- 
ter Constance.  They  were  lovely  in  their  lives, 
and  in  their  deaths  they  were  not  divided.' 

ADDISON.  C. 


•<l-^©e-f>" 


No.  165.     SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  8. 

-Si  forte  neccssS  est, 


Fingere  cinctutis  non  exaudita  Cethegis 

Continget;  dabiturque  hcentia  sumpta  pudenter.    Hob. 

-If  you  would  unheard  of  things  express, 


Invent  new  words:  we  can  indulge  a  muse, 

Until  the  license  rise  to  an  abuse.  Creech. 

I  have  often  wished,  that  as  in  our  constitu- 
tion there  are  several  persons  whose  business  is 
to  watch  over  our  laws,  our  liberties  and  com- 
merce, certain  men  might  be  set  apart  as  super- 
intendants  of  our  language,  to  hinder  any  words 
of  a  foreign  coin  from  passing  among  us;  and  in 

Particular  to  prohibit  any  French  phrases  from 
ecoming  current  in  this  kingdom,  when  those 
of  our  own  stamp  are  altogether  as  valuable.  The 
present  war  has  so  adulterated  our  tongue  with 
strange  words,  that  it  would  be  impossible  for 
one  of  our  great  grandfathers  to  know  what  his 
posterity  have  been  doing,  were  he  to  read  their 
exploits  in  a  modern  news-paper.     Our  warriors 
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are  very  industrious  in  propagating  the  French 
language  at  the  same  time  that  they  are  so  glori- 
ously successful  in  beating  down  their  power. 
Our  soldiers  are  men  of  strong  heads  for  action, 
and  perform  such  feats  as  they  are  not  able  to  ex- 
press. They  want  words  in  their  own  tongue  to 
tell  us  what  it  is  they  achieve,  and  therefore  send 
us  over  accounts  of  their  performances  in  a  jargon 
of  phrases  which  they  learn  among  their  con- 
quered enemies.  They  ought  however  to  be 
provided  with  secretaries,  and  assisted  by  our 
foreign  ministers  to  tell  their  story  for  the*m  in 
plain  English,  and  to  let  us  know  in  our  mother 
tongue  what  it  is  our  brave  countrymen  are  about. 
The  French  would  indeed  be  in  the  right  to  pub- 
lish the  news  of  the  present  wrar  in  English 
phrases,  and  make  their  campaigns  unintelligible. 
Their  people  might  flatter  themselves  that  things 
are  not  so  oad  as  they  really  are,  were  they  thus 
palliated  with  foreign  terms,  and  thrown  into 
shades  and  obscurity;  but  the  English  can  not  be 
too  clear  in  their  narrative  of  those  actions,  which 
have  raised  their  country  to  a  higher  pitch  of 

flory  than  it  ever  yet  arrived  at,  and  which  will 
e  still  the  more  aumired  the  better  they  are  ex- 
plained. 

For  my  part,  by  that  time  a  siege  is  carried  on 
two  or  tnree  days,  1  am  altogether  lost  and  be- 
wildered in  it,  and  meet  with  so  many  inexplica- 
ble difficulties,  that  I  scarce  know  wrnat  side  has 
the  better  of  it,  until  I  am  informed  by  the  Tower 
guns  that  the  place  is  surrendered.  1  do  indeed 
make  some  allowances  for  this  part  of  the  war, 
fortifications  having  been  foreign  inventions  and 
upon  that  account  abounding  in  foreign  terms. 
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But  when  we  have  won  battles  which  may  be 
described  in  our  own  language,  why  are  our  pa- 
pers filled  with  so  many  unintelligible  exploits, 
and  the  French  obliged  to  lend  us  a  p'artyof  their 
tongue  before  we  can  know  how  they  are  con- 
quered? They  must  be  made  accessary  to  their 
own  disgrace,  as  the  ritons  were  formerly  so 
artificially  wrought  in  the  curtain  of  the  Roman 
theatre,  that  they  seemed  to  draw  it  up,  in  order 
to  give  the  spectators  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
their  own  defeat  celebrated  upon  the  stage:  for  so 
Mr.  Dryden  has  translated  that  verse  in  Virgil. 

Purpurea  intexti  toUunt  auhea  Brltanni.    Geors. 

Which  interwoven  Britons  seem  to  raise, 

And  show  the  triumph  that  their  shame  displays. 

The  histories  of  all  our  former  wars  are  trans- 
mitted to  us  in  our  vernacular  idiom,  to  use  the 
phrase  of  a  great  modern  critic.  1  do  not  find 
in  any  of  our  chronicles,  that  Edward  111.  ever 
reconnoitred  the  enemy;  though  he  often  disco- 
vered the  posture  of  the  French,  and  as  often 
vanquished  them  in  battle.  The  Black  Prince 
passed  many  a  river  without  the  help  of  pon- 
toons, and  filled  a  ditch  with  fagots  as  successful- 
ly as  the  generals  of  our  times  do  it  with  fascines. 
Our  commanders  lose  half  their  praise,  and  our 
people  half  their  joy,  by  means  of  those  hard 
words  and  dark  expressions  in  which  our  news- 
papers do  so  much  abound.  I  have  seen  many  a 
prudent  citizen,  after  having  read  every  article, 
inquire  of  his  next  neighbour  what  news  the  mail 
haa  brought. 

1  remember,  in  that  remarkable  year  when 
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our  country  was  delivered  from  the  greatest  fears 
and  apprehensions,  and  raised  to  the  greatest 
height  of  gladness  it  had  ever  felt  since  it  was  a 
nation,  1  mean  the  year  of  Blenheim,  1  had  the 
copy  of  a  letter  sent  me  out  of  the  country,  which 
was  written  from  a  young  gentleman  in  the  army 
to  his  father,  a  man  of  good  estate  and  plain 
sense.  As  the  latter  was  very  modishly  checker- 
ed with  this  modern  military  eloquence,  1  shall 
present  my  reader  with  a  copy  of  it. 

' 8IR* 

6  Upon  the  junction  of  the  French  and  Bava- 
rian armies,  they  took  post  behind  a  great  mo- 
rass, which  they  thougnt  impracticable.  Our 
general  the  next  day  sent  a  party  of  horse  to  re- 
connoitre them  from  a  little  hauteur,  at  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour's  distance  from  the  army,  who 
returned  again  to  the  camp  unobserved  tnrough 
several  denies,  in  one  of  which  they  met  with  a 
party  of  French  that  had  been  marauding,  and 
made  them  all  prisoners  at  discretion.  The  day 
after  a  drum  arrived  at  our  camp,  with  a  message 
which  he  would  communicate  to  none  but  the 
general:  he  was  followed  by  a  trumpet,  who  they 
say  behaved  himself  very  saucily,  with  a  mes- 
sage from  the  Duke  of  Bavaria.  The  next  morn- 
ing our  army,  being  divided  into  two  corps,  made 
a  movement  towards  the  enemy:  you  wiu  hear  in 
tBe  public  prints  how  we  treated  them,  with  the 
other  circumstances  of  that  glorious  day.  I  had 
the  good  fortune  to  be  in  that  regiment  that  push- 
ed the  gens  d'armes.  Several  French  battalions, 
who  some  say  were  a  corps  de  reserve,  made  a 
show  of  resistance,  but  it  only  proved  a  gascon 
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ade;  for  upon  our  preparing  to  fill  up  a  little  fosse, 
in  order  to  attack  them,  they  beat  the  chamade, 
and  sent  us  a  carte  blanche.  Their  commandant 
with  a  great  many  other  general  officers,  and 
troops  without  number,  are  made  prisoners  of 
war,  and  will  I  believe  give  you  a  visit  in  Eng- 
land, the  cartel  not  being  yet  settled.  Not  ques- 
tioning but  these  particulars  will  be  very  wel- 
come to  you,  I  congratulate  you  upon  them,  and 
am  your  most  dutiful  son,  &c. ' 

The  father  of  the  young  gentleman,  upon  the 
perusal  of  the  letter,  found  it  contained  great 
news,  and  could  not  guess  what  it  was.  He  im- 
mediately communicated  it  to  the  curate  of  the 
parish,  who,  upon  the  reading  of  it,  being  vexed 
to  see  any  thing  he  could  not  understand,  fell 
into  a  kind  of  a  passion,  and  told  hirn,  that  his 
son  had  sent  him  a  letter  that  was  neither  fish, 
flesh,  nor  good  red  herring.  *  1  wish/  says  he, 
6  the  captain  may  be  compos  mentis,  he  talks  of 
a  saucy  trumpet,  and  a  drum  that  carries  mes- 
sages; then  wno  is  this  Carte  Blanche?  He  must 
either  banter  us,  or  he  is  out  of  his  senses.'  The 
father,  who  always  looked  upon  the  curate  as  a 
learned  man,  began  to  fret  inwardly  at  his  son's 
usage,  and  producing  a  letter  which  he  had  writ- 
ten to  him  about  three  posts  before,  *  You  see 
here,'  says  he,  <  when  he  writes  for  money  he 
knows  how  to  speak  intelligibly  enough;  there* 
is  no  man  in  England  can  express  himself  clear- 
er, when  he  wants  a  new  furniture  for  his  horse.' 
In  short,  the  old  man  was  so  puzzled  upon  the 
point,  that  it  might  have  fared  ill  with  his  son, 
nad  he  not  seen  all  the  prints  about  three  days 
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after  filled  with  the  same  terms  of  art,  and  that 
Charles  only  writ  like  other  men. 

AfiDfSON*  L. 


■  i  i 
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Quod  nee  Jovis  ira,  nee  ignis, 


Nee  poterii  ferrwn,  nee  edax  abolere  vetuetas.    Qtid. 


-Which  nor  dreads  the  rage 


Of  tempest,  fire,  or  war,  or  wasting  age.   Witsfn. 

Ahistotie  tells  us  that  the  world  is  a  copy  or 
transcript  of  those  ideas  which  are  in  the  mind 
of  the  first  Being,  land  that  those  ideas  which  are 
in  the  mind  of  man  are  a  transcript  of  the  world: 
to  this  we  may  add  that  words  are  the  transcript 
of  those  ideas  which  are  in  the  mind  of  man, 
and  that  writing,  or  printing,  are  the  transcript 
of  words. 

As  the  Supreme  Being  has  expressed,  and  as 
it  were  printed,  his  ideas  in  the  creation,  men 
expressed  their  ideas  in  books,  which  by  this 
great  invention  of  these  latter  ages  may  fast  as 
long  as  the  sun  and  moon,  and  perish  only  in  the 
general  wreck  of  nature.  Thus  Gowley,  in  his 
poem  on  the  resurrection,  mentioning  the  de- 
struction of  the  universe,  has  those  admirable 
lines: 

'  Now  all  the  wide  extended  sky, 
And  all  th'  harmonious  worlds  on  high. 
And  Virgil's  sacred  work,  shall  die/ 

•  'Riere  is  no  other  method  of  fixing  those 
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thoughts  which  arise  and  disappear  in  the  mind 
of  man,  and  transmitting  them  to  the  last  periods 
of  time ;  no  other  method  of  giving  a  permanency 
to  our  ideas,  and  preserving  the  knowledge  of 
any  particular  person,  when  his  body  is  mixed 
with  the  common  mass  of  matter,  and  his  soul 
retired  into  the  world  of  spirits.  Books  are  the 
legacies  that  a  great  genius  leaves  to  mankind, 
which  are  delivered  down  from  generation  to 
generation,  as  presents  to  the  posterity  of  those 
who  are  yet  unborn. 

All  other  arts  of  perpetuating  our  ideas  con- 
tinue but  a  short  time;  statues  can  last  but  a  few 
thousands  of  years,  edifices  fewer,  and  colours 
still  fewer  than  edifices.  Michael  Angelo,  Fon* 
tana,  and  Raphael  will  hereafter  be  what  Phidias, 
Vitruvius,  and  Apellesare  at  present;  the  names 
of  great  statuaries,  architects,  and  painters,  whose 
works  are  lost.  The  several  arts  are  expressed 
in  mouldering  materials:  nature  sinks  under  them, 
and  is  not  able  to  support  the  ideas  which  are 
impressed  upon  it.  v 

The  circumstance  which  gives  authors  an  ad- 
vantage above  all  these  great  masters  is  this, 
that  they  can  multiply  their  originals;  or  rather 
can  make  copies  of  their  works,  to  what  number 
they  please,  which  shall  be  as  valuable  as  the 
originals  themselves.  This  gives  a  great  author 
something  like  a  prospect  of  eternity,  but  at  the 
same  time  deprives  him  of  those  other  advantages 
which  artists  meet  with.  The  artist  finds  greater 
returns  in  profit,  as  the  author  in  fame.  What 
an  inestimable  price  would  a  Virgil,  or  a  Homer, 
a  Cicero  or  an  Aristotle  bear,  were  their  works 
like  a  statue,  a  building,  or  a  picture,  to  be  con- 
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fined  only  in  one  place  and  made  the  property  of 
a  single  person? 

If  Writings  are  thus  durable  and  may  pass  from 
age  to  age,  throughout  the  whole  course  of  time, 
how  careful  should  an  author  be,  of  committing 
any  thing  to  print  that  may  corrupt  posterity, 
and  poison  the  minds  of  men  with  vice  and  er- 
ror! Writers  of  great  talents,  who  employ  their 
parts  in  propagating  immorality,  and  seasoning 
vicious  sentiments  with  wit  and  humour,  are  to  be 
looked  upon  as  the  pests  of  society  and  the  ene- 
mies of  mankind :  they  leave  books  behind  them 
(as  it  is  said* of  those  who  die  in  distempers  which 
breed  an  ill  will  towards  their  own  species)  to 
scatter  infection  and  destroy  their  posterity. 
They  act  the  counterparts  of  a  Confucius  or  a 
Socrates;  and  seem  to  have  been  sent  into  the 
world  to  deprave  human  nature,  and  sink  it  into 
the  condition  of  brutality. 

I  have  seen  some  Roman  Catholic  authors  who 
tell  us  that  vicious  writers  continue  in  purgatory 
so  long  as  the  influence  of  their  writings  continue 
upon  posterity:  for  purgatory  (say  tney)  is  no- 
thing else  but  a  cleansing  us  of  our  sins,  which 
can  not  be  said  to  be  done  away  so  long  as  they 
continue  to  operate  and  corrupt  mankind.  The 
vicious  author  (say  they)  sins  after  death,  and  so 
long  as  he  continues  to  sin,  so  long  must  he  ex- 
pect to  be  punished.  Though  the  Roman  Catho- 
lic notion  of  purgatory  be  indeed  very  ridiculous, 
one  can  not  out  think  that  if  the  soul  after  death 
has  any  knowledge  of  what  passes  in  this  world, 
that  of  an  immoral  writer  would  receive  much 
more  regret  from  the  sense  of  corruption,  than 
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satisfaction  from  the  thought  of  pleasing  his  Sur- 
viving admirers. 

To  take  off  from  the  severity  of  this  speculation, 
1  shall  conclude  this  paper  with  the  story  of  an 
atheistical  author,  who  at  a  time  when  he  lay 
dangerously  sick,  and  had  desired  the  assistance 
of  a  neighbouring  curate,  confessed  to  him  with 
great  contrition,  that  nothing  sat  more  heavy  at 
his  heart  than  the  sense  of  his  having  seduced  the 
age  by  his  writings,  and  that  their  evil  influence 
was  likely  to  continue  even  after  his  death.  The 
curate  upon  farther  examination  finding  the  peni- 
tent in  the  utmost  agonies  of  despair,  and  being 
himself  a  man  of  learning,  told  him,  that  he  hop- 
ed his  case  was  not  so  desperate  as  he  apprehend- 
ed, since  he  found  that  he  was  so  very  sensible  of 
his  fault,  and  so  sincerely  repented  of  it.  The 
penitent  still  urged  the  evil  tendencv  of  his  book 
to  subvert  all  religion,  and  the  little  ground  of 
hope  there  could  be  for  one  whose  writings  would 
continue  to  do  mischief  when  his  body  was  laid 
in  ashes.  The  curate,  finding  no  other  way  to 
comfort  him,  tojd  him,  that  he  did  well  in  being 
afflicted  for  the  evil  design  with  which  he  pub- 
lished his  book;  but  that  he  ought  to  be  very 
thankful  that  there  was  no  danger  of  its  doing 
any  hurt;  that  his  cause  was  so  very  bad,  and  his 
arguments  so  weak,  that  he  did  not  apprehend 
any  ill*effects  of  it;  in  short,  that  be  might  rest 
satisfied  his  book  could  do  no  more  mischief  after 
his  death  than  it  had  done  whilst  he  was  living. 
To  which  he  added,  for  his  farther  satisfaction, 
that  he  did  not  believe  any  besides  his  particular 
friends  and  acquaintance  had  ever  been  at  the 
pains  of  reading  it,  or  that  any  body  after  his 
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death  would  ever  inquire  after  it.  The  dying  man 
had  still  so  much  the  frailty  of  an  author  in  him, 
as  to  be  cut  to  the  heart  with  these  consolations, 
and  without  answering  the  good  man,  asked  his 
friends  about  him  (with  a  peevishness  that  is 
natural  to  a  sick  person,)  where  they  had  picked 
up  such  a  blockhead?  And  whether  they  thought 
him  a  proper  person  to  attend  one  in  his  condi- 
tion? The  curate  finding  that  the  author  did  not 
expect  to  be  dealt  with  as  a  real  and  sincere  peni-  • 
tent,  but  as  a  penitent  of  importance,  after  a  short 
admonition -withdrew;  not  questioning  but  he 
should  be  again  sent  for  if  the  sickness  grew  des- 
perate. The  author,  however,  recovered,  and 
nas  since  written  two  or  three  other  tracts  with 
the  same  spirit,  and,  very  luckily  for  his  poor 
soul,  with  the  same  success. 

ADDISON.  C. 
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—  Fuit  baud  fanobiUs  Jrgis, 

Qui  se  eredebat  miros  audire  trogcedos, 

In  vacuo  lotus  sessor  plausorque  theatre? 

Cmtera  qui  vitm  servant  munia  recto 

Mareg  bonus  sani  vtdntts,  amabiUs  hospes9 

Comis  in  uxorcmj  posset  qui  ignoscere  servu, . 

Et  signo  hoso  non  insanire  lagen&f 

Posset  qui  rupem  et  puteum  vitare  patentem. 

Htc  ubi  cognatorum  opibus  cun&que  refedus 

ExpuUt  eueboro  morbum  bikmque  meraco, 

Et  redit  ad  sen:  pol  me  occidistis,  amid, 

JNbn  servdsHs,  avt;  cut  sic  extorta  vo\upta\ 

Et  demptusper  vim  mentis gratissunus  error.     Ho*.  Ep. 

IMITATED. 

There  liv'd  in  Primo  Georgii  (they  record) 

A  worthy  member,  no  small  fool,  a  lord; 

Who,  though  the  house  was  up,  delighted  sate, 

Heard,  noted,  answered,  as  in  full  debate; 

In  all  but  this,  a  man  of  sober  life, 

Fond  of  his  friend,  and  civil  to  his  wife; 

Not  quite  a  madman,  though  a  pasty  fell, 

And  much  too  wise  to  walk  into  a  well. 

Him  the  damn'd  doctor  and  his  friends  immur'd: 

They  bled,  they  cupp'd,  they  purged,  in  short  they  curM. 

Whereat  the  gentleman  begin  to  stare 

*  My  friends!'  he  cried:  *  Pox  take  ye  for  your  care? 

That  from  a  patriot  of  distinguished  note, 

Have  bled  and  purged  me  to  a  simple  vote.'  Pope.. 

The  unhappy  force  of  an  imagination,  unguicU 
ed  by  the  chect  of  reason  and  judgment,  was  the 
subject  of  a  former  speculation  (No.  136).  My 
reader  may  remember  that  he  has  seen  in  one  of 
my  papers  a  complaint  of  an  unfortunate  gentle- 
man, who  was  unable  to  contain  himself,  when 
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any  ordinary  matter  was  laid  before  him,  from 
adding  a  few  circumstances  to  enliven  plain  nar- 
rative. That  correspondent  was  a  person  of  too 
warm  a  cojnple&iqn  to  be  satisfied  with  things 
merely  as  they  stood  in  nature,  and  therefore 
formed  incidents  which  should  have  happened  to 
have  pleased  him  in  the  story.  The  same  un- 
governed  fancy  which  pushed  that  correspondent 
on,  in  spite  of  himself,  to  relate  public  and  noto- 
rious falsehoods*  makes  the  author  of  the  follow- 
ing letter  do  the  same  in  private:  one  is  a  prating, 
the  other  a  silent*  liar* 

There  is  little  pursued  in  the  errors  of  either 
of  these  worthies  but  mere  present  amusement; 
but  th?  folly  of  him  who  lets  his  fancy  place  him 
in  distant  scenes  untroubled  and  uninterrupted  is 
very  much  preferable  to  that  of  him  who  is.  ever 
forcing  a  belief,  and  defending  his  untruths  with 
new  inventions.  But  1  shall  hasten  to  let  this  liar 
in  soliloquy,  who  calls  himself  a  castle-builder9 
describe  himself  with  the  same  unreservedness 
as  formerly  appeared  in  my  correspondent  above- 
mentioned.  If  a  man  were  to  be  serious  on  this 
subject,  he  might  give  very  grave  admonitions 
to  those  who  are  following  any  thing  in  this  life, 
on  which  they  think  to  place  their  hearts,  and 
tell  them  that  they  are  really  castle-builders. 
Fame,  glory,  wealtn,  honour,  have  in  the  pros- 
pect pleasing  illusions;  but  they  who  come  to 
possess  any  of  them  will  find  they  are  ingredi- 
ents towards  happiness,  to  be  regarded  only  in 
the  second  place:  and  that  when  they  are  valued 
in  the  first  degree,  they  are  as  disappointing  as 
any  of  the  phantoms  in  the  following  letter.—* 
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Sept.  6th,  1711. 

<MR.  SPECTATOR, 

<  1  am  a  fellow  of  a  very  odd  frame  of  mind,  as 
you  will  find  by  the  sequel:  and  think  myself 
fool  enough  to  deserve  a  place  in  your  paper. 
1  am  unhappily  far  gone  in  building,  and  am  one 
of  that  species  of  men  who  are  properly  denomi- 
nated castle-builders,  who  scorn  to  be  behold* 
en  to  the  earth  for  a  foundation,  or  die  in  the 
bowels  of  it  for  materials;  but  erect  their  struc- 
tures in  the  most  unstable  of  elements,  the  air, 
fancy  alone  laying  the  line,  marking  the  extent, 
and  shaping  the  model.  It  would  be  difficult  to 
enumerate  what  august  palaces  and  stately  porti- 
cos have  grown  under  my  forming  imagination, 
or  what  verdant  meadows  and  shady  groves  have 
started  into  being  by  the  powerful  feat  of  a  warm 
fancy.  A  castle-builder  is  even  just  what  he 
pleases;  and  as  such  I  have  grasped  imaginary 
sceptres,  and  delivered  uncontrollable  edicts, 
from  a  throne  to  which  conquered  nations  yielded 
obeisance.  1  have  made  I  Know  not  how  many 
inroads  into  France,  and  ravaged  the  very  heart 
of  that  kingdom;  I  have  dined  in  the  Louvre,  and 
drank  champaign  at  Versailles;  and  I  would  have 
you  take  notice,  I  am  not  only  able  to  vanquish 
a  people  already  cowed  and  accustomed  to  flight, 
but  1  could,  Almanzor-like,  drive  the  British 
general  from  the  field,  were  1  less  a  Protestant, 
or  had  ever  been  affronted  by  the  confederates. 
There  is  no  art  or  profession,  whose  most  cele- 
brated masters  I  have  not  eclipsed.  Wherever 
I  have  afforded  my  salutary  presence,  fevers  have 
ceased  to  burn  and  agues  to  shake  the  human  fab- 
ric.    When  an  eloquent  fit  has  been  upon  me, 
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an  apt  gesture  and  proper  cadence  has  animated 
each  sentence;  and  gazing  crowds  have  found  their 
passions  worked  up  into  rage  or  soothed  into  a 
calm.  I  am  short,  and  not  very  well  made;  yet 
upon  sight  of  a  fine  woman,  1  have  stretched  into 
proper  stature,  and  killed  with  a  good  air  and 
mien.  These  are  the  gay  phantoms  that  dance 
before  my  waking  eyes,  and  compose  my  day- 
dreams. 1  should  be  the  most  contented  happy 
man  alive,  were  the  chimerical  happiness  which 
springs  from  the  paintings  of  fancy  less  fleeting 
and  transitory.  But  alas!  it  is  with  grief  of  mind 
I  tell  you,  the  least  breath  of  wind  has  often  de- 
molished my  magnificent  edifices,  swept  away 
my  groves,  and  left  no  more  trace  of  them  than 
if  they  had  never  been.  My  exchequer  has  sunk 
and  vanished  by  a  rap  on  my  door,  the  salutation 
of  a  friend  has  cost  me  a  wfiole  continent,  and  in 
the  same  moment  1  have  been  pulled  by  the 
sleeve,  my  crown  has  fallen  from  my  head.  The 
ill  consequence  of  these  reveries  is  inconceivably 
great,  seeing  the  loss  of  imaginary  possessions 
makes  impressions  of  real  wo.  Besides,  bad  eco- 
nomy is  visible  and  apparent  in  builders  of  in- 
visible mansions.  My  tenants'  advertisements 
of  ruins  and  dilapidations  often  cast  a  damp  on 
my  spirits  even  in  the  instant  when  the  sun,  in 
all  his  splendour,  gilds  my  eastern  palaces.  Add 
to  this  the  pensive  drudgery  in  building,  and  con- 
stant grasping  aerial  trowels,  distracts  and  shat- 
ters the  mind,  and  the  fond  builder  of  Babels  is 
often  cursed  with  an  incoherent  diversity  and 
confusion  of  thoughts.  I  do  not  know  to  whom 
1  ean  more  properly  apply  myself  for  relief  from 
this  fantastical  evil  than  to  yourself;  whom  leax- 
Vol.  IV.— 8 
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nestly  implore  to  accommodate  me  with  a  me- 
thod how  to  settle  my  head  and  cool  my  brain- 
pan. A  dissertation  on  castle-building  may  not 
only  be  serviceable  to  myself,  but  all  architects 
who  display  their  skill  in  the  thin  ejement.  Such 
a  favour  would  oblige  me  to  make  my  next  soli- 
loquy not  contain  the  praises  of  my  dear  self,  but 
of  the  Spectator,  who  shall,  by  complying  with 
this,  make  me 

6  His  obliged,  humble  servant, 

'  VITRUVIUS., 
STEELE.  T. 


<*H9©e-f>. 
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Pectus  prseceptis  format  amicis.        Ho  r. 

Forms  the  soft  bosom  with  the  gentlest  art.     Pops. 

It  would  be  arrogance  to  neglect  the  applica- 
tion of  my  correspondents  so  far  as  not  sometimes 
to  insert  their  animadversions  upon  my  paper. 
That  of  this  day  shall  be  therefore  wholly  com- 
posed of  the  hints  which  they  have  sent  me. 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'I  send  you  this  to  congratulate  your  late 
choice  of  a  subject,  for  treating  on  which  you  de- 
serve public  thanks;  I  mean  that  on  those  licens- 
ed tyrants  the  schoolmasters.  If  you  can  disarm 
them  of  their  rods,  you  will  certainly  have  your 
old  age  reverenced  by  all  the  young  gentlemen 
of  Great  Britain,  who  are  now  between  seven  and 
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seventeen  years.  You  may  boast  that  the  incom- 
parably wise  Quintilian  and  you  are  of  one  mind 
m  this  particular.  Si  cui  est  (says  he )  mens 
tarn  illiberalisutobjurgationeinon  corrtgatur, 
is  etiam  adplagas,  ut  pessima  quseque  man- 
cipia,  duraoitur:  i.  e.  "If  any  child  be  of  so 
disingenuous  a  nature  as  not  to  stand  corrected 
by  reproof,  he,  like  the  very  worst  of  slaves,  will 
be  hardened  even  against  blows  themselves." 
And  afterwards,  Pudet  dicer e  in  qu&probra 
nefandi  homines  is  to  csedendijure  abutantur* 
i.  e.  "I  blush  to  say  how  shamefully  those  wick- 
ed men  abuse  the  power  of  correction. " 

i  I  was  bred  myself,  sir,  in  a  very  great  school, 
of  which  the  master  was  a  Welshman,  but  cer- 
tainly descended  from  a  Spanish  family,  as  plain- 
ly appeared  from  his  temper  as  well  as  his  name. 
I  leave  you  to  judge  what  sort  of  a  schoolmaster 
a  Welshman  ingrafted  on  a  Spaniard  would  make. 
So  very  dreadful  had  he  made  himself  to  me, 
that  although  it  is  above  twenty  years  sinc6  I  felt 
his  heavy  hand,  yet  still  once  a  month  at  least  I 
dream  of  him,  so  strong  an  impression  did  he 
make  on  my  mind.  It  is  a  sign  he  has  fully  ter- 
rified me  waking,  who  still  continues  to  haunt 
me  sleeping. 

<  And  yet  I  may  say,  without  vanity,  that  the 
business. of  the  school  was. what  I  did  without 
great  difficulty;  and  I  was  not  remarkably  un- 
lucky: and  yet  such  was  the  master's  severity, 
that  once  a  month  or  ofiener,  I  suffered  as  much 
as  xvould  have  satisfied  the  law  of  the  latd  for  a 
petty  larceny. 

.6  Many  a  white  and  {tender  hand,  which  the 
fond  mother  had  passionately  kissed  a  thouaandi 
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and  a  thousand  times,  hare  I  seen  whipped  till 
it  was  covered  with  blood;  perhaps  for  smiling, 
or  for  going  a  yard  and  a  half  out  of  a  gate,  or 
for  writing  an  0  for  an  A,  or  an  A  for  an  0. 
These  were  our  great  faults  I  Many  a  brave  and 
noble  spirit  has  Seen  there  broken:  others  hare 
run  from  thence,  and  were  never  heard  of  after- 
wards. It  is  a  worthy  attempt  to  undertake  the 
cause  of  distressed  youth;  ana  it  is  a  noble  piece 
of  knight-errantry  to  enter  the  lists  against  so 
many  armed  pedagogues.  It  is  pity  but  we  had  a 
set  of  men,  polite  in  their  behaviour  and  method 
of  teaching,  who  should  be  put  into  a  condition 
of  being  above  flattering  or  fearing  the  parents  of 
those  they  instruct  We  might  then  possibly  see 
learning  become  a  pleasure,  and  children  delight- 
ing themselves  in  that  which  now  they  abhor  for 
coining  upon  such  hard  terms  to  them.  What 
would  be  still  a  greater  happiness  arising  from 
the  cdfe  of  such  instructors,  would  be,  that  we 
should  have  no  more  pedants,  nor  any  bred  to 
Ifcafrnmg  who  had  not  genius  for  it.  1  am,  with 
tiwfe  utmost  sincerity,  sir, 

'  Your  most  affectionate  humble  servant' 

'Richmond,  Sept.  5M,  1711. 

1  I  atw  a  boy  of  fourteen  years  of  age,  and  have 
for  this  last  year  been  under  the  tuition  of  a  doo- 
tortof  divinity,*  who  has  taken  the  school  o£thtf 
place  under  his  care*  From  the  gentleman's 
great  ttfhderne**  to  me  and  friendship  to  myfa- 

*  UK  Si  Bnty* *4k>  joined  m  th+iwr  **&**•£  tke 
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ther,  1  am  very  happy  in  learning  my  book  with 
pleasure.  We  never  leave  off  our  diversions  any 
farther  than  to  salute  him  at  hours  of  play  when 
he  pleases  to  look  on.  It  is  impossible  for  any 
of  us  to  love  our  own  parents  better  than  we  do 
him.  He  never  gives  any  of  us  a  harsh  word; 
and  we  think  it  the  greatest  punishment  in  the 
world  when  he  will  not  speaK  to  any  of  us.  My 
brother  and  1  are  both  together  inditing  this 
letter:  he  is  a  year  older  than  I  am,  but  is  now 
ready  to  break  his  heart  that  the  doctor  has  not 
taken  any  notice  of  him  these  three  days.  If 
you  please  to  print  this,  he  will  see  it;  and  we 
hope,  taking  it  for  my  brother's  earnest  desire 
to  be  restored  to  his  favour,  he  will  again  smile 
upon  him. 

*  Your  most  obedient  servant* 

<t.s.' 

*1HB.  SPECTATOR, 

'You  have  represented  several  sorts  of  imper- 
tinents  singly;  1  wish  you  would  now  proceed 
and  describe  some  of  them  in  sets.  It  often 
happens  in  public  assemblies,  that  a  party  who 
came  thither  together,  or  whose  impertinencies 
are  of  an  equal  pitch,  act  in  concert,  and  are  so 
full  of  themselves  as  to  give  disturbance  to  all 
that  are  about  them.  Sometimes  you  have  a  set 
of  whisperers  who  lay  their  heads  together  in 
order  to  sacrifice  every  body  within  their  obser- 
vation; Sometimes  a  set  of  laughers,  that  keep 
up  an  insipid  mirth  in  their  own  corner,  and  by 
their  noise  and  gesture  show  they  have  no  re- 
spect for  the  rest  of  the  company.  You  fre- 
quently meet  with  these  sets  at  the  opera,  thft 
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play,  the  water-works,*  and  other  public  meet- 
ings, where*  their  whole  business  is  to  draw  off 
the  attention  of  the  spectators  from  the  entertain- 
ment, and  to  fix  it  upon  themselves;  and  it  is  to 
be  observed  that  the  impertinence  is  ever  loud- 
est when  the  set  happens  to  be  made  up  of  three 
or  four  females  who  have  got  what  you  call  a 
woman's  man  among  them. 

< 1  am  at  a  loss  to  know  from  whom  people  of 
fortune  should  learn  this  behaviour,  unless  it  be 
from  the  footmen  who  keep  their  places  at  a  new 
play,  and  are  often  seen  passing  away  their  time 
in  sets  at  all  fours  in  the  face  of  a  full  house,  and 
with  a  perfect  disregard  to  the  people  of  quality 
sitting  on  each  side  of  them. 

'  For  preserving  therefore  the  decency  of  pub- 
lic assemblies,  methinks  it  would  be  but  reasona- 
ble that  those  who  disturb  others  should  pay  at 
least  a  double  price  for  their  places;  or  rather 
women  of  birth  and  distinction  should  be  inform- 
ed, that  a  levity  of  behaviour  in  the  eyes  of 
people  of  understanding  degrades  them  below 
their  meanest  attendants;  and  gentlemen  should 
know  that  a  fine  coat  is  a  livery,  when  the  per- 
son who  wears  it  discovers  no  higher  sense  than 
that  of  a  footman.     I  am,  Sir, 

'  Your  most  humble  servant' 

'Bedfordshire,  Sept.  1,  1711. 

*MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  1  am  one  of  those  whom  every  body  calls  a 
poacher,  and  sometimes  go  out  to  course  with  a 

•  The  Water  Theatre,  at  the  lower  end  of  Piccadilly,  ft- 
mous  in  those  times:  it  consisted  of  sea-gods,  nymphs,  && 
ipouting  out  water. 
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brace  of  grey-hounds,  a  mastiff,  and  a  spaniel  or 
two;  and  when  1  am  weary  with  coursing^  and 
have  killed  hares  enough,  go  to  an  ale-house  to 
refresh  myself.  I  beg  the  iavour  of  you  (as  you 
set  up  for  a  reformer)  to  send  us  word  how  many 
dogs  you  will  allow  us  to  go  with,  how  many  full 
pots  of  ale  to  drink,  and  how  many  hares  to  kill 
in  a  day,  and  you  will  do  a  great  piece  of  service 
to  all  the  sportsmen.  Be  quick  then,  for  the  time 
of  coursing  is  come  on. 

i  Your's  in  haste, 

i  ISAAC  HEDGEDITCH.' 
STEELE.  T. 


■<fH9©e-i> 
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Sic  vita  erat:  facile  omnes  perferre  acpati: 

Cum  guibus  erat  cunque  una,  his  sese  dedere, 

Eorum  obsequi  studiis:  adversus  nemini; 

Nunquam  prseponens  se  aliis:  ita  facilUmi 

Sine  invidia  invenias  laudem. Ter.  Andh. 

His  manner  of  life  was  this:  to  bear  with  every  body's  hu- 
mours; to  comply  with  the  inclinations  and  pursuits  of 
£hose  he  conversed  with;  to  contradict  nobody;  never  to 
assume  a  superiority  over  others.  This  is  the  ready  way 
to  gain  applause,  without  exciting  envy. 

Man  is  subject  to  innumerable  pains  and  sor- 
rows by  the  very  condition  of  humanity,  and  vet, 
-as  if  nature  had  not  sown  evils  enough  in  life, 
we  are  continually  adding  grief  to  grief,  and  ag- 
gravating the  common  calamity  by  our  cruel 
treatment  of  one  another.  Every  man's  natural 
weight  of  afflictions  is  still  made  more  heavy  by 


40  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  16JK 

the  envy,  malice,  treachery,  or  injustice  of  his 
neighbour.  At  the  same  time  that  the  storm 
beats  upon  the  whole  species,  we  are  falling  foul 
upon  one  another. 

Half  the  misery  of  human  life  might  be  extin- 
guished, would  men  alleviate  the  general  curse 
they  lie  under,  by  mutual  offices  of  compassion, 
benevolence  and  humanity.  There  is  nothing 
therefore  which  we  ought  more  to  encourage  in 
ourselves  and  others,  than  that  disposition  of 
mind  which  in  our  language  goes  under  the  title 
of  good-nature,  and  which  I  shall  choose  for  the 
subject  of  this  day's  speculation. 

Good-nature  is  more  agreeable  in  conversation 
than  wit,  and  gives  a  certain  air  to  the  counte- 
nance which  is  more  amiable  than  beauty.  It 
shows  virtue  in  the  fairest  light,  takes  off  in  some 
measure  from  the  deformity  of  vice,  and  makes 
even  folly  and  impertinence  supportable. 

There  is  no  society  or  conversation  to  be  kept 
up  in  the  world  without  good-nature,  or  some- 
thing which  must  bear  its  appearance  and  supply 
its  place.  For  this  reason  mankind  have  keen 
forced  to  invent  a  kind  of  artificial  humanity, 
which  is  what  we  express  by  the  word  good- 
breeding.  For  if  we  examine  thoroughly  the  idea 
of  what  we  call  so,  we  shall  find  it  to  be  nothing 
else  but  an  imitation  and  mimicry  of  good-nature, 
or,  in  other  terms,  affability,  complaisance,  and 
easiness  of  temper  reduced  into  an  art. 

These  exterror  shows  and  appearances  of  hu- 
manity render  a  man  wonderfully  popular  and 
beloved  when  they  are  founded  upon  a  real  good- 
nature: but  without  it,  are  like  hypocrisy  in  re- 
ligion, or  a  bare  form  of  holiness,  which,  when 
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it  is  discovered,  makes  a  man  more  detestable 
than  professed  impiety. 

Good-nature  is  generally  born  with  us;  health, 
prosperity,  and  kind  treatment  from  the  world, 
are  great  cherishers  of  it  where  they  find  it;  but 
nothing  is  capable  of  forcing  it  up  where  it  does 
not  grow  of  itself.  It  is  one  of  the  blessings  of  a 
happy  constitution,  which  education  may  im- 
prove but  not  produce. 

Xenophon,  in  the  life  of  his  imaginary  prince, 
whom  he  describes  as  a  pattern  for  real  ones,  is 
always  celebrating  the  philanthropy  or  good-na- 
ture of  his  hero,  which  he  tells  us  he  Drought 
into  the  world  with  him,  and  gives  many  re- 
markable instances  of  it  in  his  childhood,  as  well 
as  in  all  the  several  parts  of  his  life.  Nay,  on  his 
death-bed  he  describes  him  as  being  pleased,  that 
while  his  soul  returned  to  him  who  made  it,  his 
body  should  incorporate  with  the  great  mother 
of  all  things,  and  by  that  means  become  benefi- 
cial to  mankind.  For  which  reason  he  gives  his 
sons  a  positive  order  not  to  inshrine  it  in  cold  or 
silver,  out  to  lay  it  in  the  earth  as  soon  as  tne  life 
was  gone  out  of  it. 

An  instance  of  such  an  overflowing  of  huma- 
nity, such  an  exuberant  love  to  mankind,  could 
not  have  entered  into  the  imagination  of  a  writer, 
who  had  not  a  soul  filled  with  great  ideas  and  a 
general  benevolence  to  mankind. 

In  that  celebrated  passage  of  Sallust,  where 
Caesar  and  Cato  are  placed  in  such  beautiful,  but 
opposite  lights,  Caesar's  character  is  chiefly  made 
up  of  good-nature,  as  it  showed  itself  in  all  its 
forms  towards  his  friends  or  his  enemies,  his  ser- 
vants or  dependents,  the  guilty  or  the  distressed. 


.  i 
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As  for  Cato's  character,  it  is  rather  awful  thai* 
amiable.  Justice  seems  most  agreeable  to  the  E&r 
ture  of  God,  aod  mercy  to  that  of  man,,  A  be- 
ing who  has  nothing  to  pardon  in  himself,  m*y 
reward  every  man  according  to  his  works;  but 
he  whose  very  best  actions  must  be  seen  with 
grains  of  allowance,  can  not  be  too  mild,  mode- 
rate and  forgiving.  For  this  reason,  among  all 
the  monstrous  characters  in  human  nature,  ther$ 
is  none  so  odious,  nor  indeed  so  exquisitely  ridi- 
culous, as  that  of  a  rigid  severe  temper  in  * 
worthless  man. 

This  part  of  good-nature,  however,  which  con- 
sists in  the  pardoning  and  overlooking  of  faults, 
is  to  be  exercised  only  in  doing  ourselves  justice, 
and  that  too  in  the  ordinary  commerce  and  oc- 
currences of  life;  for  in  the  public  administrations 
of  justice,  mercy  to  one  may  be  cruelty  to  others. 

It  is  grown  almost  into  a  maxim,  that  good- 
natured  men  are  not  always  men  of  the  most  wit. 
This  observation,  in  my  opinion,  has  no  founda- 
tion in  nature.  The  greatest  wits  I  have  con- 
versed with  are  men  eminent  for  their  humanity. 
1  take,  therefore,  this  remark  to  have  been  occa- 
sioned by  two  reasons.  First,  because  ill-nature 
among  ordinary  observers  passes  for  wit.  A  spite- 
ful saving  gratifies  so  many  little  passions  in  tnose 
who  near  it,  that  it  generally  meets  with  a  good 
reception.  The  laugn  rises  upon  it,  and  the  man 
who  utters  it  is  looked  upon  as  a  shrewd  satirist. 
This  may  be  one  reason,  why  a  great  many  plea- 
sant companions  appear  so  surprisingly  dull  when 
they  have  endeavoured  to  be  merry  in  print;  the 
public  being  more  just  than  private  clubs  or  as- 
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semblies,  in  distinguishing  between  what  is  wit 
and  what  is  ill-nature. 

Another  reason  why  the  good-natured  man 
may  sometimes  bring  his  wit  in  question  is,  per*, 
haps,  because  he  is  apt  to  be  moved  with  com- 
passion for  those  misfortunes  or  infirmities  which 
another  would  turn  into  ridicule,  and  by  that 
means  gain  the  reputation  of  a  wit.  The  ill-na- 
tured man,  though  but  of  equal  parts,  gives  him- 
self a  larger  field  to  expatiate  in;  he  exposes 
those  failings  in  human  nature  which  the  other 
would  cast  a  veil  over,  laughs  at  vices  which  the 
other  either  excuses  or  conceals,  gives  utterance 
to  reflections  which  the  other  stifles,  falls  indif- 
ferently upon  friends  or  enemies,  exposes  the 
person  who  has  obliged  him,  and  in  short,  sticks 
at  nothing  that  may  establish  his  character  of  a 
wit.  It  is  no  wonder  therefore  he  succeeds  ia  it 
better  than  the  man  of  humanity,  as  a  person  who 
makes  use  of  indirect  methods  is  more  likely  to 
grow  rich  than  the  fair  trader. 

ADDISON.  L. 


■<i-eOe-f>- 
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In  amort  hasc  omnia  insunt  vitia:  injurise, 

Suspicionesy  inimicitiae,  induciae, 

Bellum,  pox  rursum Tun.  Eun. 

All  these  inconveniences  are  incident  to  love — reproaches, 
jealousies,  quarrels,  reconcilements,  war,  and  then  peace. 

Upon  my  looking  over  the  letters  of  my  female 
correspondents,  I  find  several  from  women  com- 
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plaining  of  jealous  husbands,  and  at  the  same 
time  protesting  their  own  innocence;  and  desir- 
ing my  advice  on  this  occasion.  I  shall  there- 
fore take  this  subject  into  my  consideration;  and 
the  more  willingly,  because  I  find  that  the  Mar- 
quis of  Halifax,  who,  in  his  Advice  to  a  Daughter, 
has  instructed  a  wife  how  to  behave  herself  to- 
wards a  false,  an  intemperate,  a  choleric,  a  sullen, 
a  covetous,  or  a  silly  nusband,  has  not  spoken 
one  word  of  a  jealous  husband. 

Jealousy  is  tnat  pain  which  a  man  feels  from 
the  apprehension  that  he  is  not  equally  beloved 
by  the  person  whom  he  entirely  loves.  Now 
because  our  inward  passions  and  inclinations  can 
never  make  themselves  visible,  it  is  impossible 
for  a  jealous  man  to  be  thoroughly  cured  of  his 
suspicions.  His  thoughts  hang  at  best  in  a  state 
of  doubtfulness  and  uncertainty;  and  are  never 
capable  of  receiving  any  satisfaction  on  the  ad- 
vantageous side;  so  that  his  inquiries  are  most 
successful  when  they  discover  nothing:  his  plea- 
sure arises  from  his  disappointment,  and  his  life 
is  spent  in  pursuit  of  a  secret  that  destroys  his 
happiness  if  he  chance  to  find  it. 

An  ardent  love  is  always  a  strong  ingredient 
in  this  passion;  for  the  same  affection  which  stirs 
up  the  jealous  man's  desires,  and  gives  the  par- 
ty beloved  so  beautiful  a  figure  in  his  imagina- 
tion, makes  him  believe  she  kindles  the  same 
Eassion  in  others,  and  appears  as  amiable  to  all 
eholders.  And  as  jealousy  thus  arises  from  an 
extraordinar)7  love,  it  is  of  so  delicate  a  nature, 
that  it  scorns  to  take  up  with  any  thing  less  than 
an  equal  return  of  love.  Not  the  warmest  ex- 
pressions of  affection,  the  softest  and  most  ten- 
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<ter  hypocrisy,  are  able  to  give  any  satisfaction, 
where  we  are  not  persuaded  that  the  affection  is 
real,  and  the  satisfaction  mutual.  For  the  jealous 
man  wishes  himself  a  kind  of  deity  to  the'person 
he  loves:  he  would  be  the  only  pleasure  of  her 
senses,  the  employment  of  her  thoughts;  and  is 
angry  at  every  thing  she  admires,  or  takes  de- 
light in,  besides  himself. 

Phaedra' s  request  to  his  mistress,  upon  his 
leaving  her  for  three  days,  is  inimitably  beauti- 
ful and  natural: 

Cum  mitite  isto  praesens,  absent  ut  sies: 
Dies  noctesque  me  antes:  me  desideres; 
Me  somnics:  me  expcctes:  de  me  cogites; 
Me  speres:  me  te  oblcctes:  mecum  tola  sis: 
Meusfac  sis  poatremo  animus,  quando  ego  sum  tuus. 

Txr.  Eow. 

'  When  you  are  in.  company  with  that  soldier,  behave  as  if* 
you  were  absent:  but  continue  to  love  me  by  day  and  by 
night:  want  me;  dream  of  me;  expect  me;  think  of  me; 
wish  forme;  delight  in  me;  be  wholly  with  me;  in  short, 
be  my  very  soul,  as  I  am  your's.' 

The  jealous  man's  disease  is  of  so  malignant  a 
nature,  that  it  converts  all  it  takes  into  its  own 
nourishment.  A  cool  behaviour  sets  him  on  the 
rack,  and  is  interpreted  as  an  instance  of  aversion 
or  indifference;  a  fond  one  raises  his  suspicions, 
and  looks  too  much  like  dissimulation  and  arti- 
fice. If  the  person  he  loves  be  cheerful,  her 
thoughts  must  be  employed  on  another;  and,  if 
sad,  she  is  certainly  thinking  on  himself.  In 
short,  there  is  no  word  or  gesture  so  insignifi- 
cant, but  it  gives  him  new  hints,  feeds  his  suspi- 
cions, and  furnishes  him  with  fresh  matters  of 
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discovery;  so  that  if  we  consider  the  effects  of 
this  passion,  one  would  rather  think  it  proceed- 
ed from  an  inveterate  hatred  than  an  excessive 
love;  for  certainly  none  can  meet  with  more  dis- 
quietude and  uneasiness  than  a  suspected  wife, 
if  we  except  the  jealous  husband. 

But  the  great  unhappiness  of  this  passion  is, 
that  it  naturally  tends  to  alienate  the  affection 
which  it  is  so  solicitous  to  engross:  and  that  for 
these  two  reasons,  because  it  lays  too  great  a  con- 
straint on  the  words  and  actions  of  the  suspected 
person;  and,  at  the  same  time,  shows  you  have 
no  honourable  opinion  of  her;  both  of  which  are 
strong  motives  to  aversion. 

Nor  is  this  the  worst  effect  of  jealousy ;  for  it 
often  draws  after  it  a  more  fatal  train  of  conse- 
quences, and  makes  the  person  you  suspect, 
guilty  of  the  very  crimes  you  are  so  much  afraid 
of.  It  is  very  natural  for  such  who  are  treated 
ill  and  upbraided  falsely,  to  find  out  an  intimate 
friend  that  will  hear  their  complaints,  condole 
their  sufferings,  and  endeavour  to  sooth  and  as- 
suage their  secret  resentments.  Besides,  jealousy 
puts  a  woman  often  in  mind  of  an  ill  thing  that 
she  would  not  otherwise  perhaps  have  thought 
of,  and  fills  her  imagination  with  such  an  unlucky 
idea,  as  in  time  grows  familiar,  excites  desire, 
and  loses  all  the  sname  and  horror  which  might 
at  first  attend  it.  Nor  is  it  a  wonder  if  she  whfl 
suffers  wrongfully  in  a  man's  opinion  of  her,  and 
has,  therefore,  nothing  to  forfeit  in  his  esteem, 
resolves  to  give  him  reason  for  his  suspicions,  and 
to  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  the  crime,  since  she  must 
undergo  the  ignominy.  Such  probably  were  the 
considerations  that  directed  the  wise  man  in  hi* 
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advice  to  husbands:  '  Be  not  jealous  over  the 
wife  of  thy  bosom,  and  teach  her  not  an  evil  les- 
son against  thyself. '     (Eccl.  ix.  1.) 

And  here,  among  the  other  torments  which 
this  passion  produces,  we  may  usually  observe, 
that  none  are  greater  mourners  than  jealous  men, 
when  the  person  who  provokes  their  jealousy  is 
taken  from  them.  Tnen  it  is  that  their  love 
breaks  out  furiously,  and  throws  off  all  the  mix- 
tures of  suspicion  which  choked  and  smothered 
it  before.  The  beautiful  parts  of  the  character 
rise  uppermost  in  the  jealous  husband's  memory, 
and  upbraid  him  with  the  ill  usage  of  so  divine 
a  creature  as  was  once  in  his  possession;  whilst 
all  the  little  imperfections,  that  were  before  so 
uneasy  to  him,  wear  off  from  his  remembrance, 
and  show  themselves  no  more. 

We  may  see,  by  what  has  been  said,  that  jea- 
lousy takes  the  deepest  root  in  men  of  amorous 
dispositions;  and  of  these  we  may  find  three 
kinds  who  are  most  over-run  with  it. 

The  first  are,  those  who  are  conscious  to  them- 
selves of  any  infirmity,  whether  it  be  weakness, 
old  age,  deformity,  ignorance,  or  the  like.  These 
men  are  so  well  acquainted  with  the  unamiable 
part  of  themselves,  that  they  have  not  the  confi- 
dence to  think  they  are  really  beloved;  and  are  so 
distrustful  of  their  own  merits,  that  all  fondness 
towards  them  puts  them  out  of  countenance,  and 
looks  like  a  jest  upon  their  persons.  They  grow 
suspicious  on  their  first  looking  in  a  glass,  and 
are  stung  with  Jealousy  at  the  sight  of  a  wrinkle. 
A  handsome  fellow  immediately  alarms  them, 
and  every  thing  that  looks  young  or  gay  turns 
their  thoughts  upon  their  wives. 
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A  second  sort  of  men,  who  are  most  liable  to 
this  passion,  are  those  of  cunning,  wary,  and  dis- 
trustful tempers.  It  is  a  fault  very  justly  found 
in  histories  composed  by  politicians,  that  they 
leave  nothing  to  chance  or  numour,  but  are  still 
for  deriving  every  action  from  some  plot  or  con- 
trivance, for  drawing  up  a  perpetual  scheme  of 
causes  and  events,  and  preserving  a  constant  cor- 
respondence between  the  camp  and  the  council 
table.  And  thus  it  happens  in  the  affairs  of  love 
with  men  of  too  refined  a  thought. 

They  put  a  construction  on  a  look,  and  find 
out  a  design  in  a  smile;  they  give  new  senses  and 
significations  to  words  and  actions;  and  are  ever 
tormenting;  themselves  with  fancies  of  their  own 
raising.  They  generally  act  in  a  disguise  them- 
selves, and,  therefore,  mistake  all  outward  shows 
and  appearances  for  hvpocrisy  in  others;  so  that 
I  believe  no  men  see  less  of  the  truth  and  reality 
of  things  than  these  great  refiners  upon  incidents, 
who  are  so  wonderfully  subtle  and  overwise  in 
their  conceptions. 

Now,  what  these  men  fancy  they  know  of  wo- 
men by  reflection,  your  lewd  and  vicious  men 
believe  they  have  learned  by  experience.  They 
have  seen  the  poor  husband  so  misled  by  tricki 
and  artifices,  and  in  the  midst  of  his  inquiries  so 
lost  and  bewildered  in  a  crooked  intrigue,  that 
they  still  suspect  an  underplot  in  every  female 
action;  and  especially  where  they  see  any  resem- 
blance in  the  behaviour  of  two  persons,  are  apt 
to  fancv  it  proceeds  from  the  same  design  in 
both.  These  men,  therefore,  bear  hard  upon  the 
suspected  party,  pursue  her  close  through  all  her 
turnings  and  windings,  and  are  too  well  acquaint* 
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ed  with  the  chase,  to  be  flung  off  by  any  false 
steps  or  doubles;  besides,  their  acquaintance  and 
conversation  has  lain  wholly  among  the  vicious 
parts  of  womankind,  and  therefore  it  is  no  won- 
der they  censure  all  alike,  and  look  upon  the 
whole  sex  as  a  species  of  impostors.  But  if, 
notwithstanding  their  private  experience,  they 
.  can  get  over  these  prejudices,  and  entertain  a  fa- 
vourable opinion  ot  some  women;  yet  their  own 
loose  desires  will  stir  up  new  suspicions  from 
another  side,  and  make  them  believe  all  men  sub- 
ject to  the  same  inclinations  with  themselves. 

Whether  these  or  other  motives  are  most  pre- 
dominant, we  learn  from  the  modern  histories  of 
America,  as  well  as  from  our  own  experience  in 
this  part  of  the  wTorld,  that  jealousy  is  no  northern 
passion,  but  rages  most  in  those  nations  that  lie 
nearest  the  influence  of  the  sun.  It  is  a  misfor- 
tune for  a  woman  to  be  born  between  the  tro- 
pics; for  there  lie  the  hottest  regions  of  jealousy, 
which,  as  you  come  northward,  cools  all  along 
with  the  climate,  till  you  scarce  meet  with  any 
thing  like  it  in  the  polar  circle.  Our  own  nation 
is  very  temperately  situated  in  this  respect;  and 
if  we  meet  with  some  few  disordered  with  the 
violence  of  this  passion,  they  are  not  the  proper 
growth  of  our  country,  but  are  many  degrees 
nearer  the  sun  in  their  constitution  than  in  their 
climate. 

After  this  frightful  account  of  jealousy,  and  the 
persons  who  are  most  subject  to  it,  it  will  be;  but 
fair  to  show  by  what  means  the  passion  may  be 
.best  allayed,  and  those  who  are  possessed  with  it 
«et  at  ease.  Other  faults,  indeea,  are  not  under 
the  wife's  jurisdiction*  and  should,  if  possible, 
Vot  IV.- 
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cape  her  observation;  but  jealousy  calls  upon  her 
particularly  for  its  cure,  and  deserves  all  her  art 
and  application  in  the  attempt:  besides,  she  has 
this  for  her  encouragement,  that  her  endeavours 
will  be  always  pleasing,  and  that  she  will  still  find 
the  affection  of  her  husband  rising  towards  her  in 
proportion  as  his  doubts  and  suspicions  vanish: 
For,  as  we  have  seen  all  along,  there  is  so  great  a 
mixture  of  love  in  jealousy  as  is  well  worth  the 
separating.  But  this  shall  be  the  subject  of  ano- 
ther paper.     (See  No.  178.)   * 

ADDISON.  L. 
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Credula  res  amor  est Oyid  Met. 

The  man  who  loves  is  easy  of  belief. 

Having,  in  my  yesterday's  paper,  discovered 
the  nature  of  jealousy,  and  pointed  out  the  per- 
sons who  are  most  subject  to  it,  I  must  here  ap- 
ply myself  to  my  fair  correspondents,  who  desire 
to  live  well  with  a  jealous  husband,  and  to  ease 
his  mind  of  its  unjust  suspicions.* 

*  The  following  advertisement  refers  to  this  and  the  pre- 
ceding" paper  on  Jealousy. 

"I,  William  Crazy,  aged  threescore  and  seven,  having 
for  several  years  been  afflicted  with  uneasy  doubts,  fears, 
and  vapours,  occasioned  by  the  youth  and  beauty  of  Mary 
my  wife,  aged  twenty-five,  do  hereby,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
public,  give  notice,  that  I  have  found  great  relief  from  two 
doses,  having  taken  them  two  mornings  together  with  a  dish 
of  chocolate.  Witness  my  hand,  &c."  SpeCt  No.  547. 
See  also  No.  178  of  this  volume. 
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The  first  rule  1  shall  propose  to  be  observed, 
is,  that  you  never  seem  to  dislike  in  another  what 
the  jealous  man  is  himself  guilty  of,  or  to  admire 
any  thing  in  which  he  himself  does  not  excel.  A 
jealous  man  is  very  quick  in  his  applications:  he 
Knows  how  to  find  a  double  edge  in  an  invective, 
and  to  draw  a  satire  on  himself  out  of  a  panegyric 
on  another.  He  does  not  trouble  himself  to  con- 
sider the  person,  but  to  direct  the  character;  and 
is  secretly  pleased  or  confounded  as  he  finds  more 
or  less  of  himself  in  it.  The  commendation  of 
any  thing  in  another  stirs  up  his  jealousy,  as  it 
shows  you  have  a  value  for  others  besides  him- 
sel;  but  the  commendation  of  that  which  he  him- 
self wants,  inflames  him  more,  as  it  shows,  that, 
in  some  respects,  you  prefer  others  before  him. 
Jealousy  is  admirably  described  in  this  view  by 
Horace,  in  his  ode  to  Lydia. 

Quum  tu,  Lydia,  Telephi 

Cervicem  roseam,  et  cerea  Telephi 
Laudas  brachia,  vse  meum 

Fervens  dijjmli  bile  tumetjecur: 
Tune  nee  mens  mihi,  nee  color 

Certd  sede  momet;  humor  et  in  genos 
Furtim  labitur,  arguens 

Quam  lentis  penitus  maeerer  ignibus.     Od. 

When  Telephus  h'19  youthful  charms, 
His  rosy  neck  and  winding  arms, 
With  endless  rapture  you  recite, 
And  in  the  pleasing  name  delight; 
My  heart,  inflam'd  by  jealous  heats, 
With  numberless  resentments  beats; 
From  my  pale  cheek  the  colour  flies, 
And  all  the  man  within  me  dies: 
By  turns  my  hidden  grief  appears 
In  rising  sighs  and  falling  tears, 
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That  show  too  well  the  warm  desires, 
The  silent,  slow,  consuming"  fires, 
Which  on  thy  inmost  vitals  prey, 
And  melt  my  very  soul  away. 

The  jealous  man  is  not  indeed  angry  if  you  dis- 
like another,  but  if  you  find  those  faults  which  are 
to  be  found  in  his  own  character,  you  discover 
not  only  your  dislike  of  another,  but  of  himself. 
In  short,  he  is  so  desirous  of  engrossing  all  your 
love,  that  he  is  grieved  at  the  want  of  any  charm, 
which  he  believes  has  power  to  raise  it,  and  if  he 
finds  by  your  censures  on  others,  that  he  is  not  so 
agreeaole  in  your  opinion  as  he  might  be,  he  na- 
turally concludes  you  could  love  him  better  if  he 
had  other  qualifications,  and  that  by  consequence 
your  affection  does  not  rise  so  high  as  he  thinks 
it  ought.  If  therefore  his  temper  be  grave  of 
sullen,  you  must  not  be  too  mucn  pleased  with  a 
jest,  or  transported  with  any  thing  that  is  gay 
and  diverting.  If  his  beauty  be  none  of  the  best, 
you  must  be  a  professed  admirer  of  prudence,  or 
any  other  quality  he  is  master  of,  or  at  least  vain 
enough  to  think  he  is. 

In  the  next  place,  you  must  be  sure  to  be  free 
and  open  in  your  conversation  with  him,  and  to 
let  in  light  upon  your  actions,  to  unravel  all  your 
designs,  and  discover  every  secret,  however  tri- 
fling or  indifferent.  A  jealous  husband  has  a 
particular  aversion  to  winks  and  whispers;  and  if 
ne  does  not  see  to  the  bottom  of  every  thing,  will 
be  sure  to  go  beyond  it  in  his  fears  and  suspicions. 
He  will  always  expect  to  be  your  chief  confidant; 
and  where  he  finds  himself  kept  out  of  a  secret, 
will  believe  there  is  more  in  it  than  there  should 
be.     And  here  it  is  of  great  concern^  that  you 
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preserve  the  character  of  your  sincerity  uniform 
and  of  a  piece:  for  if  he  once  finds  a  false  gloss  put 
upon  any  single  action,  he  quickly  suspects  all 
the  rest;  his  working  imagination  immediately 
takes  a  false  hint,  and  runs  off  with  it  into  several  , 
remote  consequences,  till  he  has  proved  very  in-  7 
genious  in  working  out  his  own  misery. 

If  both  these  methods  fail,  the  best  way  will 
be  to  let  him  see  you  are  much  cast  down  and 
afflicted  for  the  ill  opinion  he  entertains  of  you, 
and  the  disquietudes  he  himself  suffers  for  your  ( 
sake.     There  are  many  who  take  a  kind  of  bar-  ] 
barous  pleasure  in  the  jealousy  of  those  who  love 
them,  that  insult  over  an  aching  heart,  and  tri-  i 
umph  in  their  charms,  which  are  able  to  excite 
so  much  uneasiness. 

Jtrdeat  ipm  licet;  tormentis  gaudel  amantis.        Juv. 

Though  equal  pains  her  peace  of  mind  destroy, 
A  lover's  torments  give  .her  spiteful  joy. 

But  these  often  carry  the  humour  so  far  till 
their  affected  coldness  and  indifference  quite  kills 
all  the  fondness  of  a  lover,  and  are  then  sure  to 
meet  in  their  turn  with  all  the  contempt  and  scorn 
that  is  due  to  so  insolent  a  behaviour.  On  the 
contrary,  it  is  very  probable  a  melancholy,  de- 
jected carriage,  the  usual  effects  of  injured  inno- 
cence, may  soften  the  jealous  husband  into  pity, 
make  him  sensible  of  the  wrong  he  does  you,  and 
work  out  of  his  mind  all  those  fears  and  suspi- 
cions that  make  you  both  unhappy.  At  least  it 
will  have  this  good  effect,  that  he  will  keep  his 
jealousy  to  himself,  and  repine  in  private,  either 
because  he  is  sensible  it  is  a  weakness,  and  will 
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therefore  hide  it  from  tour  knowledge,  or  be- 
cause he  will  be  apt  to  fear  some  ill  effect  it  may 
§  reduce,  in  cooling  your  love  towards  him,  or 
iverting  it  to  another. 

There  is  still  another  secret  that  can  never  fail, 
if  you  can  once  get  it  believed,  and  which  is  often 
practised  by  women  of  greater  cunning  than  vir- 
tue: this  is  to  change  sides  for  a  while  with  the 
jealous  man,  and  to  turn  his  own  passion  upon 
himself;  to  take  some  occasion  of  growing  jealous 
of  him,  and  to  follow  the  example  he  himself 
hath  set  you.  This  counterfeited  jealousy  will 
bring  him  a  great  deal  of  pleasure,  if  he  thinks 
it  real;  for  he  knows  experimentally  how  much 
love  goes  along  with  this  passion,  and  will,  be- 
sides, feel  something  like  the  satisfaction  of  a  re- 
venge, in  seeing  you  undergo  all  his  own  tortures. 
But  this,  indeedj  is  an  artifice  so  difficult,  and  at 
the  same  time  so  disingenuous,  that  it  ought  ne- 
ver to  be  put  in  practice,  but  by  such  as  have 
skill  enough  to  cover  the  deceit,  and  innocence 
to  render  it  excusable. 

I  shall  conclude  this  essay  with  the  story  of 
Herod  and  Mariamne,  as  1  have  collected  it  out 
of  Josephus;  which  may  serve  almost  as  an  exam- 
ple to  whatever  can  be  said  on  this  subject. 

Mariamne  had  all  the  charms  that  beauty, 
birth,  wit  and  youth  could  give  a  woman,  and 
Herod  all  the  love  that  such  charms  are  able  to 
raise  in  a  warm  and  amorous  disposition.  In  the 
midst  of  this  his  fondness  for  Mariamne,  he  put 
her  brother  to  death,  as  he  did  her  father  not 
many  years  after.  The  barbarity  of  the  action 
was  represented  to  Mark  Antony,  who  imme- 
diately summoned  Herod  into  Egypt,  to  answer 
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for  the  crime  that  was  there  laid  to  his  charge. 
Herod  attributed  the  summons  to  Antony's  de- 
Bire  of  Mariamne,  whom  therefore,  before  his 
departure,  he  gave  into  the  custody  of  his  uncle 
Joseph,  with  private  orders  to  put  her  to  death, 
if  any  such  violence  was  offered  to  himself*  This 
Joseph  was  much  delighted  with  Mariamne'a 
conversation,  and  endeavoured  with  all  his  art 
and  rhetoric  to  set  out  the  excess  of  Herod's  pas- 
sion for  her;  but  when  he  still  found  her  cold  and 
incredulous,  he  inconsiderately  told  her,  as  a  cer- 
tain instance  of  her  lord's  affection,  the  private 
orders  he  had  left  behind  him,  which  plainly 
showed,  according  to  Joseph's  interpretation, 
that  he  could  neither  liye  nor  die  without  her. 
This  barbarous  instance  of  a  wild  unreasonable 
passion  quite  put  out,  for  a  time,  those  little  re- 
mains of  affection  she  still  had  for  her  lord :  her 
thoughts  were  so  wholly  taken  up  with  the  cru- 
elty of  his  orders,  that  sne  could  not  consider  the 
kindness  that  produced  them,  and  therefore  re- 
presented him  in  her  imagination  rather  under 
the  frightful  idea  of  a  murderer  than  a  lover. 
Herod  was  at  length  acquitted  and  dismissed  by 
Mark  Antony  when  his  soul  was  all  in  flames  for 
his  Mariamne;  but  before  their  meeting,  he  was 
not  a  little  alarmed  at  the  report  he  had  heard  of 
his  uncle's  conversation  and  familiarity  with  her 
in  his  absence.  This  therefore  was  the  first  dis- 
course he  entertained  her  with,  in  which  she 
found  it  no  easy  matter  to  quiet  his  suspicions. 
But  at  last  he  appeared  so  well  satisfied  of  her 
innocence,  that  irom  reproaches  and  wranglings 
he  fell  to  tears  and  embraces.  Both  of  them  wept 
very  tenderly  at  their  reconciliation,  and  Herod 
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poured  out  his  whole  soul  to  her  in  the  warmes 
protestations  of  love  and  constancy:  when  amidst 
all  her  sighs  and  languishings  she  asked  him, 
whether  the  private  orders  he  left  with  his  uncle 
Joseph  were  an  instance  of  such  an  inflamed 
affection.  The  jealous  king  was  immediately 
roused  at  so  unexpected  a  question,  and  con- 
cluded his  uncle  must  have  been  too  familiar 
with  her,  before  he  would  have  discovered  Such 
a  secret  In  short,  he  put  his  uncle  to  death, 
and  with  difficulty  prevailed  upon  himself  to 
spare  Mariamne. 

After  this  he  was  forced  on  a  second  journey 
into  Egypt,  when  he  committed  his  lady  to  the 
care  of  Sohemus,  with  the  same  private  orders 
he  had  before  given  his  uncle,  if  any  mischief 
befel  himself.  In  the  meanwhile,  Mariamne  so 
won  upon  Sohemus  by  her  presents  and  obliging 
conversation,  that  she  drew  all  the  secret  from 
him,  with  which  Herod  had  intrusted  him;  so 
that  after  his  return,  when  he  flew  to  her  with 
all  the  transports  of  joy  and  love,  she  received 
him  coldly  with  &ghs  and  tears,  and  all  the  marks 
of  indifference  and  aversion.  This  reception  so 
stirred  up  his  indignation,  that  he  had  certainly 
slain  her  with  his  own  hands,  had  not  he  feareS 
he  himself  should  have  become  the  greatest  suf- 
ferer by  it.  It  was  not  long  after  this,  when  he 
had  another  violent  return  of  love  upon  him; 
Mariamne  was  therefore  sent  for  to  him,  whom 
he  endeavoured  to  soften  and  reconcile  with  all 
possible  conjugal  caresses  and  endearments,  but 
she  declined  his  embraces,  and  answered  all  his 
fondness  with  bitter  invectives  for  the  death  of 
her  father  and  her  brother.     This  behaviour  so 
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incensed  Herod,  that  he  very  hardly  refrained 
from  striking  her;  when  in  the  heat  of  their  quar- 
rel there  came  in  a  witness,  suborned  by  some 
of  Mariamne's  enemies,  who  accused  her  to  the 
king  of  a  design  to  poison  him.  Herod  was  now 
prepared  to  hear  any  thing  in  her  prejudice,  and 
immediately  ordered  her  servant  to  be  stretched 
upon  the  rack;  who  in  the  extremity  of  his  tor- 
ture confessed,  that  his  mistress's  aversion  to  the 
king  arose  from  something  Sohemus  had  told  her; 
but  as  for  any  design  ot  poisoning,  he  utterly 
disowned  the  least  Knowledge  of  it.  This  con- 
fession quickly  proved  fatal  to  Sohemus,  who 
now  lay  under  the  same  suspicions  and  sentence 
that  Joseph  had  before  him,  on  the  like  occasion* 
Nor  would  Herod  rest  here;  but  accused  her  with 
great  vehemence  of  a  design  upon  his  life,  and 
by  his  authority  with  the  judges  had  her  public- 
ly condemned  and  executed.  Herod  soon  after 
her  death  grew  melancholy  and  dejected,, retiring 
from  the  public  administration  of  affairs  into  a 
solitary  forest,  and  there  abandoning  himself  to 
all  the  black  considerations,  which  naturally  arise 
from  a  passion  made  up  of  love,  remorse,  pity 
and  despair.  He  used  to  rave  for  his  Mariamne, 
and  to  call  upon  her  in  his  distracted  fits,  and  in 
all  probability  would  soon  have  followed  her,  had 
not  his  thoughts  been  seasonably  called  off  from 
so  sad  an  object  by  public  storms>  which  at  that 
time  very  nearly  threatened  him. 
adpison.  L. 
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Non  sol'tn  sdentia,  qua  est  remota  a  justifies  calliditas  potius 
qudm  sapientia  est  appellanda;  verum  etiam  animus  para- 
tus  ad  periculum,  si  sua  cupidltaie,  non  utilitate  communis 
impellitur,  audacise  potius  nomen  habeat,  quam  fortitudim 
nis Plato  ajpud  Tull. 

As  knowledge,  without  justice,  ought  to  be  called  cunning1, 
rather  than  wisdom;  so  a  mind  prepared  to  meet  danger, 
if  excited  by  its  own  eagerness,  and  not  the  public  good, 
deserves  the  name  of  audacity  rather  than  of  courage. 

There  can  be  no  greater  injury  to  human  so- 
ciety, than  that  good  talents  among  men  should 
be  held  honourable  to  those  who  are  endowed 
with  them,  without  any  regard  how  they  are  ap- 
plied. The  gifts  of  nature  and  accomplishments 
of  art  are  valuable  but  as  they  are  exerted  in  the 
interests  of  virtue,  or  governed  by  the  rules  of 
honour.  We  ought  to  abstract  our  minds  from 
the  observation  of  anv  excellence  in  those  we 
converse  with,  till  we  have  taken  some  notice,  or 
received  some  good  information  of  the  disposi- 
tion of  their  minds;  otherwise  the  beauty  of  their 
person,  or  the  charms  of  their  wit,  may  make 
us  fond  of  those  whom  our  reason  and  judgment 
will  tell  us  we  ought  to  abhor. 

When  we  suffer  ourselves  to  be  thus  carried 
away  by  mere  beauty,  or  mere  wit,  Omniamante, 
with  all  her  vice,  will  bear  away  as  much  of  our 
good  will  as  the  most  innocent  virgin  or  dis- 
creetest  matron ;  and  there  can  not  be  a  more  ab- 
ject slavery  in  this  world,  than  to  doat  upon  what 
we  think  we  ought  to  condemn;  yet  this  must  be 
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our  condition  in  all  the  parts  of  life,  if  we  suffer 
ourselves  to  approve  any  thing  but  what  tends 
to  the  promotion  of  what  is  good  and  honoura- 
ble.    If  we  could  take  true  pains  with  ourselves 
to  consider  all  things  by  the  light  of  reason  and 
justice,  though  a  man  were  in  the  height  of  youth 
and  amorous  inclinations,  he  would  look  upon 
a  coquette  with  the  same  contempt  or  indiffer- 
ence as  he  would  upon  a  coxcomb:  the  wanton 
carriage  in  a  woman  would  disappoint  her  of  the 
admiration  which  she  aims  at;  and  the  vain  dress 
or  discourse  of  a  man  would  destroy  the  comeli- 
ness of  his  shape,  or  goodness  of  his  understand- 
ing.    I  say,  the  goodness  of  his  understanding; 
for  it  is  no  less  common  to  see  men  of  sense  com- 
mence coxcombs,  than  beautiful  women  become 
immodest.    When  this  happens  in  either,  the  fa- 
vour we  are  naturally  inclined  to  give  to  the  good 
qualities  they  have  from  nature  should  abate  in 
proportion.     But  however  just  it  is  to  measure 
the  value  of  men  by  the  application  of  their  tal- 
ents, and  not  by  the  eminence  of  those  qualities 
abstracted  from  their  use:  I  say,  however  just 
such  a  way  of  judging  is,  in  all  ages  as  well  as 
this,  the  contrary  has  prevailed  upon  the  gene- 
rality of  mankind.  How  many  lewd  devices  nave 
been  preserved  from  one  age  to  another,  which 
had  perished  as  soon  as  they  were  made,  if  paint- 
ers and  sculptors  had  been  esteemed  as  much  for 
the  purpose  as  the  execution  of  their  designs? 
Moaest  and  well-governed  imaginations  have  by 
this  means  lost  the  representations  of  ten  thou- 
sand charming  portraitures,  filled  with  images  of 
innate  truth,  generous  zeal,  courageous  faith,  and 
tender  humanity;  instead  of  which,  satyrs,  iuries, 
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and  monsters,  are  recommended  by  those  arts  to 
a  shameful  eternity. 

The  unjust  application  of  laudable  talents  is 
tolerated  in  the  general  opinion  of  men,  not  only 
in  such  cases  as  are  here  mentioned,  but  also  in 
matters  which  concern  ordinary  life.  If  a  law- 
yer were  to  be  esteemed  only  as  he  uses  his  parts 
in  contending  for  justice,  and  were  immediately 
despicable  when  he  appeared  in  a  cause  which 
he  could  not  but  know  was  an  unjust  one,  how 
honourable  would  his  character  be?  And  how 
honourable  is  it  in  such  among  us,  who:  follow  the 
profession  no  otherwise  than  as  labouring  to  pro- 
tect the  injured,  to  subdue  the  oppressor,  to  im- 
prison the  careless  debtor,  and  do  right  to  the  pain- 
ful artificer?  But  many  of  this  excellent  charac- 
ter are  overlooked  by  the  greater  number,  who 
affect  covering  a  weak  place  ina  client's  title,  di- 
verting the  course  of  an  inquiry,  or  finding  a 
skilful  refuge  to  palliate  a  falsehood:  yet  it  is  still 
called  eloquence  in  the  latter,  though  thus  un- 
justly employed;  but  resolution  in  an  assassin  is, 
according  to  reason,  quite  as  laudable  as  know- 
ledge and  wisdom  exercised  in  the  defence  of  an 
ill  cause. 

Were  the  intention  steadfastly  considered,  as 
the  measure  of  approbation,  all  falsehood  would 
soon  be  out  of  countenance,  and  an  address  in 
imposing  upon  mankind,  would  be  as  contempt- 
ible in  one  state  of  life  as  another.  A  couple 
of  courtiers  making  professions  of  esteem,  would 
make  the  same  figure  after  breach  of  promise, 
as  two  knights  of  the  post  convicted  of  per- 
jury. But  conversation  is  fallen  $o  low.  in  point 
.of  morality,  that .  as  they  .say;  m^a  .bargain,  Let 
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the  buyer  look  to  it;  &o4n  friendship,  he  is  the 
man  in  danger  who  is  /most  apt  to  believe.  He  is 
the  more  likely  to  suffer  in  the  commerce,  who 
begins  with  the  obligation  of  beingitie  more  rea- 
dy to  enter  into  it. 

But  those  men  only  are  truly  great  who  place 
their  ambition  rather  in  acquiring  to  themselves 
the  conscience  of  worthy  enterprises,  than  in  the 
prospect  of  glory  which  attends  them.  These 
exalted  spirits  would  rather  be  secretly  the  au- 
thors of  events  which  are  serviceable  to  mankind, 
than,  without  being  such,  to  have  the  public  fame 
of  it.  Where  therefore  an  eminent  merit  is  robbed 
by  artifice  or  detraction,  it  does  but  increase  by 
such  endeavours  of  its  enemies:  the  impotent 
pains  which  are  taken  to  sully  it,  or  diffuse  it 
among  a  crowd  to  the  injury  of  a  single  person, 
will  naturally  produce  the  contrary  effect;  the 
fire  will  blaze  out,  and  burn  up  all  that  attempt 
to  smother  what  they  can  not  extinguish. 

There  is  but  one  thing  necessary  to  keep  the 
possession  of  true  glory,  which  is,  to  hear  the  op- 
posers  of  it  with  patience,  and  preserve  the  virtue 
r>y  which  it  was  acquired.  When  a  man  is  tho- 
roughly persuaded  that  he  ought  neither  to  ad- 
mire, wish  for,  or  pursue  any  thing  but  what  is 
exactly  his  duty,  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  seasons, 
persons,  or  accidents,  to  diminish  his  value.  He 
only  is  a  great  man  who  can  neglect  the  applause 
of  the  multitude,  and  enjoy  himself  independent 
of  its  favour.  This  is  indeed  an  arduous  task; 
but  it  should  comfort  a  glorious  spirit  that  it  is 
the  highest  step  to  which  human  nature  can  ar- 
rive. ^Triumph,  applause,  acclamation,  are  dear 
to  the  mind  of  man;  but  it  is  still  a  more  exqui- 
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site  delight  to  say  to  yourself,  you  have  done 
well,  than  to  hear  the  whole  human  race  pro- 
nounce you  glorious,  except  you  youself  can 
join  with  them  in  your  own  reflections.  A  mind 
thus  equal  and  uniform  may  be  deserted  by  little 
fashionable  admirers  and  followers,  but  will  ever 
be  had  in  reverence  by  souls  like  itself.  The 
branches  of  the  oak  endure  all  the  seasons  of  the 
year,  though  its  leaves  fall  off  in  autumn;  and  these 
too  will  be  restored  with  the  returning  spring. 

STEELE.  *      ■!  • 
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•Remove  f era  monslra,  tuseque 


Saxificos  vultus,  quaecunque  ea,  folk  Medusae.     Ovid. 

Remove  that  horrid  monster,  and  take  hence 
Medusa's  petrifying  countenance. 

In  a  late  paper  1  mentioned  the  project  of  an 
ingenious  author  for  the  erecting  ot  several  han- 
dicraft prizes,  to  be  contended  for  by  our  British 
artisans,  and  the  influence  they  might  have  to- 
wards the  improvement  of  our  several  manufac- 
tures. I  have  since  that  been  very  much  surprised 
by  the  following  advertisement,  which  1  nnd  in 
thePost-Boy  of  the  11th  instant,  and  again  repeat- 
ed in  the  Post-Boy  of  the  15th. 

"On  the  9th  of  October  next  will  be  run  for 
upon  Colesh ill-Heath  in  Warwickshire,  a  plate 
of  six  guineas  value,  three  heats,  by  any  horse, 
mare  or  gelding,  that  hath  not  won  above  the 
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value  of  £5 ,  the  winning  horse  to  be  sold  for 
dB10:  to  carry  10  stone  weight,  if  14  hands  high; 
if  above  or  under,  to  carry  or  be  allowed  weight 
for  inches;  and  to  be  entered  Friday  the  6th,  at 
the  Swan  in  Coleshill,  before  six  in  the  evening. 
Also  a  plate  of  less  value  to  be  run  for  by  asses. 
The  same  day  a  gold  ring  to  be  grinned  for  by 
men."* 

The  first  of  these  diversions  that  is  to  be  exhi- 
bited by  the  £10  race-horses,  may  probably  have 
its  use,  but  the  two  last,  in  which  the  asses  and 
men  are  concerned,  seem  to  me  altogether  extra- 
ordinary and  unaccountable.  Why  they  should 
keep  running  asses  at  Coleshill,  or  how  making 
mouths  turns  to  account  in  Warwickshire,  more 
than  in  any  other  parts  of  England,  1  can  not 
comprehend.  1  have  looked  over  all  the  Olym- 
pic games,  and  do  not  find  any  thing  in  them  like 
an  ass  race,  or  a  match  at  grinning.  However  it 
be,  I  am  informed  that  several  asses  are  now 
kept  in  body  clothes  and  sweated  every  morning 
upon  the  heath,  and  that  all  the  country  fellows 
within  ten  miles  of  the  Swan,  griir  an  hour  or 
two  in  their  glasses  every  morning,  in  order  to 
qualify  themselves  for  the  9th  of  October.  The 
prize  which  is  proposed  to  be  grinned  for,  has 
raised  such  an  ambition  among  the  common  peo- 
ple of  out-grinning  one  another,  that  many  very 
discerning  persons  are  afraid  it  should  spoil  most 
of  the  faces  in  the  county;  and  that  a  Warwick- 


•  This  is  the  first  of  the  papers  mentioned  as  an  infalli- 
ble cure  for  the  hypochondriac  melancholy,  the  others  arc 
No.  184,  191,  203,  209,  221,  233,  235  239  245.  247  and 
251.     See  Spect  No.  547. 
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shire  man  will  be  known  by  his  grin,  as  Roman 
catholics  imagine  a  Kentish  man  is  by  his  tail. 
The  gold  ring,  which  is  made  the  prize  of  defor- 
mity, is  just  the  reverse  of  the  golden  apple  that 
was  formerly  made  the  prize  of  beauty,  ana  should 
carry  for  its  posy  the  old  motto  inverted: 

Detur  tetriori. 

Or,  to  accommodate  it  to  the  capacity  of  the 


combatants, 


The  frightfull'st  grinner 
Be  the  winner.  s 


In  the  meanwhile  I  would  advise  a  Dutch  paint- 
er to  be  present  at  this  great  controversy  of  faces, 
in  order  to  make  a  collection  of  the  most  remark- 
able grins  that  shall  be  there  exhibited. 

1  must  not  here  omit  an  account  which  1  late- 
ly received  of  one  of  these  grinning  matches 
from  a  gentleman,  who,  upon  reading  the  above 
mentioned  advertisement,  entertained  a  coffee- 
house with  the  following  narrative.  Upon  the 
taking  of  Namure,*  amidst  other  public  rejoic- 
ings made  on  that  occasion,  there  was  a  gold  ring 
given  by  a  whig  justice  of  the  peace  to  be  grin- 
ned for.  The  first  competitor  that  entered  the 
lists  was  a  black  swarthy  Frenchman,  who  acci- 
dentally passed  that  way,  and  being  a  man  natur- 
ally of  a  withered  look  and  hard  features,  pro- 
mised himself  good  success.  He  was  placed  upon 

*  Namure  was  taken  from  the  French,  Sept,  1,  1695, 
by  king-  William,  in  the  sight  of  an  army  of  100,000  mei^ 
which  the  king*  of  France  had  sent  to  relieve  it. 
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a  table  in  the  great  point  of  view,  and  looking 
upon  the  company  like  Milton's  death, 

Grinn'd  horribly  a  ghastly  smile. 

His  muscles  were  so  drawn  together  on  each 
side  of  his  face,  that  he  showed  twenty  teeth  at 
a  grin,  and  put  the  country  in  some  pain,  lest  a 
foreigner  should  carry  away  the  honour  of  the 
day;  but  upon  a  further  trial  they  found  he  was 
master  only  of  the  merry  grin. 

The  next  that  mounted  the  table  was  a  male- 
content  in  those  days,  and  a  great  master  in  the 
whole  art  of  grinning,  but  particularly  excelled 
in  the  angry  grin.  He  did  his  part  so  well,  that 
he  is  said  to  have  made  half  a  dozen  women  mis- 
carry, but  the  justice  being  apprized  by  one  who 
stood  near  him,  that  the  fellow  who  grinned  in 
his  face  was  a  Jacobite,  and  being  unwilling  that 
a  disaffected  person  should  win  the  gold  ring, 
and  be  looked  upon  as  the  best  grinner  in  the 
country,  he  ordered  the  oaths  to  be  tendered  unto 
him  upon  his  quitting  the  table,  which  the  grin- 
ner refusing,  he  was  set  aside  as  an  unqualified 
Eerson.  There  were  several  other  grotesque 
gures  that  presented  themselves,  which  it  would 
be  too  tedious  to  describe.  1  must  not  however 
omit  a  ploughman,  who  lived  in  the  farther  part 
of  the  country,  and  being  very  lucky  in  a  pair 
of  long  lantern  jaws,  wrung  his  face  into  such 
an  hideous  grimace,  that  every  feature  of  it  ap- 
peared under  a  different  distortion.  The  whole 
company  stood  astonished  at  such  a  complicated 
grin,  and  were  ready  to  assign  the  prize  to  him, 
had  it  not  been  proved,  by  one  of  his  antagonists, 
Vol.  IV.— 5 
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that  he  had  practised  with  verjuice  for  some 
days  before,  and  had  a  crab  found  upon  him  at 
the  very  time  of  grinning:  upon  which  the  best 
judges  of  grinning  declared  it  as  their  opinion, 
that  he  was  not  to  be  looked  upon  as  a  fair  grin- 
ner,  and  therefore  ordered  him  to  be  set  aside  as 
a  cheat 

The  prize,  it  seems,  fell  at  length  upon  a  cob- 
bler, Giles  Gorgon  by  name,  who  produced  se- 
veral new  grins  of  his  own  invention,  having 
been  used  to  cut  faces  for  many  years  together 
over  his  last.  At  the  very  first  grin  he  cast  eve- 
ry human  feature  out  of  his  countenance,  at  the 
second  he  became  the  face  of  a  spout,  at  the  third 
a  baboon,  at  the  fourth  the  head  of  a  bass-viol, 
and  at  the  fifth  a  pair  of  nut-crackers.  The 
whole  assembly  wondered  at  his  accomplish- 
ments, and  bestowed  the  ring  on  him  unanimous- 
ly: but,  what  he  esteemed  more  than  all  the  rest, 
a  country  wench,  whom  he  had  wooed  in  vain 
for  above  five  years  before,  was  so  charmed  with 
his  grins,  and  the  applauses  which  he  received 
on  ail  sides,  that  she  married  him  the  week  fol- 
lowing, and  to  this  day  wears  the  prize  upon  her 
finger,  the  cobbler  having  made  use  of  it  as  his 
wedding-ring. 

This  paper  might  perhaps  seem  verv  imperti- 
nent, ii  it  grew  serious  in  the  conclusion.  1 
would  nevertheless  leave  it  to  the  consideration 
of  those  who  are  the  patrons  of  this  monstrous 
trial  of  skill,  whether  or  no  they  are  not  guilty, 
in  some  measure,  of  an  affront  to  their  species, 
in  treating  after  this  manner  the  human  face 
divine,  and  turning  that  part  of  us,  which  has 
so  great  an  image  impressed  upon  it,  into  the 
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image  of  a  monkey;  whether  the  raising  such 
silly  competitions  among  the  ignorant,  propos- 
ing prizes  for  such  useless  accomplishments,  fill-* 
ing  the  common  people's  heads  with  such  sense- 
less ambitions,  and  inspiring  them  with  such 
absurd  ideas  of  superiority  and  pre-eminence, 
has  not  in  it  something  immoral  as  well  as  ridi- 
culous.* 

ADDISON.  L. 
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JBaee  memini  el  vidum  frustra  contendere  Thyrsin.     Viro. 

These  rhymes  I  did  to  memory  commend, 

When  vanquish'd  Thyrsis  did  in  vain  contend.     Drtden. 

There  is  scarce  any  thing  more  common  than 
animosities  between  parties  that  can  not  subsist 
but  by  their  agreement:  this  was  well  represent- 
ed in  the  sedition  of  the  members  of  the  human 
body  in  the  old  Roman  fable.  It  is  often  the  case 
of  lesser  confederate  states  against  a  superior 
power,  which  are  hardly  held  together,  though 
their  unanimity  is  necessary  for  their  common 
safety:  and  this  is  always  the  case  of  the  landed 
and  trading  interest  of  Great  Britain;  the  trader 

*  The  foregoing  Paper  had  such  an  effect,  that  imme- 
diately on  publishing  it,  the  proposed  Grinning^match  was 
laid  aside. — With  such  respect  were  the  Spectator's  ad- 
monitions received  in  those  days  even  in  a  distant  country. 
An  attention  that  perhaps  would  not  have  been  paid  to 
them  now. 
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is  fed  by  the  product  of  the  land,  a»d  the  landed 
man  can  not  be  clothed  but  by  the  skill  of  the 
trader;  and  yet  those  interest/*  are  ever  jarring. 

We  had  last  winter  an  instance  of  this  at  our 
club,  in  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  and  Sir  Andrew 
Freeport,  between  whom  there  is  generally  a 
constant  though  friendly  opposition  of  opinions. 
It  happened  that  one  of  the  company,  in  an  his- 
torical discourse,  was  observing  that  Carthagi- 
nian faith  was  a  proverbial  phrase  to  intimate 
breach  of  leagues.  Sir  Roger  said  it  could  hard- 
ly be  otherwise;  that  the  Carthaginians  were  the 
greatest  traders  in  the  world;  and  as  gain  is  the 
chief  end  of  such  a  people,  they  never  pursue 
any  other:  the  means  to  it  are  never  regarded; 
they  will,  if  it  comes  easily,  get  money  honestly; 
but  if  not,  they  will  not  scruple  to  attain  it  by 
fraud  or  cozenage:  and  indeed,  what  is  the  whole 
business  of  the  trader's  account,  but  to  over- 
reach him  who  trusts  to  his  memory?  .  But  were 
that  not  so,  what  can  there  great  and  noble  be 
expected  from  him  whose  attention  is  for  ever 
fixed  upon  balancing  his  books,  and  watching 
over  his  expenses?  and  at  best,  let  frugality  and 
parsimony  be  the  virtues  of  the  merchant,  how 
much  is  his  punctual  dealing  below  a  gentle- 
man's charity  to  the  poor,  or  hospitality  among 
his  neighbours? 

Captain  Sentry  observed  Sir  Andrew  very  di- 
ligent in  hearing  Sir  Roger,  and  had  a  mind  to 
turn  the  discourse,  by  taking  notice  in  general, 
from  the  highest  to  the  lowest  parts  of  human 
society,  there  was  a  secret,  though  unjust  way 
among  men,  indulging  the  seeds  of  ill-nature 
and  envy,  by  comparing  their  own  state  of  life  to 


No.    174.  THE  SPECTATOR.  69 

that  of  another,  and  grudging  the  approach  of 
their  neighbour  to  their  own  happiness;  and  on 
the  other  side,  he  who  is  the  less  at  his  ease,  re- 
pines at  the  other,  who,  he  thinks,  has  unjustly 
the  advantage  over  him.  Thus  the  civil  and  mili- 
tary lists  look  upon  each  other  with  much  ill-na- 
ture; the  soldier  repines  at  the  courtier's  power, 
and  the  courtier  rallies  the  soldier's  honour;  or 
to  come  to  lower  instances,  the  private  men  of 
the  horse  and  foot  of  an  army,  the  carmen  and 
coachmen  in  the  city  streets,  mutually  look  upon 
each  other  with  ill-will,  when  they  are  in  com- 
petition for  quarters  or  the  way,  in  their  respec- 
tive motions. 

It  is  very  well,  good  captain,  interrupted  Sir 
Andrew,  you  may  attempt  to  turn  the  discourse 
if  you  think  fit;  but  I  must  however  have  a  word 
or  two  with  Sir  Roger,  who,  I  see,  thinks  he  has 
paid  me  off,  and  been  very  severe  upon  the  mer- 
chant. I  shall  not,  continued  he,  at  this  time,  re- 
mind Sir  Roger  of  the  great  and  noble  monu- 
ments of  charity  and  public  spirit,  which  have 
been  erected  by  merchants  since  the  Reforma- 
tion, but  at  present  content  myself  with  what  he 
allows  us,  parsimony  and  frugality.  If  it  were 
consistent  with  the  quality  of  so  ancient  a  baro- 
net as  Sir  Roger,  to  keep  an  account,  or  measure 
things  by  the  most  infallible  way,  that  of  num- 
bers, he  would  prefer  our  parsimony  to  his  hos- 
pitality. If  to  arink  so  many  hogsheads  is  to  be 
nospitable,  we  do  not  contend  for  the  fame  of 
that  virtue;  but  it  would  be  worth  while  to  con- 
sider, whether  so  many  artificers  at  work  ten 
days  together  by  my  appointment,  or  so  many 
peasants  made  merry  on  Sir  Roger's  charge,  are 
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the  men  more  obliged?  I  believe  the  families  of 
the  artificers  will  thank  me  more  than  the  house- 
hold of  the  peasants  shall  Sir  Roger*  Sir  Roger 
gives  to  his  men,  but  1  place  mine  above  the  ne- 
cessity or  obligation  of  my  bounty.  1  am  in  very 
little  pain  for  the  Roman  proven)  upon  the  Car- 
thaginian traders;  the  Romans  were  their  pro- 
fessed enemies;  I  am  only  sorry  no  Carthaginian 
histories  have  come  to  our  hands;  we  might  have 
been  taught  perhaps  by  them,  some  proverbs 
against  the  Roman  generosity,  in  fighting  for 
and  bestowing  other  people's  goods.  But  since 
Sir  Roger  has  taken  occasion  from  an  old  proverb 
to  be  out  of  humour  with  merchants,  it  should  be 
no  offence  to  offer  one  not  quite  so  old  in  their 
defence.  When  a  man  happens  to  break  in  Hol- 
land, they  say  of  him,  that  he  has  not  kept  true 
accounts.  This  phrase,  perhaps,  among  us,  would 
appear  a  soft  or  humorous  way  of  speaking,  but 
with  that  exact  nation  it  bears  the  highest  re- 
proach; for  a  man  to  be  mistaken  in  the  calcula- 
tion of  his  expense,  in  his  ability  to  answer  future 
demands,  or  to  be  impertinently  sanguine  in  put- 
ting his  creditor  to  too  great  adventure,  are  all 
instances  of  as  much  infamy,  as  with  gayer  na- 
tions to  be  failing  in  courage  or  common  honesty. 
Numbers  are  so  much  the  measure  of  every 
thing  that  is  .valuable,  that  it  is  not  possible  to 
demonstrate  the  success  of  any  action,  or  the 
prudence  of  any  undertaking  without  them.  I 
say  this  in  answer  to  what  Sir  Roger  is  pleased 
to  say,  that  little  that  is  truly  noble  can  be  ex- 
pected from  one  who  is  ever  poring  on  his  cash- 
book  or  balancing  his  accounts.  When  I  have 
my  returns  from  abroad,  I  can  tell  to  a  shilling 
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by,  the  help  of  numbers,  the  profit  or  loss  by  my 
adventure;  but  I  ought  also  to  be  able  to  show 
that  1  had  reason  for  making  it,  either  from  my 
own  experience,  or  that  of  other  people,  or  from 
a  reasonable  presumption  that  my  returns  will  be 
sufficient  to  answer  my  expense  and  hazard;  and 
this  is  never  to  be  done  without  the  skill  of  num- 
bers. For  instance,  if  1  am  to  trade  to  Turkey, 
1  ought  beforehand  to  know  the  demand  of  our 
manufactures  there,  as  well  as  of  their  silks  in 
England,  and  the  customary  prices  that  are  given 
for  both  in  each  country.  1  ought  to  have  a  clear 
knowledge  of  these  matters  beforehand,  that  1 
may  presume  upon  sufficient  returns  to  answer 
the  charge  of  the  cargo  1  have  fitted  out,  the 
freight  and  assurance  out  and  home,  the  customs 
to  the  c^ueen,  and  the  interest  of  my  own  money; 
and  besides  all  these  expenses  a  reasonable  profit 
to  myself.  Now  what  is  there  of  scandal  in  this 
skill?  What  has  the  merchant  done  that  he  should 
be  so  little  in  the  good  graces  of  Sir  Roger?  He 
throws  down  no  man's  in  closures,  and  tramples 
upon  no  man's  corn;  he  takes  nothing  from  the 
industrious  labourer;  he  pays  the  poor  man  for 
his  work;  he  communicates  his  profit  with  man- 
kind; by  the  preparation  of  his  cargo,  and  the 
manufacture  of  his  returns,  he  furnishes  employ- 
ment and  subsistence  to  greater  numbers  than 
the  richest  nobleman;  and  even  the  nobleman  is 
obliged  to  him  for  finding  out  foreign  markets 
for  the  produce  of  his  estate,  and  for  making  a 
great  aadition  to  his  rents:  and  yet  it  is  certain 
that  none  of  all  these  things  could  be  done  by 
him  without  the  exercise  of  his  skill  in  numbers. 
This  is  the  economy  of  the  merchant;  and  the 
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conduct  of  the  gentleman  must  be  the  same,  un- 
less by  scorning  to  be  the  steward,  he  resolves 
the  steward  shall  be  the  gentleman.  The  gentle- 
man, no  more  than  the  merchant,  is  able,  without 
the  help  of  numbers,  to  account  for  the  success 
of  any  action,  or  the  prudence  of  any  adventure. 
If,  for  instance,  the  chase  is  his  whole  adventure, 
his  only  returns  must  be  the  stag's  horns  in  the 
great  nail,  and  the  fox's  nose  upon  the  stable 
door.  Without  doubt  Sir  Roger  knows  the  full 
value  of  these  returns:  and  if  oeforehand  he  had 

0 

computed  the  charges  of  the  chase,  a  gentleman 
of  his  discretion  would  certainly  have  hanged  up 
all  his  dogs;  he  would  never  have  brought  back 
so  many  fine  horses  to  the  kennel,  he  would  ne- 
ver have  gone  so  often,  like  a  blast,  over  fields  of 
corn.  If  such,  too,  had  been  the  conduct  of  all 
his  ancestors,  he  might  truly  have  boasted  at  this 
day  that  the  antiquity  of  his  family  had  never 
been  sullied  by  a  trade;  a  merchant  had  never 
been  permitted  with  his  whole  estate  to  purchase 
a  room  for  his  picture  in  the  gallery  of  the  Co- 
verleys,  or  to  claim  his  descent  from  the  maid  of 
honour.  But  it  is  very  happy  for  Sir  Roger  that 
the  merchant  paid  so  dear  for  his  ambition. 

It  is  the  misfortune  of  many  other  gentlemen, 
to  turn  out  of  the  seats  of  their  ancestors,  to  make 
way  for  such  new  masters  as  have  been  more  ex- 
act in  their  accounts  than  themselves;  and  cer- 
tainly he  deserves  the  estate  a  great  deal  better, 
whtrhas  got  it  by  his  industry,  than  he  who  has 
lost  ft  by  his  negligence. 

STEELE.  T. 
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hvximut  A  terfis  ignis  defenditur  segrt,  Ovid, 

o  save  your  house  from  neighb'ring  fire  is  hard.      Tatx. 

1  shall  this  day  entertain  my  readers  with  two 
r  three  letters  I  have  received  from  my  corres- 
ondents.  The  first  discovers  to  me  a  species  of 
jmales  which  have  hitherto  escaped  my  notice, 
ad  is  as  follows: 

MR.  SPECTATOR, 

€  1  am  a  young  gentleman  of  a  competent  for- 
me and  a  sufficient  taste  of  learning  to  spend 
ve  or  six  hours  every  day  very  agreeably  among 
ly  books.  That  I  might  have  nothing  to  divert 
le  from  my  studies,  and  to  avoid  the  noises  of 
caches  and  chairmen,  1  have  taken  lodgings  in 
very  narrow  street  not  far  from  Whitehall;  but 

is  my  misfortune  to  be  so  posted,  that  my  lodg- 
lgs  are  directly  opposite  to  those  of  a  Jezebel, 
'ou  are  to  know,  sir,  that  a  Jezebel  (so  called  by 
le  neighbourhood  from  displaying  her  perni- 
lous  charms  at  her  window)  appears  constantly 
ressed  at  her  sash,  and  has  a  thousand  little 
•icks  and  fooleries  to  attract  the  eyes  of  all  the 
lie  young  fellows  in  the  neighbourhood.  I  have 
jen  more  than  six  persons  at  once  from  their 
jveral  windows  observing  the  Jezebel  I  am  now 
?m plaining  of.     1  at  first  looked  on  her  myself 

ith  the  highest  contempt,  could  divert  myself 
rith  her  airs  for  half  an  hour,  and  afterwards 
ike  up  my  Plutarch,  with  great  tranquillity  of 
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mind;  but  was  a  little  vexed  to  find,  that  in  less 
than  a  month  she  had  considerably  stolen  upon 
my  time,  so  that  I  resolved  to  look  at  her  no 
more.  But  the  Jezebel,  who,  as  I  suppose,  might 
think  it  a  diminution  to  her  honour,  to  have  the 
number  of  her  gazers  lessened,  resolved  not  to 
part  with  me  so;  and  began  to  play  so  manv  new 
tricks  at  her  window,  that  it  was  impossible  for 
me  to  forbear  observing  her.  I  verily  believe  she 
put  herself  to  the  expense  of  a  new  wax-baby  on 
purpose  to  plague  me;  she  used  to  dandle  and 
play  with  this  figure  as  impertinently  as  if  it  had 
been  a  real  child:  sometimes  she  would  let  fall  a 
glove  or  a  pin-cushion  into  the  street,  and  shut 
or  open  her  casement,  three  or  four  times  in  a 
minute.  When  I  had  almost  weaned  myselffrom 
this;  she  came  in  her  shift  sleeves,  and  dressed  at 
the  window.  1  had  no  way  leftbut  to  let  down 
my  curtains,  which  I  submitted  to,  though  it 
considerably  darkened  my  room,  and  was  pleased 
to  think  that  I  had  at  last  got  the  better  of  her; 
but  was  surprised  the  next  morning  to  hear  her 
talking  out  of  her  window  quite  across  the  street 
with  another  woman  that  lodges  over  me:  I  am 
since  informed  that  she  made  her  a  visit,  an/1  got 
acquainted  with  her  within  three  hours  after  the 
fall  of  my  window-curtains. 

6  Sir,  I  am  plagued  every  moment  in  the  day, 
one  way  or  other,  in  my  own  chambers;  and  tne 
Jezebel  has  the  satisfaction  to  know,  that  though 
1  am  not  looking  at  her,  1  am  listening  to  her  im- 
pertinent dialogues  that  pass  over  my  head.  1 
would  immediately  change  my  lodgings,  but that 
1  think  it  might  look  like  a  plain  confession  that 
*I  aft  conquered;  and  besides  this,  I  am  told  that 
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most  quarters  of  the  town  are  infested  witfe  these 
creatures.  If  they  are  so,  1  am  sure  it  is  such,  an 
abuse  as  a  lover  of  learning  and  silence  ought  to 
take  notice  of. 

<  I  am,  Sir,  yours,  &c.' 

I  am  afraid,  by  some  lines  in  this  letter,  that 
my  young  student  is  touched  with  a  distemper 
which  he  hardly  seems  to  dream  of,  and  is  too 
far  gone  in  it  to  receive  advice.  However,  I 
shall  animadvert  in  due  time  on  the  abuse  which 
he  mentions,  having  myself  observed  a  nest  of 
Jezebels  near  the  Temple,  who  make  it  their  di- 
version to  draw  up  the  eyes  of  young  Templars, 
that  at  the  same  time  they,  may  see  them  stumble 
in  an  unlucky  gutter  which  runs  under  the  win- 
dow. 

*MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  1  have  lately  read  the  conclusion  of  your  for- 
ty-seventh speculation  upon  butts  with  great 
pleasure,  and  have  ever  since  been  thoroughly 
persuaded  that  one  of  those  gentlemen  is  extreme- 
ly necessary  to  enliven  conversation.  I  had  an, 
entertainment  last  week  upon  the  water  for.  a 
lady  to  whom  I  make  my  acfdresses,  with  several 
of  our  friends  of  both  sexes.  To  divert  the  com- 
pany in  general,  and  to  show  my  mistress,  in 
particular,  my  genius  for  raillery,  I  took  one  of 
the  most  celebrated  butts  in  town  along  with  me. 
It  is  with  the  utmost  shame  and  confusion  that  I 
must  acquaint  you  with  the  sequel  of  my  adven- 
ture; As  soon  as  we  were-  got  into  the  boat,  I 
played  a  sentence  or  two  at  my  butt,  which  I 
thought  very  smart;  when  my  ill  genius,  who  I 
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verily  believe  inspired  him  purely  for  my  de- 
struction, suggested  to  him  such  a  reply  as  got 
all  the  laughter  on  his  side.  I  was  dashed  at  so 
unexpected  a  turn;  which  the  butt  perceiving,  re- 
solved not  to  let  me  recover  myself,  and  pursu- 
ing his  victory,  rallied  and  tossed  me  in  a  most 
unmerciful  and  barbarous  manner  till  we  came 
to  Chelsea.  I  had  some  small  success  while  we 
were  eating  cheese-cakes;  but  coming  home,  he 
renewed  his  attacks  with  his  former  good  fortune 
and  equal  diversion  to  the  whole  company.  In 
short,  sir,  I  must  ingenuously  own,  that  1  was 
never  so  handled  in  all  my  life;  and,  to  complete 
my  misfortune,  I  am  since  told  that  the  butt,  flush- 
ed with  his  late  victory,  has  made  a  visit  or  two 
to  the  dear  object  of  my  wishes;  so  that  I  am  at 
once  in  danger  of  losing  all  my  pretensions  to 
wit,  and  my  mistress  into  the  bargain.  This,  sir, 
is  a  true  account  of  my  present  troubles,  which 
you  are  the  more  obliged  to  assist  me  in,  as  you 
were  yourself  in  a  great  measure  the  cause  of 
them,  by  recommending  to  us  an  instrument,  and 
not  instructing  us  at  the  same  time  how  to  play 
upon  it 

'  1  have  been  thinking  whether  it  might  not  be 
highly  convenient  that  all  butts  shoula  wear  an 
inscription  affixed  to  some  part  of  their  bodies, 
showing  on  which  side  they  are  to  be  come  at; 
and  that  if  any  of  them  are  persons  of  unequal 
tempers,  there  should  be  some  method  taken  to 
inform  the  world  at  what  time  it  is  safe  to  attack 
them,  and  when  you  had  best  to  let  them  alone 
But  submitting  these  matters  to  yoar  more  seri- 
ous consideration, 

i  1  am,  Sir,  yours,  &c9 
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1  have,  indeed,  seen  and  heard  of  several  young 
gentlemen  under  the  same  misfortune  with  my 

E resent  correspondent.  The  best  rule  I  can  lay 
own  fop  them  to  avoid  the  like  calamities  for 
the  future,  is  thoroughly  to  consider  not  only 
whether  their  companions  are  weak,  but  whe- 
ther themselves  are  wits. 

The  following  letter  comes  to  me  from  Exeter, 
and  being  credibly  informed  that  what  it  contains 
is  matter  of  fact,  I  shall  give  it  my  reader  as  it 
was  sent  me. 

'mr.  spectator,  Exeter^  Sept  7> 

4  You  were  pleased  in,  a  late  speculation,  (No. 
119)  to  take  notice  of  the  inconvenience  we  lie 
under  in  the  country  in  not  being  able  to  keep 

£tce  with  the  fashion;  but  there  is  another  mis- 
rtune  which  we  are  subject  to,  and  is  no  less 
gFievous  than  the  former,  which  has  hitherto  es- 
caped your  observation.  1  mean,  the  having 
things  palmed  upon  us  for  London  fashions, 
which  were  never  once  heard  of  there. 

•<  A  lady  of  this  place  had  some  time  since  a 
box  of  the  newest  ribands  sent  down  by  the 
coach:  whether  it  was  her  own  malicious  inven- 
tion, or  the  wantonness  of  a  London  milliner,  1 
am  not  able  to  inform  you :  but  among  the  rest 
there  was  one  cherry-coloured  fiband,  consisting 
of  about  half  a  dozen  yards,  made  up  in  the  fig- 
ure of  a  small  head-dress.  The  aforesaid  lady 
had  the  assurance  to  affirm,  amidst  a  circle  of 
female  inquisitors,  who  were  present  at  the  open- 
ing of  the  box,  that  this  was  the  newest  fashion 
worn  at  court.  Accordingly  the  next  Sunday 
we  had  several  females  who  came  to  church  with 
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their  heads  dressed  wholly  in  ribands,,  and  look- 
ed like  so  man)'  victims  ready  to  be  sacrificed. 
This  is  still  a  reigning  mode  among  us.  At  the 
same  time  we  have  a  set  of  gentlemen  who  take 
the  liberty  to  appear  in  all  public  places  without 
any  buttons  to  their  coats,  which  they  supply 
with  several  little  silver  hasps,  though  our  fresh- 
est advices  from  London  make  no  mention  of 
any  such  fashion;  and  we  are  something  shy  of 
affording  matter  to  the  button-makers*  for  a  se- 
cond petition. 

'  What  1  would  humbly  propose  to  the  public 
is,  that  there  may  be  a  society  erected  in  Lon- 
don to  consist  of  the  most  skilful  persons  of  both 
sexes,  for  the  inspection  of  modes  and  fashions; 
and  that  hereafter  no  person  or  persons  shall  pre- 
sume to  appear  singularly  habited  in  any  part  of 
the  country,  without  a  testimonial  from  the  afore- 
said society,  that  their  dress  is  answerable  to  the 
mode  at  London.  By  this  means,  sir,  we  shall 
know  a  little  whereabout  we  are. 

'  If  you  could  bring  this  matter  to  bear,  you 
would  very  much  oblige  great  numbers  of  your 
country  friends,  and  among  the  rest 

'  Your  very  humble  servant, 

<  JACK  MODISH.' 
BUDGELL.  X. 


*  In  the  year  1709  the  button-makers  presented  a  peti- 
tion to  parliament,  the  nature  and  contents  of  which  may 
be  learned  from  an  act  passed  in  consequence  of  it;  the 
preamble  of  which  sets  forth,  that  "  Whereas  the  mainte- 
nance and  subsistence  of  many  thousands  of  men,  women 
and  children,  within  this  kingdom  of  Great  Britain,  depends 
upon  making  of  silk,  mohair,  gimp  and  thread  buttons  and 
button-holes  with  the  needle,  &c. — And  a  late  and  unfore- 
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Parouldy  pumilio,  xaflrm  t****  t°ta  m&wm  *<*!•   Lucb. 
A  little,  pretty,  witty,  charming'  she! 

There  are,  in  the  following  letter,  matters 
which  I,  a  bachelor,  can  not  be  supposed  to  be 
acquainted  with ;  therefore  shall  not  pretend  to 
explain  upon  it  till  farther  consideration,  but 
leave  the  author  of  the  epistle  to  express  his  con- 
dition in  his  own  way. 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  I  do  not  deny  but  you  appear,  in  many  of 
your  papers,  to  understand  human  life  pretty 
well;  but  there  are  very  many  things  which  you 
can  not  possibly  have  a  true  notion  of  in  a  single 
life;  these  are  such  as  respect  the  married  state; 
otherwise  I  can  not  account  for  your  having 
overlooked  a  very  good  sort  of  people,  which  are 
commonly  called,  in  scorn,  the  hen-peckt.  You 
are  to  understand  that  1  am  one  of  those  inno- 
cent mortals  who  suffer  derision  under  that  word, 
for  being  governed  by  the  best  of  wives.  It 
would  be  worth  your  consideration  to  enter  into 
the  nature  of  affection  itself,  and  tell  us,  accord- 
ing to  your  philosophy,  why  it  is  that  our  dears 
should  do  what  they  will  with  us;"  shall  be  fro- 
ward,  ill-natured,  assuming,  sometimes  whine, 

seen  practice  of  making"  and  binding  button-holes  with 
cloth,  serge,  &c.  to  the  utter  ruin  of  numerous  families, 
&c."  See  the  statutes  passed  in  the  8th  year  of  Queen 
Anne,  1709. 
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at  others  rail,  then  swoon  away,  then  come  to 
life*  have  the  use  of  speech  to  the  greatest  fluen- 
cy imaginable,  and  then  sink  away  again,  and  all 
because  they  fear  we  do  not  love  them  enough; 
that  is,  the  poor  things  love  us  so  heartilv,  that 
they  can  not  think  it  possible  we  should-  be  able 
to  love  them  in  so  great  a  degree,  which  makes 
them  take  on  so.  1  say,  sir,  a  true  good  natural 
man,  whom  rakes  and  libertines  call  hen-peck^ 
shall  fall  into  all  these  different-  moods^  with  hfci 
dear  life,  and  at  the  same  time  see  they  are  whol* 
ly  put  on;  and  yet  not  be  hard-hearted1  enough 
to  tell  the  dear  good  creature  that  she  is  an  hy- 
pocrite. 

'  This  sort  of  good  men  is  very  frequent  in  the 
populous  and  wealthy  city  of  London,  and  is  the 
true  hen-peckt  man.  The  kind  creature  can  not 
break  through  his  kindnesses  so  far  as  to  come  to 
an  explanation  with  the  tender  soul,  and  therefore 
goes  on  to  comfort  her  when  nothing  ails  her,  to 
appease  her  when  she  is  not  angry,  and  to  give 
her  his  cash  when  he  knows  she  does  not  want  it, 
rather  than  be  uneasy  for  a  whole  month ;  which 
is  computed,  by  hard-hearted  men,  the  space  of 
time  which  a  froward  woman  takes  to  come  to 
herself,  if  you  have  courage  to  stand  out. 

'  There  are  indeed  several  other  species  of  the 
hen-peckt,  and  in  my  opinion  they  are  certainly 
the  best  subjects  the  queen  has;  and  for  that  rea- 
son 1  take  it  to  be  your  duty  to  keep  us  above 
contempt. 

i  1  do  not  know  whether  I  make  myself  under- 
stood in  the  representation  of  a  hen-peckt  life,  but 
I  shall  take  leave  to  give  you  an  account  of  my- 
self and  my  own  spouse.     You  are  to  know  that 
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I  am  reckoned  no  fool,  have  on  several  occasions 
been  tried  whether  I  will  take  ill  usage,  and  the 
event  has  been  to  my  advantage:  and  yet  there  is 
not  such  a  slave  in  Turkey  as  1  am  to  my  dear. 
She  has  a  good  share  of  wit,  and  is  what  you  call 
a  very  pretty  agreeable  woman.  I  perfectly  doat 
on  her,  and  my  affection  to  her  gives  me  all  the 
anxieties  imaginable  but  that  of  jealousy.  My 
being  thus  confident  of  her,  I  take,  as  much  as  1 
can  judge  of  my  heart,  to  be  the  reason,  what- 
ever she  does,  though  it  be  never  so  much 
against  my  inclination,  there  is  still  left  some- 
thing in  her  manner  that  is  amiable.  She  will 
sometimes  look  at  me  with  an  assumed  grandeur, 
and  pretend  to  resent  that  I  have  not  had  respect 
enough  for  her  opinion  in  such  an  instance  in 
company.  1  can  not  but  smile  at  the  pretty  an- 
ger she  is  in,  and  ,then  she  pretends  she  is  used 
Eke  a  child.  In  a  word,  our  great  debate  is, 
which  has  the  superiority  in  point  of  understand- 
ing. She  is  eternally  forming  an  argument  of  de- 
bate; to  which  I  very  indolently  answer,  "  Thou 
art  mighty  pretty."  To  this  she  answers,  "  All 
the  world  but  you  think  I  have  as  much  sense  as 
yourself. "  1  repeat  to  her,  "Indeed,  you  are 
pretty."  Upon  this  there  is  no  patience;  she 
will  throw  down  any  thing  about  her,  stamp,  and 

Full  off  her  head-clothes.  "  Fy,  my  dear,"  says 
;  "  how  can  a  woman  of  your  sense  fall  into  such 
an  intemperate  rage?"  This  is  an  argument  which 
never  fails.  "  Indeed,  my  dear,"  says  she, "  you 
make  me  mad  sometimes,  so  you  do,  with  the 
silly  way  you  have  of  treating  me  like  a  pretty 
idiot."  Well,  what  have  1  got  Dy  putting  her  in- 
to good  humour?  Nothing,  but  that  1  must  con 
Vol.  IV.— 6 
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vince  her  of  my  good  opinion  by  my  practice; 
and  then  1  am  to  give  her  possession  of  my  little 
ready  money,  ana,  for  a  day  and*  a  half  follow* 
ing,  dislike  all  she  dislikes,  and: extol  every  thing 
she  approves.  I  am  so  exquisitely  fond  of  this 
darling,  that  1  seldom  see  any  of  my  friends;  am; 
uneasy  in  all  companies  till  I  see  her  again;  and 
when  1  come  home,  she  is  in  the  dumps,  because, 
she  says,  she  is  sure  I  came  so  soon  only  because 
I  think  her  handsome.  I  dare  not  upon  this  oc- 
casion laugh;  but  though  lam  one  of  tne  warmest: 
churchmen  in  the  kingdom,  1  am  forced  to  rail 
at  the  times,  because  she  is  a  violent  whig.  Upon 
this  we  talk  politics  so  long,  that  she  is  convinc- 
ed 1  kiss  her  for  her  wisdom.  It  is  a  common 
practice  with  me  to  ask  her  some  questions  con- 
cerning the  constitution,  which  she  answers  me  in 
general  out  of  Harrington's  Oceana:*  then  I  com- 
mend her  strange  memory ;  and  her  arm  is  im- 
mediately locked  in  mine.  While  1  keep  her 
i-n  this  temper  she  plays  before  me,  sometimes 
dancing  in  the  midst  of  the  room,  sometimes 
striking  an  air  at  her  spinet,  varying  her  posture 
and  her  charms  in  such  a  manner  that  1  am  in  a 
continual  pleasure:  she  will  play  the  fool,  if  I  al- 
low her  to  be  wise;  but  if  she  suspects  I  like  her 
for  trifling,  she  immediately  grows  grave; 

< These  are  the  toils  in  which  1  am  taken,  and 
I  carry  off  my  servitude  as  well  as  most  menj 
but  my  application  to  you  is  in  behalf  of  the  hen- 

*  "  The  Commonwealth  of  Oceana,"  first  published  in 
1656,  fo.1. A  famous  political  romance,  wherein  the  au- 
thor exhibits  a  complete  model  of  republican  government 
and  opposes  it  to  every  other  form  of  civil  policy. 
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peckt  in  general,  and  I  desire  a  dissertation  from 
you  in  defence  of  us.  You  have,  as  I  am  inform- 
ed, very  good  authorities  in  our  favour,  and  hope 
you  will  not  omit  the  mention  of  the  renowned 
Socrates  and  his  philosophic  resignation  to  his 
wife  Xantippe.  Tnis  would  be  a  very  good  office 
to  the  world  in  general;  for  the  hen-peckt  are 
powerful  in  their  quality  and  numbers,  not  only 
in  cities  but  in  courts:  in  the  latter,  they  are  ever 
the  most  obsequious,  in  the  former  the  most 
wealthy  of  all  men.  When  you  have  considered 
wedlock  thoroughly,  you  ought  to  enter  into  the 
suburbs  of  matnmony,  and  give  us  an  account  of 
the  thraldom  of  kind  keepers  and  irresolute 
lovers;  the  keepers  who  can  not  quit  their  fair 
ones  though  they  see  their  approaching  ruin;  the 
lovers  who  dare  not  marry,  though  they  know 
they  never  shall  be  happy  without  the  mistress 
whom  they  can  not  purchase  on  other  terms. 

*  What  will  be  a  great  embellishment  to  your 
discourse  will  be  that  you  may  find  instances  of 
the  haughty,  the  proud,  the  frolic,  the  stubborn, 
who  are  each  of  tnem  in  secret,  downright  slaves 
to  their  wives  or  mistresses.  1  must  beg  of  you, 
in  the  last  place,  to  dwell  upon  this,  that  the  wise 
and  valiant  in  all  ages  have  been  hen-peckt;  and 
that  the  sturdy  tempers,  who  are  not  slaves  to 
affection,  owe  that  exemption  to  their  being  en- 
thralled by  ambition,  avarice,  or  some  meaner 
Eassion.  T  have  ten  thousand  things  more  to  say, 
ut  my  wife  sees  me  writing,  and  will,  accord- 
ing to  custom,  be  consulted,  if  I  do  not  seal  this 
immediately.        Yours, 

*  NATHANIEL  HENfcOOST.' 
STEELE.  T. 
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■Quis  enim  bonus,  outface  dlgnus 


Arcana,  quale m  Cereris  vutt  esse  sacerdos, 

Ulia  aliena  sibi  credat  mala? Juv.  Sat. 

Wfyo  can  all  sense  of  others'  ills  escape, 

Is  but  a  brute,  at  best,  in  human  shape.     Tate. 

In  one  of  my  last  week's  papers,  (No.  169)  I 
treated  of  good-nature  as  it  is  the  effect  of  con- 
stitution: I  shall  now  speak  of  it  as  a  moral  vir- 
tue. The  first  may  make  a  man  easy  in  himseli 
and  agreeable  to  others,  but  implies  no  merit  in 
him  that  is  possessed  of  it  A  man  is  no  more 
to  be  praised  on  this  account  than  because  he  has 
a  regular  pulse  or  a  good  digestion.  This  good 
nature  however  in  the  constitution,  which  Mr. 
Dryden  somewhere  calls  a  milkiness  of  blood,  is 
an  admirable  ground-work  for  the  other.  In 
order,  therefore,  to  try  our  good  nature,  whether 
it  arises  from  the  body  or  the  mind,  whether  it 
be  founded  in  the  animal  or  rational  part  of  our 
nature;  in  a  word,  whether  it  be  such  as  is  enti- 
tled to  any  other  reward  besides  that  secret  sat- 
isfaction and  contentment  of  mind  which  is  es- 
sential to  it,  and  the  kind  reception  it  procures 
us  in  the  world — we  must  examine  it  by  the  fol- 
lowing rules: — 

First,  whether  it  acts  with  steadiness  and  uni- 
formity in  sickness  and  in  health,  in  prosperity 
and  in  adversity,  if  otherwise,  it  is  to  be  lookeH 
upon  as  nothing  else  but  an  irradiation  of  the 
mind  from  some  new  supply  of  spirits,  or  a  more 
kindly  circulation  of  the  blood.  Sir  Francis 
Bacon  mentions  a  cunning  solicitor  who  would 
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never  ask  a  favour  of  a  great  man  before  dinner; 
but  took  care  to  prefer  his  petition  at  a  time  when 
the  party  petitioned  had  his  mind  free  from  care, 
and  nis  appetites  in  good  humour.  Such  a  tran- 
sient temporary  good -nature  as  this,  is  not  that 
philanthropy,  that  love  of  mankind,  which  de- 
serves the  title  of  a  moral  virtue. 

The  next  way  of  a  man's  bringing  his  good- 
nature to  the  test  is,  to  consider  whether  it  ope- 
rates according  to  the  rules  of  reason  and  duty: 
for  if,  notwithstanding  its  general  benevolence  to 
mankind,  it  makes  no  distinction  between  its  ob- 
jects, if  it  exerts  itself  promiscuously  towards  the 
deserving  and  undeserving,  if  it  relieves  alike  the 
idle  and  the  indigent,  if  it  gives  itself  up  to  the 
first  petitioner,  and  lights  upon  any  one  rather 
by  accident  than  choice, — it  may  pass  for  an  amia- 
ble instinct,  but,must  not  assume  the  name  of  a 
moral  virtue. 

The  third  trial  of  good-nature  will  be  the  ex- 
amining ourselves,  whether  or  no  we  are  able  to 
exert  it  to  our  own  disadvantage,  and  employ  it 
on  proper  objects,  notwithstanding  any  little  pain, 
want,  or  inconvenience  which  may  arise  to  our- 
selves from  it;  in  a  word,  whether  we  are  willing 
to  risk  any  part  of  our  fortune  or  reputation, 
our  health  or  ease,  for  the  benefit  of  mankind. 
Among  all  these  expressions  of  good-nature,  1 
shall  single  out  that  which  goes  under  the  gene- 
ral name  of  charity,  as  it  consists  in  relieving  the 
indigent;  that  being  a  trial  of  this  kind  which  of- 
fers itself  to  us  almost  at  all  times  and  in  every 
place. 

1  should  propose  it  as  a  rule  to  every  one  who 
is  provided  with  any  competency   of  fortune 


86  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  177. 

more  than  sufficient  for  the  necessaries  of  life,  to 
lay  aside  a  certain  proportion  of  his  income  for 
the  use  of  the  poor.  This  I  would  look  upon  as 
an  offering  to  Him  who  has  a  right  to  the  whole, 
for  the  use  of  those  whom,  in  the  passage  here- 
after mentioned,  he  has  described  as  his  own 
representatives  upon  earth.  At  the  same  time 
we  should  manage  our  charity  with  such  pru- 
dence and  caution,  that  we  may  not  hurt  our  own 
friends  or  relations,  whilst  we  are  doing  good  to 
those  who  are  strangers  to  us. 

This  may  possibly  be  explained  better  by  an 
example  than  by  a  rule. 

Eu  genius  is  a  man  of  an  universal  good -nature, 
and  generous  beyond  the  extent  of  his  fortune; 
but  withal  so  prudent  in  the  economy  of  his  af- 
fairs, that  what  goes  out  in  charity  is  made  up  by 
good  management.  Eugenius  has  what  the  world 
calls  two  hundred  pounds  a-year,*but  never  values 
himself  above  ninescore,  as  not  thinking  he  has  a 
right  to  the  tenth  part,  which  he  always  appro- 
priates to  charitable  uses.  To  this  sum  he  fre- 
quently makes  other  voluntary  additions,  inso- 
much that  in  a  good  year,  for  such  he  accounts 
those  in  which  he  has  been  able  to  make  greater 
bounties  than  ordinary,  he  has  given  above  twice 
that  sum  to  the  sickly  and  indigent.  Eugenius 
prescribes  to  himself  many  particular  days  of 
fasting  and  abstinence,  in  order  to  increase  his 

Erivate  bank  of  charity ;  and  sets  aside  what  would 
e  the  current  expenses  of  those  times  for  the  use 
of  the  poor.  He  often  goes  a  foot  where  his  busi- 
ness calls  him,  and  at  the  end  of  his  walk  has 
given  a  shilling,  which  in  his  ordinary  methods 
of  expense  would  have  gone  for  coach  hire,  to  the 
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>t  necessitous  person  that  has  fallen  in  his  way. 
lave  known  him,  when  he  has  been  going  to  a 
iy  or  an  opera,  divert  the  money  which  was 
signed  for  that  purpose  upon  an  object  of  cha- 
y  whom  he  has  met  with  in  the  street;  and  af- 
wards  pass  his  evening  in  a  coffee-house,  or 
a  friend's  fire-side,  with  much  greater  satisfac- 
n  to  himself  than  he  could  have  received  from 
j  most  exquisite  entertainments  of  the  theatre. 
r  these  means  he  is  generous  without  impover- 
ing  himself,  and  enjoys  his  estate  by  making 
;he  property  of  others. 

There  are  few  men  so  cramped  in  their  private 
lirs  who  may  not  be  charitable  after  this  man- 
r  without  any  disadvantage  to  themselves,  or 
yudice  to  their  families.  It  is  but  sometimes 
xificing  a  diversion  or  convenience  to  the  poor, 
1  turning  the  usual  course  of  our  expenses  into 
setter  channel.  This  is,  1  think,  not  onty  the 
>st  prudent  and  convenient,  but  the  most  me- 
Drious  piece  of  charity  which  we  can  put  in 
tctice.  By  this  method  we  in  some  measure 
ire  the  necessities  of  the  poor  at  the  same  time 
it  we  relieve  them,  and  make  ourselves  not 
ly  their  patrons  but  their  fellow  sufferers. 
Sir  Thomas  Brown,  in  the  last  part  of  his  Re- 
'to  Medici,  in  which  he  describes  his  charity 
several  heroic  instances,  and  with  a  noble  heat 
sentiment,  mentions  that  verse  in  the  Pro- 
•bs  of  Solomon,  "  He  that  hath  pity  upon  the 
>r,  lendeth  unto  the  Lord."  '  There  is  more 
itoric  in  that  one  sentence,'  says  he,  i  than  in  a 
rary  of  sermons:  and  indeed  if  those  sentences 
re  understood  by  the  reader  with  the  same  em- 
isis  as  they  are  delivered  by  the  author,  we 
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needed  not  those  volumes  of  instructions,  but 
might  be  honest  by  an  epitome.' 

This  passage  in  scripture  is  indeed  wonderful- 
ly persuasive:  but  I  think  the  same  thought  is 
carried  much  farther  in  the  New  Testament, 
where  our  Saviour  tells  us,  in  the  most  pathetic 
manner,  that  he  shall  hereafter  regard  the  cloth- 
ing of  the  naked,  the  feeding  of  the  hungry,  and 
the  visiting  of  the  imprisoned,  as  offices  done  to 
himself,  and  reward  them  accordingly.  Pur- 
suant to  those  passages  in  holy  scripture,  1  have 
somewhere  met  with  the  epitaph  of  a  charitable 
man,  which  has  very  much  pleased  me.  1  can 
not  recollect  the  words,  but  the  sense  of  it  is  to 
this  purpose — What  I  spent  1  lost;  what  1  pos- 
sessed is  left  to  others;  what  1  gave  away  remains 
with  me. 

Since  I  am  thus  insensibly  engaged  in  sacred 
writ,  1  can  not  forbear  making  an  extract  of  se- 
veral passages  which  1  have  always  read  with 
great  nelight  in  the  book  of  Job.  It  is  the  ac- 
count which  that  holy  man  gives  of  his  behaviour 
in  the  days  of  his  prosperity,  and,  if  considered 
only  as  a  human  composition,  is  a  finer  picture 
of  a  charitable  and  good-natured  man  than  is  to 
be  met  with  in  any  other  author: 

"  Oh  that  1  were  as  in  months  past,  as  in  the 
days  when  God  preserved  me;  when  his  candle 
shined  upon  my  head,  and  when  by  his  light  I 
walked  through  darkness:  when  the  Almighty 
was  yet  with  we:  when  my  children  were  about 
me:  when  1  washed  my  steps  with  butter,  and 
the  rocks  poured  me  out  rivers  of  oil. 

"  When  the  ear  heard  me,  then  it  blessed  me; 
and  when  the  eye  saw  me,  it  gave  witness  to  mc 
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Because  I  delivered  the  poor  that  cried,  and  the 
fatherless,  and  him  that  had  none  to  help  him. 
The  blessing  of  him  that  was  ready  to  perish 
came  upon  me;  and  1  caused  the  widow's  heart 
to  sing  for  joy.  I  was  eyes  to  the  blind,  and  feet 
was  1  to  the  lame;  1  was  a  father  to  the  poor, 
and  the  cause  which  I  knew  not  I  searchea  out 
Did  not  I  weep  for  him  that  was  in  trouble? 
Was  not  my  soul  grieved  for  the  poor?  Let  me 
be  weighed  in  an  even  balance,  tnat  God  may 
know  mine  integrity.  If  1  did  despise  the  cause 
of  my  man-serv!nt  or  of  my  maid-servant  when 
they  contended  with  me;  what  then  shall  1  do 
when  God  riseth  up?  and  when  he  visiteth,  what 
shall  I  answer  him?  Did  not  he  that  made  me  irr 
the  womb  make  him?  and  did  not  one  fashion  us 
in  the  womb?  If  I  have  withheld  the  poor  from 
their  desire,  or  have  caused  the  eyes  of  the  wi- 
dow to  fail,  or  have  eaten  my  morsel  myself 
alone,  and  the  fatherless  hath  not  eaten  thereof: 
If  I  have  seen  any  perish  for  want  of  clothing,  or 
any  poor  without  covering:  if  his  loins  have  not 
blessed  me,  and  if  he  were  not  warmed  with  the 
fleece  of  my  sheep:  if  1  have  lifted  up  my  hand 
against  the  fatherless,  when  1  saw  my  nelp  in  the 
gate;  then  let  mine  arm  fall  from  my  shoulder* 
blade,  and  mine  arm  be  broken  from  the  bone. 
If  1  have  rejoiced  at  the  destruction  of  him  that 
hated  me,  or  lifted  up  myself  when  evil  found 
him;  (neither  have  1  suffered  my  mouth  to  sin, 
by  wishing  a  curse  to  his  soul.)  The  stranger 
did  not  lodge  in  the  street;  but  I  opened  my  doors 
to  the  traveller.  If  my  land  cry  against  me,  or 
that  the  furrows  likewise  thereof  complain:  if  I 
have  eaten  the  fruits  thereof  without  money,  or 

u2 
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have  caused  the  owners  thereof  to  lose  their  life; 
let  thistles  grow  instead  of  wheat,  and  cockle 
instead  of  barley." 

ADDISON.  L. 


■<i-9©e-f>- 
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Comis  in  uxorem Hob.  Ep. 

Civil  to  his  wife.        Pope. 

1  can  not  defer  taking  notice  of  this  letter. 

'  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  I  am  but  too  good  a  judge  of  your  paper  of 
the  15th  instant,  which  is  a  master-piece;  I  mean 
that  of  jealousy;  but  I  think  it  unworthy  of  you 
to  speak  of  that  torture  in  the  breast  of  a  man, 
and  not  to  mention  also  the  pangs  of  it  in  the 
heart  of  a  woman.  You  have  very  judiciously, 
and  with  the  greatest  penetration  imaginable, 
considered  it,  as  woman  is  the  creature  of  whom 
the  diffidence  is  raised:  but  not  a  word  of  a  man 
who  is  so  unmerciful  as  to  move  jealousy  in  his 
wife,  and  not  care  whether  she  is  so  or  not.  It  is 
possible  you  may  not  believe  there  are  such  ty- 
rants in  the  world;  but,  alas!  1  can  tell  you  of  a 
man  who  is  ever  out  of  humour  in  his  wife's 
company,  and  the  pleasantest  man  in  the  world 
everywhere  else;  the  greatest  sloven  at  home 
when  he  appears  to  none  but  his  family,  and  most 
exactly  wTell  dressed  in  all  other  places.  Alas, 
sir,  is  it  of  course,  that  to  deliver  one's  self  whol- 
ly into  a  man's  power,  without  possibility  of  ap- 
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peal  to  any  other  jurisdiction  but  his  own  reflec- 
tions, is  so  little  an  obligation  to  a  gentleman, 
that  he  can  be  offended  and  fall  into  a  rage,  be- 
cause my  heart  swells  tears  into  my  eyes  when 
I  see  him  in  a  cloudy  mood?'!  pretend  to  no  suc- 
cour, and  hope  for  no  relief,  but  from  himself; 
and  yet  he  that  has  sense  and  justice  in  every 
thing  else,  never  reflects  that  to  come  home  only 
to  sleep  off  an  intemperance,  and  spend  all  the 
time  he  is  there  as  if  it  were  a  punishment,  can 
not  but  give  the  anguish  of  a  jealous  mind.     He 
always  leaves  his  home  as  if  he  were  going  to 
court,  and  returns  as  if  he  were  entering  a  jail. 
I  could  add  to  this,  that  from  his  company  and 
his  usual  discourse,  he  does  not  scruple  being 
thought  an   abandoned  man  as  to   his  morals. 
Your  own  imagination  will  say  enough  to  you 
concerning  the  condition  of  me  his  wife;  and  1 
wish  you  would  be  so  good  as  to  represent  to 
him,  for  he  is  not  ill-natured,  and  reads  you 
much,  that  the  moment  I-  hear  the  door  shut  af- 
ter him,  I  throw  myself  upon  my  bed,  and  drown 
the  child  he  is  fond  of  with  my  tears,  and  often 
frighten  it  with  my  cries;  that  I  curse  my  being; 
that  I  run  to  my  glass  all  over  bathed  in  sorrows, 
and  help  the  utterance  of  my  inward  anguish,  by 
beholding  the  gush  of  my  own  calamities,  as  my 
tears  fall  from  my  eyes.     This  looks  like  an  im- 
agined picture  to  tell  you,  but  indeed  this  is  one 
of  my  pastimes.     Hitherto  I  have  only  told  you 
the  general  temper  of  my  mind,  but  how  shall  I 
give  you   an  account  of  the  distraction  of  it? 
Could  you  but  conceive  how  cruel  1  am  one 
moment  in  my  resentment,  and  at  the  ensuing 
minute,  when  1  place  him  in  the  condition  my 
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anger  would  bring  him  to,  how  compassionate; 
it  would  give  you  some  notion  how  miserable  I 
am,  and  how  little  1  deserve  it.  When  I  remon- 
strate with  the  greatest  gentleness  that  is  possi- 
ble against  unhandsome  appearances,  and  that 
married  persons  are  under  particular  rules;  when 
he  is  in  the  best  humour  to  receive  this,  1  am 
'  answered  only,  That  1  expose  my  own  reputation 
and  sense  if  I  appear  jealous.  I  wish,  good  sir, 
you  would  take  this  into  serious  consideration, 
and  admonish  husbands  and  wives  what  termd 
they  ought  to  keep  towards  each  other.  Your 
thoughts  on  this  important  subject  will  have  the 
greatest  reward,  that  which  descends  on  such  as 
feel  the  sorrows  of  the  afflicted.  Give  me  leave 
to  subscribe  myself, 

'  Your  unfortunate  humble  servant, 

'  CELINDA.' 

I  had  it  in  my  thoughts,  before  I  received  the 
letter,  of  this  lady,  to  consider  this  dreadful  pas- 
sion in  the  mind  of  a  woman:  and  the  smart  she 
seems  to  feel  does  not  abate  the  inclination  I  had 
to  recommend  to  husbands  a  more  regular  beha- 
viour, than  to  give  the  most  exquisite  of  torments 
to  those  who  love  them,  nay,  whose  torment 
would  be  abated  if  they  did  not  love  them. 

It  is  wonderful  to  observe  how  little  is  made  of 
this  inexpressible  injury,  and  how  easily  men  get 
into  a  habit  of  being  least  agreeable  where  they 
are  most  obliged  to  be  so.  But  this  subject  de- 
serves a  distinct  speculation;  and  1  shall  observe 
for  a  day  or  two  the  behaviour  of  two  or  three 
happy  pairs  1  am  acquainted  with,  before  I  pre- 
tend to  make  a  system  of  conjugal  morality.    1 
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design  in  the  first  place  to  go  a  few  miles  out  of 
town,  and  there  1  know  where  to  meet  one  who 
practises  all  the  parts  of  a  fine  gentleman  in  the 
duty  of  an  husband.  When  he  was  a  bachelor 
much  business  made  him  particularly  negligent 
in  his  habit;  but  now  there  is  no  young  lover 
living  so  exact  in  the  care  of  his  person.  One 
who  asked  why  he  was  so  long  washing  his 
mouth,  and  so  delicate  in  the  choice  and  wearing 
of  his  linen,  was  answered,  '  Because  there  is  a 
woman  of  merit  obliged  to  receive  me  kindly, 
and  1  think  it  incumbent  upon  me  to  make  her  in- 
clination go  along  with  her  duty. 

If  a  man  would  give  himself  leave  to  think,  he 
would  not  be  so  unreasonable  as  to  expect  de- 
bauchery and  innocence  could  live  in  commerce 
together,  or  hope  that  flesh  and  blood  is  capable 
of  so  strict  an  allegiance,  that  a  fine  woman  must 
go  on  to  improve  nerseif  till  she  is  as  good  and 
impassive  as  an  angel,  only  to  preserve  a  fidelity 
to  a  brute  and  a  satyr.  The  lady  who  desires 
me  for  her  sake  to  end  one  of  my  papers  with  the 
following  letter,  1  am  persuaded,  thinks  such  a 
perseverance  very  impracticable. 

6  HUSBAND, 

*  Stay  more  at  home.  1  know  where  you  visit- 
ed at  seven  of  the  clock  on  Thursday  evening. 
The  colonel  whom  you  charged  me  to  see  no 
more,  is  in  town. 

'  MARTHA  HOUSE W IPE.' 
STEELE.  T. 
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y0.  179.    TUESDAY,  SEPT  EMBSR  85. 

Centuria  seniorum  agitant  expcrtia  frugia: 
Celsi  pr&lcreunt  austera  poemata  ithamnes. 
Ornne  tullt  punctum  qui  miscuit  utile  dukif 
Lcctonm  uilecturido,  psriterque  monendo.        Hob. 

Old  age  explodes  all  but  riiorality; 

Austerity  offends  aspiring  youth: 

But  he  that  joins  instruction  with  delight, 

Profit  with  pleasure,  carries  all  the  votes.        Rose 

I  may  cast  my  readers  under  two  general  di- 
visions, the  mercurial  and  the  saturnine.  The 
first  are  the  gay  part  of  my  disciples,  who  re- 
quire speculations  of  wit  and  humour;  the  others 
are  those  of  a  more  solemn  and  sober  turn,  who 
find  no  pleasure  but  in  papers  of  morality  and 
sound  sense.  The  former  call  every  thing  that 
is  serious  stupid ;  the  latter  look  upon  every  thing 
as  impertinent  that  is  ludicrous.  Were  I  always 
grave,  one  half  of  my  readers  would  fall  off  from 
me;  were  1  always  merry,  1  should  lose  the  other. 
1  make  it  therefore  my  endeavour  to  find  out  en- 
tertainments of  both  kinds,  and  by  that  means 
perhaps  consult  the  good  of  both,  more  than  1 
should  do,  did  I  always  write  to  the  particular 
taste  of  either.  As  they  neither  of  them  know 
what  I  proceed  upon,  the  sprightly  reader,  who 
takes  up  my  paper  in  order  to  be  diverted,  very 
often  finds  himself  engaged  unawares  in  a  serious 
and  profitable  course  of  thinking,  as  on  the  con- 
trary, the  thoughtful  man,  who  perhaps  may 
hope  to  find  something  solid,  and  full  of  deep  re- 
flection, is  very  often  insensibly  betrayed  into  a 
fit  of  mirth.     In  a  word,  the  reader  sits  down  to 
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my  entertainment  without  knowing  his  bill  of 
fare,  and#  has  therefore  at  least  the  pleasure  of 
hoping  there  may  be  a  dish  to  his  palate. 

1  must  confess,  were  I  left  to  myself,  1  should 
rather  aim  at  instructing  than  diverting;  but  if 
we  will  be  useful  to  the  world,  we  must  take  it 
as  we  find  it.  Authors  of  professed  severity  dis- 
courage the  looser  part  of  mankind  from  having 
any  thing  to  do  witn  their  writings.  A  man  must 
have  virtue  in  him,  before  he  will  enter  upon  the 
reading  of  a  Seneca  or  an  Epictetus.  The  very 
title  ota  moral  treatise  has  something  in  it  aus- 
tere and  shocking  to  the  careless  and  inconside- 
rate. 

For  this  reason  several  unthinking  persons  fall 
in  my  way,  who  would  give  no  attention  to  lec- 
tures delivered  with  a  religious  seriousness  or 
philosophic  gravity.  They  are  ensnared  into 
sentiments  of  wisdom  and  virtue  when  they  do 
not  think  of  it:  and  if  by  that  means  they  arrive 
only  at  such  a  degree  of  consideration  as  may 
dispose  them  to  listen  to  more  studied  and  elabo- 
rate discourses,  I  shall  not  think  my  speculations 
useless.  I  might  likewise  observe  that  the  gloomi- 
ness in  which  sometimes  the  minds  of  the  best 
men  are  involved,  very  often  stands  in  need  of 
such  little  incitements  to  mirth  and  laughter,  as 
are  apt  to  disperse  melancholy ;  and  put  our  facul- 
ties in  good  numour.  To  which  some  will  add, 
that  the  British^  climate,  more  than  any  other, 
makes  entertainments  of  this  nature  in  a  manner 
necessary. 

If  what  1  have  here  said  does  not  recommend, 
it  will  at  least  excuse  the  variety  of  my  specula- 
tions.    1  would  not  willingly  laugh  but  in  otdat 
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to  instruct;  or  if  1  sometimes  fail  in  this  point, 
when  my  mirth  ceases  to  be  instructive,  it  shall 
never  cease  to  be  innocent.  A  scrupulous  con- 
duct in  this  particular  has  perhaps  more  merit  in 
it  than  the  generality  of  readers  imagine.  Did 
they  know  how  many  thoughts  occur  in  a  point 
of  humour,  which  a  discreet  author  in  modesty 
suppresses;  how  many  strokes  of  raillery  present 
themselves,  which  could  not  fail  to  please  the  or- 
dinary taste  of  mankind,  but  are  stifled  in  their 
birth  by  reason  of  some  remote  tendency  which 
they  carry  in  them  to  corrupt  the  minds  of  those 
who  read  them;  did  they  know  how  many  glances 
of  ill  nature  are  industriously  avoided  for  fear 
of  doing  injury  to  the  reputation  of  another, 
they  would  be  apt  to  think  kindly  of  those  writers 
who  endeavour  to  make  themselves  diverting 
without  being  immoral.  One  may  apply  to  these 
authors  that  passage  in  Waller, 

'  Poets  lose  half  the  praise  they  would  have  got, 
Were  it  but  known  what  they  discreetly  blot.' 

As  nothing  is  more  easy  than  to  be  a  wit,  with 
all  the  above  mentioned  liberties,  it  requires 
some  genious  and  invention  to  appear  such  with- 
out them. 

What  I  have  here  said  is  not  only  in  regard  to 
the  public,  but  with  an  eye  to  my  particular  cor- 
respondent, who  has  sent  me  the  following  letter- 
which  1  have  castrated  in  some  places  upon  these 
considerations. 

*SIR, 

*  Having  lately  seen  your  discourse  upon  a 
match  of  grinning,  (No.  173)  I  can  not  forbear 
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giving  you  an  account  of  a  whistling  match, 
which,  with  many  others,  I  was  entertained  with 
about  three  years  since  at  the  Bath.  The  prize 
was  a  guinea,  to  be  conferred  upon  the  ablest 
whistler;  that  is,  on  him  who  could  whistle  clear- 
est, and  go  through  his  tune  without  laughing, 
to  which,  at  the  same  time,  he  was  provoked  by 
the  antic  postures  of  a  Merry- Andrew,  who  was 
to  stand  upon  the  stage  and  play  his  tricks  in  the 
eye  of  the  performer.  There  were  three  competi- 
tors for  the  guinea.  The  first  was  a  ploughman  of 
a  very  promising  aspect;  his  features  were  steady, 
and  his  muscles  composed  in  so  inflexible  a  stu- 
pidity, that  upon  his  first  appearance  every  one 
gave  the  guinea  for  lost.  The  pickled-herring 
however  found  the  way  to  shake  him;  for  upon 
his  whistling  a  country  jig,  this  unlucky  wag 
danced  to  it  with  such  variety  of  distortions  and 
grimaces,  that  the  countryman  could  not  forbear 
smiling  upon  him,  and  by  that  means  spoiled  his 
whistle  and  lost  the  prize. 

*  The  next  that  mounted  the  stage  was  an  un- 
der citizen  of  the  Bath,  a  person  remarkable 
among  the  inferior  people  of  that  place  for  his 
great  wisdom  and  his  broad  band.  He  contract- 
ed his  mouth  with  much  gravity;  and,  that  he 
might  dispose  his  mind  to  be  more  serious  than 
ordinary,  began  the  tune  of  The  Children  in  the 
Wood.  He  went  through  part  of  it  with  good 
success;  when  on  a  sudden  the  wit  at  his  elbow, 
who  had  appeared  wonderfully  grave  and  atten- 
tive for  some  time,  gave  him  a  touch  upon  the 
left  shoulder,  and  stared  him  in  the  face  with  so 
bewitching  a  grin,  that  the  whistler  relaxed  his 
fibres  into  a  kind  of  simper,  and  at  length  burst 
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out  into*  an  open  laugh.  The  third  who  enter- 
ed the  lists  was  a  footman,  who,  in  defiance  of 
the  Merry- Andrew,  and  all  his  arts,  whistled  a 
Scotch  tune  and  an  Italian  sonata  with  so  settled 
a  countenance,  that  he  bore  away  the  prize,  to  the 
great  admiration  of  some  hundreds  of  persons, 
who,  as  well  as  myself,  were  present  at  this  trial 
of  skill.  Now,  sir,  1  humbly  conceive,  what- 
ever you  have  determined  of  the  grinner,  the 
whistlers  ought  to  be  encouraged,  not  only  as 
their  art  is  practised  without  distortion,  but  as  it 
improves  country  music,  promotes  gravity,  and 
teaches  ordinary  people  to  keep  their  counte- 
nances, if  they  see  any  thing  ridiculous  in  their 
betters;  besides,  that  it  seems  an  entertainment 
very  particularly  adapted  to  the  Bath,  as  it  is 
usual  for  a  rider  to  whistle  to  his  horse  when  he 
would  make  his  water  pass. 

i  J  am,  Sir,  &c.' 

POSTSCRIPT. 

'  After  having  despatched  these  two  important 
points  of  grinning  and  whistling,  I  hope  you 
will  oblige  the  world  with  some  reflections  upoa 
yawning,  as  I  have  seen  it  practised  on  a  twelfth- 
night  among  other  Christmas  gambols,  at  the 
house  of  a  worthy  gentleman,  who  always  enter- 
tains his  tenants  at  that  time  of  the  year.  They 
yawn  for  a  Cheshire  cheese,  and  begin  about  mid- 
night, when  the  whole  company  is  disposed  to  be 
drowsy.  He  that  yawns  widest,  and  at  the  same 
time  sq  naturally  as  to  produce  the  most  yawns 
amongst  the  spectators^  earrieB  home  the  cneese. 
If  you  handle  this  subject  as  you  ought,  I  question 
not  but  your  paper  will  set  half  the  kingdom  a 
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yawning,  though  1  dare  promise  you  it  will  ne- 
ver make  any  body  fall  asleep. ' 

ADDISON.  L. 
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De&rant  reges,  pkctuniw  Jldhwi.        Hwu 


The  people  suffer  when  the  prince  offends.    Creech. 

The  following  letter  has  so  much  weight  and 
good  sense,  that  I  can  not  forbear  inserting  it, 
though  it  relates  to  a  hardened  sinner,  whom  1 
have  very  little  hopes  of  reforming,  viz.  Louis 
XIV.  of  France. 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

i  Amidst  the  variety  of  subjects  of  which  you 
have  treated,  1  could  wish  it  had  fallen  in  your 
way  to  expose  the  vanity  of  oonquests.  This 
thought  would  naturally  lead  one  to  the  French 
king,  who  has  been  generally  esteemed  the  great- 
est conqueror  of  our  age,  till  her  majesty's  armies 
had  torn  from  him  so  many  of  his  countries,  and 
deprived  him  of  the  fruits  of  all  his  former  vic- 
tories. For  my  own  part,  if  I  were  to  draw  his 
picture,  I  should  be  for  taking  him  no  lower  than 
to  the  peace  of  Reswick,*  just  at  the  end  of  his 
triumpns,  and  before  his  reverse  of  fortune;  and 
even  then  I  should  not  forbear  thinking  his  am- 
bition had  been  vain  and  unprofitable  to  himself 
and  his  people. 

•  A.  D.  1696. 
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'  As  for  himself,  it  is  certain  he  can  have  gain- 
ed nothing  by  his  conquests,  if  they  have  not  ren- 
dered him  master  of  more  subjects,  more  riches, 
or  greater  power.  What  I  shall  be  able  to  offer 
upon  these  heads,  1  resolve  to  submit  to  your 
consideration. 

'  To  begin  then  with  his  increase  of  subjects. 
From  the  time  he  came  of  age,  and  has  been  a 
manager  for  himself,  all  the  people  he  had  acquir- 
ed were  such  only  as  he  had  reduced  by  his  wars, 
and  were  left  in  his  possession  by  the  peace:  he 
had  conquered  not  above  one-third  part  of  Flan- 
ders, and  consequently  no  more  than  one-third 
part  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  province. 

6  About  one  hundred  years  ago  the  houses  in 
that  country  were  all  numbered,  and  by  a  just 
computation  the  inhabitants  of  all  sorts  could  not 
then  exceed  750,000  souls.  And  if  any  man  will 
consider  the  desolation  by  almost  perpetual  wars, 
the  numerous  armies  that  have  lived  almost  ever 
since  at  discretion  upon  the  people,  and  how 
much  of  their  commerce  has  been  removed  for 
more  security  to  other  places,  he  will  have  little 
reason  to  imagine  that  their  numbers  have  since 
increased;  and  therefore  with  one-third  part  of 
that  province,  that  prince  can  have  grained  no 
more  than  one-third  part  of  the  inhabitants,  or 
250,000  new  subjects,  even  though  it  should  be 
supposed  they  were  all  contented  to  live  still  in 
their  native  country,  and  transfer  their  allegiance 
to  a  new  master. 

'  The  fertility  of  this  province,  its  convenient 
situation  for  trade  and  commerce,  its  capacity  for 
furnishing  employment  and  subsistence  to  great 
numbers,  and  the  vast  armies  that  have  been 
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maintained  here,  make  it  credible  that  the  re- 
maining two  thirds  of  Flanders  are  equal  to  all 
his  other  conquests;  and  consequently  by  all  he 
can  not  have  gained  more  than  750,000  new  sub- 
jects, men,  women,  and  children,  especially  if  a 
deduction  shall  be  made  of  such  as  bave  retired 
from  the  eonqueror  to  live  under  their  old  naas 
ters. 

'  It  is  time  now  to  set  his  loss  against  his  pro- 
fit; and  to  show  for  the  new  subjects  he  had  ac- 
quired, how  many  old  ones  he  had  lost  in  the  ac- 
quisition. I  think  that  in  his  wars  he  has  seldom 
brought  less  into  the  field,  in  all  places,  than 
200,000  fighting  men,  besides  what  have  been 
left  in  garrisons:  and  I  think  the  common  com- 
putation is,  that  of  an  army,  at  the  end  of  a  cam- 
paign, without  sieges  or  battles,  scarce  four  fifths 
can  be  mustered  of  those  that  came  into  the  field 
at  the  beginning  of  the  year.  His  wars  at  seve- 
ral times,  till  the  last  peace,  have  held  about  20 
years;  and  if  40,000  yearly  lost,  or  a  fifth  part 
of  his  armies,  are  .to  be  multiplied  by  20,  he  can 
not  have  lost  less  than  800,000  of  his  old  sub- 
jects, and  all  able-bodied  men;  a  greater  number 
than  the  new  subjects  he  had  acquired. 

<  But  this  loss  is  not  all.  Providence  seems  to 
have  equally  divided  the  whole  mass  of  mankind 
into  different  sexes,  that  ever}7  woman  may  have 
her  husband,  and  that  both  may  equally  con- 
tribute to  the  continuance  of  the  species.  It  fol- 
lows then,  that  for  all  the  men  tnat  have  been 
lost,  as  many  women  must  have  lived  single,  and 
it  were  but  charity  to  believe  they  have  not  done 
all  the  service  they  were  capable  of  doing  in  their 
generation.     In  so  long  a  course  of  years  great 
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part  of  them  must  have  died,  and  all  the  rest 
must  go  off  at  last  without  leaving  any  represen- 
tatives behind.  By  this  account  he  must  have 
lost  not  only  800,000  subjects,  but  double  that 
number,  and  all  the  increase  that  was  reasonably 
to  be  expected  from  it 

'  It  is  said  in  the  last  war  there  was  a  famine 
in  his  kingdom,  which  swept  away  two  millions 
of  his  people.  This  is  hardly  credible.  If  the 
loss  was  only  of  one  fifth  part  of  that  sum,  it  was 
very  great.  But  it  is  no  wonder  there  should  be 
famine,  where  so  much  of  the  people's  substance 
is  taken  away  for  the  king's  use,  that  they  have 
not  sufficient  left  to  provide  against  accidents; 
where  so  many  of  the  men  are  taken  from  the 
plough  to  serve  the  king  in  his  wars,  and  a  great 
part  of  the  tillage  is  left  to  the  weaker  hands  of 
so  many  women  and  children.  Whatever  was 
the  loss,  it  must  undoubtedly  be  placed  to  the  ac- 
count of  his  ambition. 

'  And  so  must  also  the  destruction  or  banish- 
ment of  3  or  400,000  of  his  reformed  subjects. 
He  could  have  no  other  reasons  for  valuing  those 
lives  so  very  cheap,  but  only  to  recommend  him- 
self to  the  bigotry  of  the  Spanish  nation. 

'  How  should  there  be  industry  in  a  country 
where  all  property  is  precarious?  What  subject 
will  sow  his  land  that  his  prince  may  reap  the 
whole  harvest?  Parsimony  and  frugality  must  be 
strangers  to  such  a  people,  for  will  anv  man  save 
to-day  what  he  has  reason  to  fear  will  be  taken 
from  him  to-morrow?  And  where  is  the  encour- 
agement for  marrying?  Will  any  man  think  of 
raising  children  without  any  assurance  of  cloth- 
ing for  their  backs,  or  so  much  as  food  for  their 
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bellies?  And  thus  by  his  fatal  ambition  he  must 
have  lessened  the  number  of  his  subjects,  not  on- 
ly by  slaughter  and  destruction,  butj  by  prevent- 
ing their  very  births,  he  has  done  as  much  as 
was  possible  towards  destroying  posterity  itself. 

'  Is  this  then  the  great,  the  invincible  Louis? 
This  the  immortal  man,  the  tout-putesant ;  or 
the  almighty,  as  his  flatterers  have  called  him?  Is 
this  the  man  that  is  so  celebrated  for  his  con- 
quests? For  every  subject  he  has  acquired,  has  he 
not  lost  three  that  were  his  inheritance?  Are  not 
his  troops  fewer,  and  those  neither  so  well  fed, 
or  clothed,  or  paid,  as  they  were  formerly,  though 
he  has  now  so  much  greater  cause  to  exert  him- 
self? And  what  can  be  the  reason  of  all  this,  but 
that  his  revenue  is  a  great  deal  less;  his  subjects* 
are  either  poorer,  or  not  so  many  to  be  plunder- 
ed by  constant  taxes  for  his  use. 

i  It  is  well  for  him  he  had  found  out  a  way  to 
steal  a  kingdom;*  if  he  had  gone  on  conquering 
as  he  did  hefore,  his  ruin  had  been  long  since 
finished.  This  brings  to  my  mind  a  saying  of 
King  Pyrrhus,  after  lie  had  a  second  time  Deat 
the  Romans  in  a  pitched  battle,  and  was  compli- 
mented by  his  generals;  "  Yes,"  says  he,  "  such 
another  victory,  and  I  am  quite  undone."  And 
since  I  have  mentioned  Pyrrhus,  1  will  end  with 
a  very  good,  though  known,  story  of  this  ambi- 
tious madman.  When  he  had  shown  the  utmost 
fondness  for  his  expedition  against  the  Romans, 

*  The  kingdom  of  Spain,  seized  by  Louis  XIV.  in  1701, 
for  his  grandson,  as  left  him  by  the  will  of  Charles  II. 
which  the  enemies  of  France  looked  upon  as  forged  or 
made  when  Charles  was  nan  compos. 
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Cyneas,  his  chief  minister,  asked  him  what  he 
proposed  to  himself  by  this  war?  "Why,"  says 
Pyrrhus,  *'  to  conquer  the  Romans,  and  reduce 
ail  Italy  to  my  obedience."  "  What  then?" says 
Cyneas.  u  To  pass  over  i«to  Sicily,"  says  Pyr- 
fhus,  "  and  then  all  the  Sicilians  must  be  our 
subjects."  "And  what  does  your  majesty  in- 
tend next?"  **  Why  truly,"  says  the  king,  4i  to 
conquer  Carthage,  and  make  myself  master  of  all 
Africa."  "And  what,  sir,"  says  the  minister, 
"  is  to  be  the  end  of  all  your  expeditions?" 
w  Why  then,"  says  the  king,  "for  the  rest  of 
our  lives  we  will  sit  down  to  good  wine."  <l  How, 
sir,"  replied  Cyneas,  "  to  better  than  we  have 
now  before  us?  Have  we  not  already  as  much  as 
We  can  drink?" 

*  Riot  and  excess  are  not  the  becoming  charac- 
ters of  princes;  but  if  Pyrrhus  and  Louis  had 
debauched  like  Vitellius,  they  had  been  less  hurt- 
ful to  their  people.     Your  humble  servant, 

'  PHILARITHMUS.** 
STEELE.  T. 

• — G-3©©-f> 
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His  lacryrnis  vitam  damus,  d  miserescimus  ultrd.     Vino- 
Mov'd  by  these  tears,  we  pity  and  protect. 

I  am  more  pleased  with  a  letter  that  is  filled 
with  touches  of  nature  than  of  wit.  The  follow- 
ing one  is  of  this  kind. 

•  This  letter  was  written  by  Mr.  Henry  Martin,  and  tran- 
scribed by  Steele  from  the  Letter-box, 
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'SIR, 

*  Among  all  the  distresses  which  happen  in  fa- 
milies, 1  do  not  remember  that  you  have  touched 
upon  the  marriage  of  children  without  the  con- 
sent of  their  parents.     I  am  one  of  these  unfor- 
tunate persons.     I  was  about  fifteen  when  1  took 
the  liberty  to  choose  for  myself;  and  have  ever 
since  languished  under  the  displeasure  of  an  in- 
exorable father,  who,  though  he  sees  me  happy 
in  the  best  of  husbands,  and  blessed  with  very 
fine  children,  can  never  be  prevailed  upon  to 
forgive  me.  He  was  so  kind  to  me  before  tnis  un- 
happy accident,  that  indeed  it  makes  my  breach 
of  duty  in  some  measure  inexcusable;  and  at  the 
same  time  creates  in  me  such  a  tenderness  to- 
wards him,  that  1  love  him  above  all  things,  and 
would  die  to  be  reconciled  to  him.  I  have  thrown 
myself  at  his  feet,  and  besought  him  with  tears 
to  pardon  me;  but  he  always  pushes  me  away, 
and  spurns  me  from  him :  1  have  written  several 
letters  to  him,  but  he  will  neither  open  nor  re- 
ceive them.     About  two  years  ago  I  sent  my 
little  boy  to  him,  dressed  in  a  new  apparel;  but 
the  child  returned  to  me  crying,  because  he  said 
his  grandfather  would  not  see  nim,  and  had  or- 
dered him  to  be  put  out  of  his  house.     My  mo- 
ther is  won  over  to  my  side,  but  dares  not  men- 
tion me  to  my  father  for  fear  of  provoking  him. 
About  a  month  ago  he  lay  sick  upon  his  bed,  and 
in  great  danger  of  his  lite;  I  was  pierced  to  the 
heart  at  the  news,  and  could  not  forbear  going 
to  inquire  after  his  health.  My  mother  took  this 
opportunity  of  speaking  in  my  behalf:  she  told 
him  with  abundance  of  tears,  that  1  was  come  to 
see  him,  that  I  could  not  speak  to  her  for  weep- 
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ing,  and  that  1  should  certainly  break  my  heart 
if  ne  refused  at  that  time  to  give  me  his  blessing 
and  be  reconciled  to  me.  He  was  so  far  from 
relenting  towards  me,  that  he  bid  her  speak  no 
more  of  me,  unless  she  had  a  mind  to  disturb  him 
in  his  last  moments;  for,  sir,  you  must  know  that 
he  has  the  reputation  of  an  honest  and  religious 
man,  which  makes  my  misfortune  so  much  the 
greater.  God  be  thanked,  he  is  since  recovered: 
but  his  severe  usage  has  given  me  such  a  Wow, 
that  1  shall  soon  sink  under  it,  unless  1  may  be 
relieved  by  any  impressions  which  the  reading 
of  this  in  your  paper  may  make  upon  him. 

•'  1  am,  &c' 

Of  all  hardnesses  of  heart  there  is  none  so  in- 
excusable as  that  of  parents  towards  their  chil- 
dren. An  obstinate,  inflexible,  unforgiving  tem- 
per is  odious  upon  all  occasions;  but  here  it  is 
unnatural.  The  love,  tenderness  and  compassion, 
which  are  apt  to  arise  in  us  towards  those  who 
depended  upon  us,  is  that  by  which  the  whole 
world  of  life  is  upheld.  The  Supreme  Being, 
by  the  transcendant  excellency  and  goodness  of 
his  nature,  extends  his  mercy  towards  all  his 
works;  and  because  his  creatures  have  not  such  a 
spontaneous  benevolence  and  compassion  towards 
those  who  are  under  their  care  and  protection, 
he  has  implanted  in  them  an  instinct,  that  sup- 
plies the  place  of  this  inherent  goodness.  I  have 
illustrated  this  kind  of  instinct  in  former  papers, 
(Nos.  120,  121,')  and  have  shown  how  it  mna 
through  all  the  species  of  brute  creatures,  as  in 
deed  the  whole  animal  creation  subsists  by  it 

This  instinct  in  man  is  more  general  and  an 
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circumscribed  than  in  brutes,  as  being  enlarged 
by  the  dictates  of  reason  and  duty.  Tor  if  we 
consider  ourselves  attentively,  we  shall  find  that 
we  are  not  only  inclined  to  love  those  who  de- 
scend from  usr  but  that  we  bear  a  kind  of  (stooyq, 
or  natural  affection,  to  every  thing  which  relies 
upon  us  for  its  good  and  preservation.  Depend- 
ence is  a  perpetual  call  upon  humanity,  and  a 
greater  incitement  to  tenderness  and  pity  than 
any  other  motive  whatsoever. 

The  man,  therefore,  who,  notwithstanding  any 
passion  or  resentment,  can  overcome  this  power- 
ful instinct,  and  extinguish  natural  affection,  de- 
bases his  mind  even  below  brutality,  frustrates  as 
much  as  in  him  lies  the  great  design  of  Provi- 
dence, and  strikes  out  of  his  nature  one  of  the 
most  divine  principles  that  is  planted  in  it. 

Among  innumerable  arguments  which  might 
be  brought  against  such  an  unreasonable  proceed- 
ing, I  shall  only  insist  on  one.  We  make  it  the 
condition  of  our  forgiveness  that  we  forgive 
others.  In  our  very  prayers  we  desire  no  more 
t,than  to  be  treated  by  this  kind  of  retaliation. 
£The  case  therefore  before  us  seems  to  be  what 
jfhey  call  a  case  in  point;  the  relation  between 
"le  child  and  the  father  being  what  comes  near- 
it  to  that  between  a  creature  and  its  Creator, 
the  father  is  inexorable  to  the  child  who  has- 
fended,  let  the  offence  be  of  never  so  high  a  na- 
•e,  how  will  he  address  himself  to  the  Supreme 
dng,  under  the  tender  appellation  of  a  father, 
"  aesire  of  him  such  a  forgiveness  as  he  him- 
refuses  to  grant? 

'o  this  1  might  add  many  other  religious,  as 
as  many  prudential  considerations;  but  if 
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the  last  mentioned  motive  does  not  prevail,  1  de- 
spair of  succeeding  by  any  other;  and  shall  there- 
fore conclude  my  paper  with  a  very  remarkable 
story,  which  is  recorded  in  an  old  chronicle  pub- 
lished by  Freher,  among  the  writers  of  the  Ger- 
man history. 

Eginhart,  who  was  secretary  to  Charles  the 
Great,  became  exceeding  popular  by  his  beha- 
viour in  that  post  His  great  abilities  gained  him 
the  favour  of  his  master,  and  the  esteem  of  the 
whole  court.     Imma,  the  daughter  of  the  empe- 
ror, was  so  pleased  with  his  person  and  conver- 
sation, that  she  fell  in  love  with  him.     As  she 
was  one  of  the  greatest  beauties  of  the  age,  Egin- 
hart answered  her  with  a  more  than  equal  return 
of  passion.     They  stifled  their  flames  for  some 
time,   under  apprehension  of  the  fatal  conse- 
quences that  might  ensue.     Eginhart  at  lengtn 
resolving  to  hazard  all  rather  than  live  deprived 
of  one  whom  his  heart  was  so  much  set  upon, 
conveyed  himself  one  night  into  the  princess's 
apartment,  and  knocking  gently  at  the  door,  was 
admitted  as  a  person  who  had  something  to  com- 
municate to  her  from  the  emperor:  he  was  with 
her  in  private  most  part  of  the  night;  but  upon 
his  preparing  to  go  away  about  break  of  day,  he 
observed  that  there  had  fallen  a  great  snow  dur- 
ing his  stay  with  the  princess.     This  very  much 
perplexed  him,  lest  the  prints  of  his  feet  in  the 
snow  might  make  discoveries  to  the  king,  who 
often  used  to  visit  his  daughter  in  the  morning. 
He  acquainted  the  princess  lmma  with  his  fears; 
who,  after  some  consultations  upon  the  matter, 
prevailed  upon  him  to  let  her  carry  him  through 
the  snow  upon  her  own  shoulders.     It  happened 
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that  the  emperor  not  being  able  to  sleep,  was  at 
that  time  up  and  walking  in  his  chamber,  when 
upon  looking  through  the  window  he  perceived 
his  daughter  tottering  under  her  burden,  and  car- 
rying his  first  minister  across  the  snow;  which 
she  had  no  sooner  done,  but  she  returned  again 
with  the  utmost  speed  to  her  own  apartment. 
The  emperor  was  extremely  troubled  and  aston- 
ished at  this  accident,  but  resolved  to  speak  no- 
thing of  it  till  a  proper  opportunity.  In  the  mean 
time,  Eginhart  knowing  that  what  he  had  done 
could  not  be  long  a  secret,  determined  to  retire 
from  court;  and  in  order  to  it,  begged  the  empe- 
ror that  he  would  be  pleased  to  dismiss  him, 
pretending  a  kind  of  discontent  at  his  not  hav- 
ing been,  rewarded  for  his  long  services.     The 
emperor  would  not  give  him  a  direct  answer  to 
Ms  petition,  but  told  him  he  would  think  of  it, 
and  appointed  a  certain  day  when  he  would  let 
him  know  his  pleasure.  He  then  called  together 
the  most  faithful  of  his  counsellors,  and  acquaint- 
ing them  with  his  secretary's  crime,  asked  them 
their  advice  in  so  delicate  an  affair.     The  most 
of  them  gave  their  opinion,  that  the  person  could 
not  be  too  severely  punished  who  had  thus  dis- 
honoured his  master.  Upon  the  whole  debate  the 
emperor  declared  it  was  his  opinion,  that  Egiri- 
hart's  punishment  would  rather  increase  than 
diminish  the  shame  of  his  family,  and  that  there- 
fore hef  thought  it  the  most  advisable  to  wear  out 
the  memoty  of  the  feet,  by  marrying  him  to  his 
daughter.     Accordingly  Eginhart  was  called  in, 
and  acquainted  by  the  emperor,  that  he  should 
no  longer  have  any  pretence  of  complaining  his 
jfervices  were  titit  ttfwafdedj  for  that  the  nr'uwftsa 
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Imma  should  be  given  him  in  marriage,  with  a 
dower  suitable  to  her  quality;  which  was  soon 
after  performed  accordingly. 

ADDISON.  L. 


•<»  oQo  €>■ 
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Phis  abes  quum  mtllis  habet Jav.  Sat. 

The  bitter  overbalances  the  sweet. 

As  all  parts  of  human  life  come  under  my  ob- 
servation, my  reader  must  not  make  uncharita- 
ble inferences  from  my  speaking  knowingly  of 
that  sort  of  crime  which  is  at  present  treated  of. 
He  will,  I  hope,  suppose  1  know  it  only'from  the 
letters  of  correspondents;  two  of  which  you  shall 
have  as  follow: 

'MB.  SPECTATOR, 

6  It  is  wonderful  to  me,  that  among  the  many 
enormities  which  you  have  treated  of,  you  i#v$ 
not  mentioned  that  of  wenching,  and  particularly 
the  ensnaring  part;  1  mean,  that  it  is  a  thing  very 
fit  for  your  pen,  to  expose  the  villany  of  the 
practice  of  deluding  women.  You  are  to  know, 
sir,  that  I  myself  am  a  woman  who  have  been 
one  of  the  unhappy  that  have  fallen  into  this 
misfortune,  and  that  by  the  insinuation  of  a  very 
worthless  fellow,  who  served  others  in  the  same 
manner,  both  before  my  ruin,  an$  since  thai 
tfjne,  I  had,  as  soon, as  the  rasqal  left  me,  so 
ipuch  indignation  and  resolution,  as  not  to  go 
iy)OU  the  town,  as  the  phrase  is;  hut/  took  to 
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Work  for  my  living  in  an  obscure  place,  out  of 
the  knowledge  of  all  with  whom  I  was  before 
acquainted. 

*  It  is  the  Ordinary  practice  and  business  of  life 
with  a  set  of  idle  fellows  about  this  town,  to  write 
letters,  send  messages,  and  form  appointments 
With  little  raw  unthinking  girls,  ana  leave  them 
after  possession  of  them,  without  any  mercy,  to 
shame,  infamy,  poverty,  and  disease.  Were 
you  to  read  the  nauseous  impertinences  which 
are  written  on  these  occasions,  and  to  see  the  silly 
creatures  sighing  over  them,  it  could  not  but  be 
matter  of  mirth  as  well  as  pity.  A  little 'pren- 
tice girl  of  mine  has  been  for  some  time  applied 
to  by  an  Irish  fellow,  who  dresses  very  fine,  and 
struts  in  a  laced  coat,  and  is  the  admiration  of 
Seamstresses  who  are  under  age  in  town.  Ever 
since  I  have  had  some  knowledge  of  the  matter, 
I  have  debarred  my  'prentice  from  pen,  ink,  and 
paper.  But  the  other  day  he  bespoke  some  cra- 
vats of  me:  I  went  out  of  the  shop,  and  left  his 
mistress  to  put  them  up  into  a  bandbox,  in  order 
to  be  sent  to  him  when  his  man  called.  When  I 
came  into  the  shop  again,  1  took  occasion  to  send 
her  away,  and  found  in  the  bottom  of  the  box 
Written  these  words,  Why  would  you  ruin  a 
harmless  creature  that  loves  you?  Then  in  the 
lid,  There  is  no  resisting  Strephon.  1  search- 
ed a  little  farther,  and  found  in  the  rim  of  the 
box,  at  eleven  o'clock  at  night  come  in  a  hack- 
ney-coach at  the  end  of  our  street.  This  was 
'enough  to  alarm  me:  1  sent  away  the  things,  and 
took  my  measures  accordingly.  An  hour  or  two 
before  the  appointed  time,  I  examined  my  youn£ 
lady,  and  found  her  trunk  stuffed  with  impert! 
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nent  letters,  and  an  old  scroll  of  parchment  it) 
Latin,  which  her  lover  had  sent  her  as  a  settler 
ment  of  fifty  pounds  a-year:  among  other  things 
there  was  also  the  best  lace  I  had  in  my  shop  to 
make  him  a  present  for  cravats.  1  was  verv  glad 
of  this  last  circumstance,  because  I  could  very 
conscientiously  swear  against  him  that  he  had 
enticed  my  servant  away,  and  was  her  accora- 

Elice  in  robbing  me.  I  procured  a  warrant  against 
im  accordingly.  Every  thing  was  now  prepar- 
ed, and  the  tender  hour  of  love  approaching,  I, 
who  had  acted  for  myself  in  my  youth,  the  same 
senseless  part,  knew  now  to  manage  accordingly; 
therefore,  after  having  locked  up  my  maid,  and 
not  being  so  much  unlike  her  in  neigh t  and  shape 
as  in  a  huddled  way  not  to  pass  for  her,  1  deliv- 
ered the  bundle  designed  to  be  carried  off  to  her 
lover's  man,  who  came  with  the  signal  to  receive 
them.  Thus  1  followed  after  to  the  coach,  where* 
when  1  saw  his  master  take  them  in,  I  cried  out 
thieves!  thieves!  and  the  constable  with  his  at- 
tendants seized  my  expecting  lover.  I  kept  my- 
self unobserved  till  I  saw  the  crowd  sufficiently 
increased,  and  then  appeared  to  declare  the  goocfs 
to  be  mine,  and  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  my 
man  of  mode  put  into  the  Round-house*  with  the 
stolen  wares  by  him,  tp  be  produced  in  evidence 
against  him.  the  next  morning.  This  matter  is 
notoriously  known  to  be  fact,  and  1  have  been 
contented  to  save  my  'prentice,  ^nd  take  a  year's 
rent  of  this  mortified  lover*  not  to  appear  farther 
in  the  matter.  This  was  some  penance;  but,  sir, 
is  this  enough  for  a  villanv  of  much  more  perni- 
cious consequence  than  tne  trifles  for  which  he 
was  to  have  Deen  indicted?  Should  not  you,  and 
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n  of  any  parts  or  honour,  put  things  upon 
it  a  foot,  as  that  such  a  rascal  should  not 
at  the  imputation  of  what  he  was  really 
,  and  drefaa  being  accused  of  that  for  whicn 
3  arrested? 

a  word,  sii*,  it  is  in  the  power  of  you,  and 
$  I  hope  you  are,  to  make  it  as  infamous  to 
Door  creature  of  her  honour  as  her  clothes. 
\  this  to  your  Consideration,  only  take  leave 
i  I  can  not  do  without  sighing)  to  remark 
,  that  if  this  had  been  the  sense  of  mankind 
years  ago,  I  should  have  avoided  a  life 
in  poverty  and  shame.     1  am,  sir, 

6  Your  most  humble  servant, 

i  ALICE  ThREADNEEDEE.' 

Round-house,  Sept.  9,  1711. 

iPECTATOR, 

m  a  man  of  pleasure  about  town;  but  by 
pidity  of  a  dull  rogue  of  a  justice  of  peace, 

insolent  constable,  upon  the  oath  of  an  old 
in,  am  imprisoned  here  for  theft,  when  1 
ed  only  fornication.  The  midnight  magis- 
is  he  conveyed  me  along,  had  you  in  Tiis 
,  and  said,  this  would  make  a  pure  story 
?  Spectator.  1  hope,  sir,  you  won't  pretend 

and  take  the  part  of  dull  rogues  of  busi- 

The  world  is  so  altered  of  late  years,  that 
vas  not  a  man  who  would  knock  down  a 
nan  in  my  behalf,  but  I  was  carried  off 
s  much  triumph  as  if  1  had  been  a  pick- 
.  At  this  rate,  there  is  an  end  of  all  the 
d  humour  in  the  world.  The  time  was 
ill  the  honest  whoremasters  in  the  neigh- 
>od  would  have  rose  against  the  cuckolds 

IV.— 8 
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in  my  rescue.  If  fornication  is  ta  he  gcandataufe 
half  t,he  fine  things  that  have  been  writ  by  nipflt 
of  the  wits  of  the  last  age  may  be  burnt  Dy  tb$ 
common  hangman. ^  Hairke^Mr.  Spec.,  dQnQfc 
be  qeeer;  after  having  done  some  things  pretty 
well,  don't  hegin  to  write  afc  that  rate  that  no 
gentleman  can  read  thee.  Be  tru.e  to  love,  and 
burn  your  Seneca.  You  do  not  expect  in£  tor 
write  my  name  from  bence,  but  1  am, 

<  Your  unknown,  huinble,  &c. 

STEELE.  *J\ 


--  f    frrSQfr-f ■ 

No.  183.    SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  29. 

J/^cfv  4<"A4  5r«xx*  MQ4W  tru/toim  i/uout 

1J]uik  <f*  «/t,  dtKat/utv,  cOJtStx  /uuQ>i<rit<rQau.  HSSIOD. 

Sometimes  fair  truth  in  fiction  we  disguise, 
Sometimes  present  her  naked  to  men's,  eyes. 

Fables  were  the  first  pieces  of  wit  that  made 
their  appearance  in  the  world,  and  have  been  still 
highly  valued,  not  only  in  times  of  the  greatest 
simplicity,  but  among  the  most  polite  ages  of 
mankind.  Jotham's  table  of  the  trees*  is  the 
oldest  that  is  extant,  and  as  beautiful  as  any  which 
have  been  made  since  that  time.  Nathan's  fable 
of  the  poor  man  and  his  lambt  is  likewise  more 
ancient  than  any  that  is  extant,  besides  the  above- 
mentioned,  and  had  so  great  an  effect,  as  to  con- 
vey instruction  to  the  ear  of  a  king  without  of- 
fending it,  and  to   bring  the  man  after  God's 

*  Judges,  Chap,  ix,  8—15.  f2  Sam.  xii,  1    4 
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heart  to  a  right  sense  of  bis  spilt  and  his 
%  We  find  iEsop  in  the  most  mstaat  ages  ot 
bc^:  and  if  we  look  into  the  very  beginning 
t*e  commonwealth  of  Rome,  we  see  a  mu- 

snwwig  the.  common  people  appeased  by  a 
p  of  the.  betty  a#d  the  limbs,  which  was.  iq- 
l  very  proper  to,  gain  the  attention  of  an  in- 
ied  rabble,  at  a  time  when  perhaps  they  would 
3.  torn  to  pieces  any  man  who  nad  preached 
^tme  doctrine  to  them  ia  an  open  and  direct 
mer.  As  fables  took  their  birth,  in  the  very 
acy  of  learning,  they  never  flourished  more 
i  when  learning  was  at  its  greatest  height 
justify  this  assertion,  I  shall  put  my  reader 
nind  of  Horace,  tbe  greatest  wit  and  critic 
le  Augustan  age;,  and  of  Boileau,  the  most 
ect  poet  among  the  moderns;  not  to  men»- 

La  Fontaine,  who  by  this  way  of  writings 
>me  more  into  vogue  than  any  other  author 
ur  times, 

he  fables  I  have  here  mentioned  are  raised 
gether  upon  brutes  and  vegetables,  with  source 
ur  own  species  mixed  among  them,  when  the 
al  hath  so  required.  But  besides  this  kind 
ible,  there  is  another  in  which  the  actors  are 
lions,  virtues,  vices,  and  other  imaginary 
sons  of  the  like  nature.  Some  of  the  ancient 
ccs  will  have  it,  that  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey  of 
ner  are  fables  of  this  nature,  and  that  the  se- 
ll names  of  gods  and  heroes  are  nothing  else 
the  affections  of  the  mind  in  a  visible  shape 

character.  Thus  they  tell  us,  that  Achilles, 
he  first  Iliad,  represents  anger,  or  the  lrasci- 
part  of  human  nature;  that  upon  drawing  his 
>rd  against  his  superior  in  a  full,  assembly, 
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Pallas  is  only  another  name  for  reason,  which 
checks  and  advises  him  upon  that  occasion;  and 
at  her  first  appearance  touches  him  tfpon  the 
head,  that  part  of  the  man  being  looked  upon  as 
the  seat  of  reason.  And  thus  of  the  rest  of  the 
poem.  As  for  the  Odyssey,  1  think  if  is  plain 
that  Horace  considered  it  as  one  of  these  allego- 
rical fables,  by  the  moral  which  he  has  given  us 
of  several  parts  of  it  The  greatest  Italian  wits 
have  applied  themselves  to  the  writing  of  this 
latter  kind  of  fables;  as  Spencers  Faery-Queen  is 
one  continued  series  of  them,  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end  of  that  admirable  work.  If  we  loof 
into  the  finest  prose  authors  of  antiquity,  such  as 
Cicero,  Plato,  Xenophon,  and  many  others,  we 
shall  find  that  this  was  likewise  their  favourite 
kind  of  fable.  I  shall  only  farther  observe  upon 
it,  that  the  first  of  this  soft  that  made  any  consi- 
derable figure  in  the  world  was  that  of  Hercules 
meeting  with  Pleasure  and  Virtue;  which  was 
invented  by  Prodicus,  who  lived  before  Socrates, 
and  in  the  first  dawnings  of  philosophy.  He 
used  to  travel  through  Greece  by  virtue  of  this 
fable,  which  procured  him  a  kind  reception  in 
all  the  market-towns,  where  he  never  failed  tell- 
ing it  as  soon  as  he  had  gathered  an  audience 
about  him. 

After  this  short  preface,  which  1  have  made  up 
of  such  materials  as  my  memory  does  at  present 
suggest  to  me,  before  I  present  my  reader  with 
a  table  of  this  kind,  which  I  design  as  the  enter- 
tainment of  the  present  paper,  1  rnust  in  a  few 
words  open  the  occasion  of  it. 

In  the  account,  which  Plato  gives  ud  of  the 
tonversation  and  behaviour  of  Socrates  the  morn 
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ing  he  was  to  die,  he  tells  the  following  circum- 
stance. 

When  Socrates  his  fetters  were  knocked  pfi 
(as  was  usual  to  be  done  on  the  day  that  the  con- 
demned person  was  to  be  executed,)  being  seated 
in  the  midst  of  his  disciples,  and  laying  one  of 
his  legs  over  the  other,  in  a  very  unconcerned 
posture,  he  began  to  rub  it  where  it  had  been 
galled  by  the  iron;  and  whether  it  was  to  show 
the  indifference  with  which  he  entertained  the 
thoughts  of  his  approaching  death,  or,  after  his 
usual  nianner,  to  take  every  occasion  of  philoso- 
phizing upon  some  useful  subject,  he  observed 
the  pleasure  of  that  sensation  wnich  now  arose  in; 
those  very  parts  of  his  leg,  that  just  before  had. 
been  so  much  pained  by  the  fetter.  Upon  this 
be  reflected  on  the  nature  of  pleasure  and  pain  in 
general,  and  how  constantly  they  succeed  one 
another.  To  this  he  added,  that  if  a  man  of  a  good[ 
genius  for  a  fable  were  to  represent  the  nature. 
of  pleasure  and  pain  in  that  way  of  writing,  he 
would  probably  join  them  together  after  such  a 
manner,  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  the  one 
to  come  into  any  place  without  being  fallowed 
by  the  other. 

It  is  possible,  that  if  Plato  had  thought  it  pro* 
per  at  such  a  time  to  describe  Socrates  launching 
put  into  a  discourse  which  was  not  of  a  piece  with 
the  business  of  the  day,  he  would  have  enlarged* 
Mpon  this  hint,  and  have  drawn  it  out  into  pome 
beautiful  allegory  or  fable.  But  since  he  has  not; 
acta?  it,  I  shall  attempt  to  write  one  myself  i& 
Jtie  spirit  of  that  divine  author. 

*  l|iere  are  twp  families  which  from  tita  be- 
ginning of  the  world  were  as  opposite  to  each 
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other  as  light  and  darkness.  The  brie  of  them 
lived  in  heaven,  and  the  other  in  hell.  The 
youngest  descendant  of  the  first  family  was  Plea- 
sure, who  was  the  daughter  of  Happiness,  who 
was  the  child  of  Virtue,  who  was  the  offspring 
of  the  gods.  These,  as  I  said  before,  had  theitf 
habitation  in  heaven.  The  youngest  of  the  oppo- 
site family  was  Pain,  who  was  the  son  of  Misery, 
who  was  the  child  of  Vice,  who  was  the  offspring 
of  the  Furies.  The  habitation  of  this  race  o? 
beings  was  in  hell. 

i  The  middle  station  of  nature  between  these 
two  opposite  extremes  was  the  earth,  which  was 
inhabited  by  creatures  of  a  middle  kind,  neither 
so  virtuous  as  the  one,  nor  so  vicious  as  the 
other,  but  partaking  of  the  good  and  bad  quali- 
ties of  these  two  opposite  families.  Jupiter  con- 
sidering that  the  species,  commonly  called  maty 
was  too  virtuous  to  be  miserable,  and  too  vicious 
to  be  happy;  that  he  might  make  a  distinction 
between  the  good  and  the  bad,  ordered  the  two 
youngest  of  the  above-mentioned  families,  Pleaj 
sure,  who  was  the  daughter  of  Happiness,  and 
Pain,  who  was  the  son  of  Misery,  to  meet  orie 
another  upon  this  part  of  nature  which  lay  ifi  the 
half  way  between  them,  having  promised  to  set- 
tle it  upon  them  both,  provided  they  could  agree 
upon  tne  division  of  it,  so  as  to  share  mankind 
between  them. 

'  Pleasure  and  Pain  were  no  sooner  met  in  their 
new  habitation,  but  they  irrimediately  agreed 
upon  this  point,  that  Pleasure  should  take  po> 
session  of  the  virtuous,  and  Pain  of  the  vicious, 
part  of  that  species  which  was  given  up  to  them. 
But  upon  examining  to  which  of  them  any  indi- 
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yidual  they  met  with  belonged,  they  found  each 
of  them  had  a  right  to  him;  for  that,  contrary  to, 
what  they  had  seen  in  their  old  places  of  resi~ 
dence,  there  was  no  person  so  vicious  who  had 
not  some  good  in  him,  nor  any  person  so  virtu- 
ous who  had  not  in  him  some  evil.  The  truth  of 
it  is,  they  generally  found  upon  search,  that  in 
the  most  vicious  man  Pleasure  might  lay  a  claim 
to  an  hundredth  part,  and  that  in  the  most  vir- 
tuous man  pain  might  come  in  for  at  least  two- 
thirds.  This  they  saw  would  occasion  endless 
disputes  between  them,  unless  they  could  come 
to  some  accommodation.  To  this  end  there 
was  a  marriage  proposed  between  them,  and  at 
length  concluded:  by  this  means  it  is  that  we 
find  Pleasure  and  Pain  are  such  constant  yoke- 
fellows, and  that  they  either  make  their  visits  to- 
gether, or  are  never  far  asunder.  If  Pain  comes 
into  a  heart,  he  is  quickly  followed  by  Pleasure; 
and  if  Pleasure  enters,  you  may  be  sure  Pain  is 
not  far  off. 

'  But  notwithstanding  this  marriage  was  very 
convenient  for  the  two  parties,  it  did  not  seem 
to  answer  the  intention  of  Jupiter  m  sending 
them  among  mankind.  To  remedy  therefore 
this  inconvenience,  it  was  stipulated  between 
them  by  article,  and  confirmed  by  the  consent  of 
each  family,  that  notwithstanding  they  here  pos- 
sessed the  species  indifferently;  upon  the  death 
of  every  single  person,  if  he  was  found  to  have 
in  him  a  certain  proportion  of  evil,  he  should  be; 
despatched  into  the  infernal  regions  by  a  passr 
port  from  Pain,  there  to  dwell  with  Misery, 
Vice,  and  the  Furies:  or  on  the  contrary,  if  he 
had  in  him  a^ertain  proportion  of  good,  he  should 
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be  despatched  into  heaven  by  a  passport  from 
Pleasure,  there  to  dwell  with  Happiness,  Virtue, 
and  the  gods.' 

ADDISON.  L. 
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~—Optte  in  longofas  est  cbrepere  somnum.     Ho  a. 

—In  long  works  sleep  will  sometimes  surprise. 

RodCotatfo*. 

Whew  a  man  has  discovered  a  new  vein  of  hu- 
mour, it  often  carries  him  much  farther  than  he 
expected  from  it  My  correspondents  take  the 
hint  I  gave  them,  and  pursue  it  into  speculations 
which  1  never  thought  of  at  my  first  starting  it 
This  has  been  the  fate  of  my  paper  on  the  match 
of  grinning,*  which  has  already  produced  a  se- 
cond paper  on  parallel  subjects,*  and  brought  me 
the  following  letter  by  the  last  post.  1  shall  not 
premise  any  thing  to  it  farther,  than  that  it  is 
built  on  matter  of  fact,  and  is  as  follows. 

'  sift, 

1  You  have  already  obliged  the  world  with  a 
discourse  upon  grinning,  and  have  since  proceed- 
ed to  whistling,  from  whence  you  at  length  came 
to  yawning;  from  this,  I  think,  you  may  make  a 
very  natural  transition  to  sleeping.  I  therefore 
recommend  to  you  for  the  Subject  of  a  paper  the 
following  advertisement,  which,  about  two  months 

•  Speet  tfo.  if%.  ffr.  Ifo.  lrfc 
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ago,  was  given  into  every  body's  hands,  and  may 
be  seen,  with  some  additions,  in  The  Daily  Cou~ 
rant  of  August  the  ninth. 

"  Nicholas  Hart,  who  slept  last  year  in  St.  Bar- 
tholomew's hospital,  intenas  to  sleep  this  year  at 
the  Cock  and  Bottle  in  Little  Britain." 

**  Having  since  inquired  into  the  matter  of  fact, 
1  find  that  the  above-mentioned  Nicholas  Hart  is 
every  year  seized  with  a  periodical  fit  of  sleeping, 
which  begins  upon  the  5th  of  August,  and  ends 
on  the  11th  of  the  same  month:  that 

*  On  the  first  of  that  month  he  grew  dull ; 
'  On  the  second,  appeared  drowsy; 

i  On  the  third,  fell  a  yawning; 

*  On  the  fourth,  began  to  nod; 

*  On  the  fifth,  dropped  asleep; 

*  On  the  sixth,  was  heard  to  snore; 

*  On  the  seventh,  turned  himself  in  his  bed; 

*  On  the  eighth,  recovered  his  former  posture; 

*  On  the  ninth,  fell  a  stretching; 

4  On  the  tenth  about  midnight,  awaked; 

'  On  the  eleventh  in  the  morning,  called  for  a 
little  small  beer. 

6  This  account  I  have  extracted  out  of  the  Jour- 
nal of  this  sleeping  worthy,  as  it  has  been  faith- 
fully kept  by  a  gentleman  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  who 
has  undertaken  to  be  his  historiographer.  I  have 
sent  it  to  you,  not  only  as  it  represents  the  actions 
of  Nicholas  Hart,  but  as  it  seems  a  very  natural 
picture  of  the  life  of  many  an  honest  English 
gentleman,  whose  whole  history  very  often  con- 
sists of  yawning,  nodding,  stretching,  turning, 
sleeping,  drinking,  and  the  like  extraordinary 
particulars,  1  do  not  question  sir,  that  if  you 
pleased,  you  could  put  out  an  advertisement,  not 
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unlike  the  above-mentioned,  of  several  men  of 
figure;  that  Mr.  John  such-a-one,  gentleman,  or 
Thomas  such-a-one,  esquire,  who  slept  in  the 
country  last  summer,  intends  to  sleep  in  town 
this  winter.  The  worst  of  it  is,  that  trie  drowsy 
part  of  our  species  is  chiefly  made  up  of  very 
nonest  gentlemen,  who  live  quietly  among  their 
neighbours,  without  ever  disturbing  the  public 
peace;  they  are  drones  without  stings.  I  could 
neartily  wish,  that  several  turbulent,  restless,  am- 
bitious spirits,  would  for  a  while  change  places 
with  these  good  men;  and  enter  themselves  into 
Nicholas  Hart's  fraternity.  Could  one  but  lay 
asleep  a  few  busy  heads  which  I  could  name,  from 
the  first  of  November  next  to  the  first  of  May  en- 
suing,* 1  question  not  but  it  would  very  much 
redound  to  the  quiet  of  particular  persons,  as  well 
as  to  the  benefit  of  the  public. 

'But  to  return  to  Nicholas  Hart:  I  believe, 
sir,  you  will  think  it  a  very  extraordinary  cir- 
cumstance for  a  man  to  gain  his  livelihood  by 
sleeping,  and  that  rest  should  procure  a  man  sus- 
tenance as  well  as  industry;  yet  so  it  is,  that 
Nicholas  £Ot  last  year  enough  to  support  himself 
for  a  twelvemonth.  I  am  likewise  informed, 
that  he  has  this  year  had  a  very  comfortable  nap. 
The  poets  value  themselves  very  much  for  sleep- 
ing on  Parnassus,  but  I  never  heard  they  got  a 
groat  by  it:  on  the  contrary,  our  friend  Nicholas 
gets  more  by  sleeping  than  he  could  by  working; 
and  may  be  more  properly  said,  than  ever  Homer 
was,  to  have  had  golden  dreams.     Juvenal  in- 

*  Alluding  to  the  time  of  the  year  generally  occupied  in 
the  sittings  of  parliament. 
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deed  mentions  a  drowsy  husband  who  raised  an 
estate  by  snoring;  but  then  he  is  represented  to 
have  slept  what  the  common  people  call  a  dog's 
sleep;  or  if  his  sleep  was  real,  his  wife  was  awake, 
and  about  her  business.  Your  pen,  which  loves 
to  moralize  upon  all  subjects,  may  raise  some- 
thing, methinks,  on  this  circumstance  also,  and 
point  out  to  us  those  sets  of  men  who,  instead  of 
growing  rich  by  an  honest  industry,  recommend 
themselves  to  trie  favours  of  the  great,  by  making 
themselves  agreeable  companions  in  the  partici- 
pations of  luxury  and  pleasure. 

6 1  must  further  acquaint  you,  sir,  that  one  of 
the  most  eminent  pens  in  Grub-street  is  now- em- 
ployed in  writing  the  dream  of  this  miraculous 
sleeper,  which  I  hear  will  be  of  a  more  than  or- 
dinarv  length,  as  it  must  contain  all  the  |>articu- 
lars  that  are  supposed  to  have  passed  in  his  ima- 
gination during  so  long  a  sleep.  He  is  said  to 
have  gone  already  through  three  days  and  three 
nights  of  it,  and  to  have  comprised  in  them  the 
most  remarkable  passages  of  the  four  first  em- 
pires of  the  world.  If  he  can  keep  free  from 
party  strokes,  his  work  may  be  of  use;  but  this 
1  much  doubt,  having  been  informed  by  one  of 
his  friends  and  confidents,  that  he  has  spoken 
gome  things  of  Nimrod  with  too  great  freedom. 

6 1  am  ever,  sir,  &c* 

ADDISON.  L. 


124  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  185. 

No.  185.  TUESDAY,  OCTOBER  8. 

—Tantaent  onimis  ccekstibus  iras?    Virg.  JEjc. 
And  dwells  such  fury  in  celestial  breasts? 

There  is  nothing  in  which  men  more  deceive 
themselves  than  in  what  the  world  calls  zeal. 
There  are  so  many  passions  which  hide  them- 
selves under  it,  and  so  many  mischiefs  arising 
from  it,  that  some  have  cone  so  far  as  to  say  it 
would  have  been  for  the  oenefit  of  mankind  if  it 
had  never  been  reckoned  in  the  catalogue  of  vir- 
tues. It  is  certain,  where  it  is  once  laudable  and 
prudential,  it  is  an  hundred  times  criminal  and 
erroneous:  nor  can  it  be  otherwise,  if  we  consi- 
der that  it  operates  with  equal  violence  in  all  reli- 
gions, however  opposite  they  may  be  to  one  ano- 
ther, and  in  all  the  subdivisions  of  each  religion 
in  particular. 

We  are  told  by  some  of  the  Jewish  rabbins, 
that  the  first  murder  was  occasioned  by  a  religi- 
ous controversy;  and  if  we  had  the^  whole  histo- 
ry of  zeal  from  the  days  of  Cain  to  our  own  times, 
we  should  see  it  filled  with  so  many  scenes  of 
slaughter  and  bloodshed,  as  would  make  a  wise 
man  very  careful  how  he  suffers  himself  to  be 
actuated  by  such  a  principle,  when  it  only  re- 
gards matters  of  opinion  and  speculation. 

I  would  have  every  zealous  man  examine  his 
heart  thoroughly ;  and  I  believe  he  will  often  find, 
that  what  he  calls  a  zeal  for  his  religion,  is  eithei 
pride,  interest,  or  ill-nature.  A  man  who  differ* 
from  another  in  opinion,  sets  himself  above  him 
in  his  own  judgment,  and  in  several  particular! 
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pretends  to  be  the  wiser  person.  This  is  a  great 
provocation  to  the  proud  man,  and  gives  a  very 
keen  edge  to  what  ne  calls  his  zeal.  And  that 
this  is  the  case  very  often,  we  may  observe  from 
the  behaviour  of  some  of  the  most  zealous  for 
orthodoxy,  who  have  often  great  friendships 
and  intimacies  with  vicious  immoral  men,  pro* 
vided  they  do  but  agree  with  them  in  the  same 
scheme  of  belief.  The  reason  is,  because  the 
vicious  believer  gives  the  precedency  to  the  vir«- 
tuous  man,  and  allows  the  good  christian  to  be 
the  worthier  person,  at  the  same  time  that  he  can 
not  come  up  to  his  perfections.  This  we  find 
exemplified  in  that  trite  passage  which  we  see 
quoted  in  almost  every  system  of  ethics,  though 
upon  another  occasion. 


■Video  meUora prologue, 


Deteriora  sequor Ovid.  Met. 

I  see  the  right,  and  I  approve  it  too; 

Condemn  the  wrong1,  and  yet  the  wrong  pursue.    Tatb. 

On  the  contrary,  it  is  certain,  if  our  zeal  were 
true  and  genuine,  we  should  be  much  more  an- 
gry with  a  sinner  than  a  heretic;  since  there  are 
several  cases  which  may  excuse  the  latter  before 
his  great  Judge,  but  none  which  can  excuse  the 
former. 

Interest  is  likewise  a  great  inflamer,  and  sets 
a  man  on  persecution  under  the  colour  of  zeal. 
For  this  reason  we  find  none  are  so  forward  to 
promote  the  true  worship  by  fire  and  sword,  as 
those  who  find  their  present  account  in  it.  But 
I  shall  extend  the  word  interest  to  a  larger  mean- 
ing than  what  is  generally  given  it,  as  it  relates 
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to  oar  spiritual  safety  and  welfare,  as  well  as  to 
our  temporal.  A  man  is  glad  to  gain  numbers 
on  his  side,  as  they  serve  to  strengthen  him  in 
his  private  opinions.  Every  proselyte  is  like  a 
new  argument  for  the  establishment  of  his  faith. 
It  makes  him  believe  that  his  principles  carry 
conviction  with  them,  and  are  the  more  likely  to 
be  true,  when  he  finds  they  are  conformable  to 
the  reason  of  others  as  well  as  to  his  own.  And 
that  this  temper  of  mind  deludes  a  man  very  of- 
ten into  an  opinion  of  his  zeal,  may  appear  from 
the  common  behaviour  of  the  atheist,  who  main- 
tains and  spreads  his  opinions  with  as  much  heat 
as  those  who  believe  they  do  it  only  out  of  a  pas- 
sion for  God's  glory. 

Ill-nature  is  another  dreadful  imitator  of  zeal. 
Many  a  good  man  may  have  a  natural  rancour 
and  malice  in  his  heart,  which  has  been  in  some 
measure  quelled  and  subdued  by  religion:  but  if 
it  finds  any  pretence  of  breaking  out,  which  does 
not  seem  to  nim  inconsistent  with  the  duties  of 
a  christian,  it  throws  off  all  restraint,  and  rages 
in  its  full  fury.  Zeal  is  therefore  a  great  ease  to 
a  malicious  man,  by  making  him  believe  he  does 
God  service,  whilst  he  is  gratifying  the  bent  of 
a  perverse  revengeful  temper.  For  this  reason 
we  find  that  most  of  the  massacres  and  devasta- 
tions which  have  been  in  the  world,  have  taken 
their  rise  from  a  furious  pretended  zeal. 

1  love  to  see  a  man  zealous  in  a  good  matter, 
and  especially  when  his  zeal  shows  itself  for  ad- 
vancing morality,  and  promoting  the  happiness 
of  mankind:  but  when  I  find  the  instruments  he 
works  with  are  racks  and  gibbets,  galleys  and 
dungeons;  when  he  imprisons  men's  persons. 
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confiscates  their  estates,  rums  thetr-famUies,  and 
burns  the  body  to  save  the  soul — 1  can  not  stick 
to  pronounce  of  such-a-one,  that  (whatever  he 
may  think  of  his  faith  and  religion)  his  faith  is 
vain,  and  his  religion  unprofitable. 

After  having  treated  of  these  false  zealots  in 
religion,  I  can  not  forbear  mentioning  a  mon- 
strous species  of  men,  who  one  would  not  think 
had  any  existance  in  nature,  were  they  not  to  be 
met  with  in  ordinary  conversation,  I  mean  the 
zealots  in  atheism.  One  would  fancy  that  these 
men,  though  they  fall  short  in  every  other  re- 
spect of  those  who  make  a  profession  of  religion, 
would  at  least  outshine  them  in  this  particular, 
and  be  exempt  from  that  single  fault  which  seems 
to  grow  out  of  the  imprudent  fervours  of  religion; 
but  so  it  is,  that  infidelity  is  propagated  with  as 
much  fierceness  and  contention,  wrath  and  indig- 
nation, as  if  the  safety  of  mankind  depended  up- 
on it.  There  is  something  so  ridiculous  and  per- 
verse in  this  kind  of  zealots,  that  one  does  not 
know  how  to  set  them  out  in  their  proper  colours. 
They  are  a  sort  of  gamesters  who  are  eternally 
upon  the  fret,  though  they  play  for  nothing. 
They-  are  perpetually  teasing  their  friends  to 
come  over  to  them,  though  at  the  same  time  they 
allow  that  neither  of  them  shall  get  any  thing  by 
the  bargain.  In  short,  the  zeal  ot  spreading  athe- 
ism is,  if  possible,  more  absurd  than  atheism  it- 
self. 

Since  1  have  mentioned  this  unaccountable  zeal 
which  appears  in  atheists  and  infidels,  I  must  far- 
ther observe,  that  they  are  likewise  in  a  most 
particular  manner  possessed  with  the  spirit  of 
oigotry.     They  are  wedded  to  opinions  full  of 
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contradiction  and  impossibility,  and  at  the  same 
time  look  upon  the  smallest  difficulty  in  an  ar- 
ticle of  faith  as  a  sufficient  reason  for  rejecting  it 
Notions  that  fall  in  with  the  common  reason  of 
mankind,  that  are  conformable  to  the  sense  of 
all  ages,  and  all  nations,  not  to  mention  their  ten- 
dency for  promoting  the  happiness  of  societies, 
or  of  particular  persons,  are  exploded  as  errors 
and  prejudices,  and  schemes  erected  in  their 
stead  that  are  altogether  monstrous  and  irratioa* 
al,  and  require  the  most  extravagant  credulity  to 
embrace  them.  1  would  fain  ask  one  of  these 
bigoted  infidels,  supposing  all  the  great  points  of 
atheism,  as  the  casual  or  eternal  formation  of  the 
world;  the  materiality  of  a  thinking  substance, 
the  morality  of  the  soul,  the  fortuitous  organiza- 
tion of  the  body,  the  motions  and  gravitation  of 
matter,  with  the  like  particulars  were  laid  to- 
gether and  formed  into  a  kind  of  creed,  accord- 
ing to  the  opinions  of  the  most  celebrated  athe- 
ists; I  say,  supposing  such  a  creed  as  this  were 
formed,  and  imposed  upon  any  one  people  in  the 
world,  whether  it  would  not  require  an  infinitely 
greater  measure  of  faith  than  any  set  of  article* 
which  they  so  violently  oppose?  Let  me  there- 
fore advise  this  generation  of  wranglers;  for  their 
own  and  for  the  public  good,  to  act  at  least  so 
consistently  with  themselves,  as  not  to  burn 
with  zeal  for  irreligion,  and  with  bigotry  for  non- 
sense. 

ADDISON.  C 
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Caelum  ipsum  petimus  stuUitid.  Hob.  Ob. 


-Scarce  the  gods  and  heavenly  climes 


Are  safe  from  our  audacious  crimes.       Dryden. 

Upon  my  return  to  my  lodgings  last  night,  I 
found  a  letter  from  my  worthy  friend  the  clergy- 
man, whom  I  have  given  some  account  of  in  my 
former  papers.  He  tells  me  in  it,  that  4ie  was 
particularly  pleased  with  the  latter  part  of  my 
yesterday's  speculation ;  and  at  the  same  time  in- 
closed the  following  essay,  which  he  desires  me 
to  publish  as  the  sequel  of  that  discourse.  It 
consists  partly  of  uncommon  reflections,  and 
partly  of  such  as  have  been  already  used,  but  now 
set  in  a  stronger  light. 

i  A  believer  may  be  excused  by  the  most  har- 
dened atheist  for  endeavouring  to  make  him  a 
convert,  because  he  does  it  with  an  eye  to  both 
their  interests.  The  atheist  is  inexcusable  who 
tries  to  gain  over  a  believer,  because  he  does  not 
propose  the  doing  himself  or  the  believer  any 
good  by  such  a  conversation. 

*  The  prospect  of  a  future  state  is  the  secret 
comfort  and  refreshment  of  my  soul;  it  is  that 
which  makes  nature  look  gay  about  me;  it  doubles 
all  my  pleasures,  and  supports  me  under  all  my 
afflictions.  I  can  look  at  disappointments  and 
misfortunes,  pain  and  sickness,  death  itself,  and, 
what  is  worse  than  death,  the  loss  of  those  who 
are  dearest  to  me,  with  indifference,  so  long  as  I 
Keep  in  view  the  pleasures  of  eternity,  and  the 
state  of  being  in  wnich  there  will  be  no  fears  nor 

Vol.  IV.— V 
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apprehensions,  pains  nor  sorrows,  sickness  nor 
separation.  Why  will  any  man  be  so  imperti- 
nently officious  as  to  tell  me  all  this  is  only  fancy 
and  delusion?  Is  there  any  merit  in  being  the 
messenger  of  ill  news?  If  it  is  a  dream,  let  me 
enjoy  it,  since  it  makes  me  both  the  happier  and 
better  man. 

*  1  must  confess  I  do  not  know  how  to  trust  a 
man  who  believes  neither  heaven  nor  hell,  or,  it 
other  words,  a  future  state  of  rewards  and  pirn* 
ishments.  Not  only  natural  self-love,  but  reason, 
directs  us  to  promote  our  own  interest  above  aM 
things.  It  can  never  be  for  the  interest  of  a  be- 
liever to  do  me  a  mischief,  because  he  is  sure> 
upon  the  balance  of  accounts,  to  find  himself  a 
loser  by  it.  On  the  contrary,  if  he  considers  his 
own  welfare  in  his  behaviour  towards  me,  it  will 
lead  him  to  do  me  all  the  good  he  can,  and  at  the 
same  time  restrain  him  from  doing  tne  any  inju- 
ry. An  unbeliever  does  not  act  like  a  reasonable 
creature,  if  he  favours  me  contrary  to  his  pre* 
sent  interest,  or  does  not  distress  me  when  it 
turns  to  his  present  advantage.  Honour  and 
good-nature  may  indeed  tie  up  his  hands:  but  as 
these  would  be  very  much  strengthened  by  rea- 
son and  principle,  so  without  them  they  are  only 
instinct,  or  wavering  unsettled  notions,  which 
rest  on  no  foundation. 

ti fidelity  has  been  attacked  with  so  good 
success  of  late  years,  that  it  is  driven  out  of  all 
its  ouflworks.  The  atheist  has  not  found  his  post 
tenableAand  is  therefore  retired  into  deism  and 
a  disbelief  of  revealed  religion  only.  But  the 
truth  of  ]t  is,  the  greatest  number  of  this  set  of 
men  are  those  who,  for  want  of  a  virtuous  edu 
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ation,  or  examining  the  grounds  of  religion, 
;now  so  very  little  of  the  matter  in  question  that 
heir  infidelity  is  but  another  term  for  their  ig- 
lorapce. 

<  As  folly  and  inconsiderateness  are  the  foun- 
lations  of  infidelity,  the  ^reat  pillars  and  sup- 
porters of  it  are  either  a  vanity  of  appearing  wiser 
han  the  rest  of  mankind,  or  an  ostentation  of 
ourage  in  despising  the  terrors  of  another  world, 
vhich  have  so  great  an  influence  on  what  they 
all  weaker  minds;  or  an  aversion  to  a  belief 
hat  must  cut  them  off  from  many  of  those  plea- 
ures  they  propose  to  themselves,  and  fill  them 
vith  remorse  lor  many  of  those  they  have  al- 
eady  tasted. 

**  The  great  received  articles  of  the  christian 

eligion  have  been  so  clearly  proved,  from  the 

uthority  of  that  divine  revelation  in  which  they 

re  delivered,  that  it  is  impossible  for  those  who 

ave  ears  to  hear,  and  eyes  to  see,  not  to  be  con- 

tnced  of  them.     But  were  it  possible  for  any 

ting  in  the  christian  faith  to  be  erroneous,  1  can 

Hi  no  ill  consequences  in  adhering  to  it.     The 

lat  points  of  the  incarnation  and  sufferings  of 

(Saviour  produce  naturally  such  habits  of 
ue  in  the  mind  of  man,  that,  1  say  supposing 
foere  possible  for  us  to  be  mistaken  in  them, 
"infidel  himself  must  at  least  allow  that  no 
Ir  system  of  religion  could  so  effectually  con- 
Ite  to  the  heightening  of  morality.     They 
fais  great  ideas  of  the  dignity  of  human  na- 
land  of  the  love  which  trie  Supreme  Being 
Ito  his  creatures,  and  consequently  engage 
|he  hijghest  acts  of  duty  towards  our  Crea- 
ftr  neighbour,  and  ourselves.     How  many 
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noble  arguments  has  Saint  Paul  raised  from  the 
chief  articles  of  our  religion,  for  the  advancing 
of  morality  in  its  three  great  branches?  To  give  a 
single  example  in  each  kind:  What  can  .be  a 
stronger  motive  to  a  firm  trust  and  reliance  on 
the  mercies  of  our  Maker,  than  the  giving  us  his 
Son  to  suffer  for  us?  What  can  make  us  love  and 
esteem  even  the  most  inconsiderable  of  mankind, 
more  than  the  thought  that  Christ  died  for  him? 
Or  what  dispose  us  to  set  a  stricter  guard  upon 
the  purity  of  our  own  hearts,  than  our  being 
members  of  Christ,  and  a  part  of  the  society  of 
which  that  immaculate  person  is  the  head?  But 
these  are  only  a  specimen  of  those  admirable  en- 
forcements of  morality  which  the  apostle  has 
drawn  from  the  history  of  our  blessed  Saviour. 
'  If  our  modern  infidels  considered  these  mat- 
ters with  that  candour  and  seriousness  which 
they  deserve,,  we  should  not  see  them  act  with 
such  a  spirit  of  bitterness,  arrogance,  and  malice; 
they  would  not  be  raising  such  insignificant  cavils, 
doubts,  and  scruples,  as  may  be  started  against 
every  thing  that  is  not  capable  of  mathematical 
demonstration;  in  order  to  unsettle  the  minds  of 
the  ignorant,  disturb  the  public  peace,  subvert 
morality,  and  throw  all  things  into  confusion  and 
disorder.  If  none  of  these  reflections  can  have 
any  influence  on  them,  there  is  one  that  perhaps 
may,  because  it  is  adapted  to  their  vanity,  by 
which  they  seem  to  be  guided  much  more  than 
their  reason.  1  would  therefore  have  them  con- 
sider, that  the  wisest  and  best  of  men,  in  all  ages 
of  the  world,  have  been  those  who  lived  up  to 
the  religion  of  their  country,  when  they  saw 
nothing  in  it  opposite  to  morality,  and  to  the  bes* 
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lights  they  had  of  the  Divine  Nature.  Pythago- 
ras's  first  rule  directs  us  to  worship  the  gods  as 
it  is  ordained  by  law,  for  that  is  the  most  natu- 
ral interpretation  of  the  precept.  Socrates,  who 
was  the  most  renowned  among  the  heathens 
both  for  wisdom  and  virtue,  in  his  last  moments 
desires  his  friends  to  offer  a  cock  to  Esculapius; 
doubtless  out  of  a  submissive  deference  to  the  es- 
tablished worship  of  his  country.  Xenophon 
tells  us,  that  his  prince  (whom  he  sets  forth  as  a 
pattern  of  perfection,)  when  he  found  his  death 
approaching,  offered  sacrifices  on  the  mountains 
to  the  Persian  Jupiter  and  the  Sun,  "  accord- 
ing to  the  custom  of  the  Persians;"  for  those 
are  the  words  of  the  historian.  Nay,  the  Epi- 
cureans and  atomical  philosophers  showed  a  very 
remarkable  modesty  in  this  particular:  for  though 
the  being  of  a  God  was  entirely  repugnant  to 
their  schemes  of  natural  philosophy,  they  con- 
tented themselves  with  tne  denial  of  a  Provi- 
dence, asserting  at  the  same  time  the  existence 
of  gods  in  general;  because  they  would  not  shock 
the  common  belief  of  mankind,  and  the  religion 
of  their  country. 9 

ADDISON.  C. 


1 34  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  187. 


No.  187.    THURSDAY,  OCTOBER  4. 

Miaeri  quibua 

Inientatanites Hon. 

Ah,  wretched  those  who  love,  yet  ne'er  did  try 
The  smiling1  treachery  of  thy  eye!         Creech. 

The  intelligence  given  by  this  correspondent 
is  so  important  and  useful,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
persons  he  speaks  of,  that  1  shall  insert  his  letter 
at  length. 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

€  I  do  not  know  that  you  have  ever  touched 
upon  a  certain  species  01  women,  whom  we  or- 
dinarily call  jilts.  You  can  not  possibly  go  upon 
a  more  useful  work,  than  the  consideration  of 
these  dangerous  animals.  The  coquette  is  in- 
deed one  degree  towards  the  jilt;  but  the  heart  of 
the  former  is  bent  upon  admiring  herself,  and 
giving  false  hopes  to  ner  lovers;  but  the  latter  is 
not  contented  to  be  extremely  amiable,  but  she 
must  add  to  that  advantage  a  certain  delight  in 
being  a  torment  to  others.  Thus  when  her  lover 
is  in  the  full  expectation  of  success,  the  jilt  shall 
meet  him  with  a  sudden  indifference,  and  admi- 
ration in  her  face  at  his  being  surprised  that  he 
is  received  like  a  stranger,  and  a  cast  of  her  head 
another  way,  with  a  pleasant  scorn  of  the  fellow's 
insolence.  It  is  very  probable  the  lover  goes 
home  utterly  astonished  and  dejected,  sits  down 
to  his  scrutoire,  sends  her  word,  in  the  most  ab- 
ject terms,  that  he  knows  not  what  he  has  done: 
that  all  which  was  desirable  in  this  life  is  so  sud 
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denly  vanished  from  him,  that  the  charmer  of  his 
soul  should  withdraw  the  vital  heat  from  the 
heart  which  pants  for  her.  He  continues  a 
mournful  absence  for  some  time,  pining;  in  se- 
cret, and  out  of  humour  with  all  things  which  he 
meets  with,  ^t  length  he  takes  a  resolution  to 
try  his  fate,  and  explain  with  her  resolutely  upon 
her  unaccountable  carriage.  He  walks  up  to  her 
apartment  with  a  thousand  inquietudes  ana  doubts 
in  what  manner  he  shall  meet  the  first  cast  of  her 
eye;  when  upon  his  first  appearance  she  flies  to- 
wards him,  wonders  where  he  has  been,  accuses 
him  of  his  absence,  and  treats  him  with  a  fami 
liarity  as  surprising  as  her  former  coldness.  This 
good  correspondence  continues  till  the  lady  ob- 
serves the  lover  grows  happy  in  it,  and  then  she 
interrupts  it  with  some  new  inconsistency  of  be- 
haviour. For  (as  1  just  now  said)  the  happiness 
of  a  jilt  consists  only  in  the  power  of  making 
others  uneasy.  But  such  is  the  folly  of  this  sect 
of  women,  that  they  carry  on  this  pretty  skittish 
behaviour  till  they  have  no  charms  left  to  render 
it  supportable.  Corinna,  that  used  to  torment 
all  who  conversed  with  her  with  false  glances, 
and  little  heedless  unguarded  motions,  that  were 
to  betray  some  inclination  towards  the  man  she 
would  ensnare,  finds  at  present  all  she  attempts 
that  way  unregarded;  and  is  obliged  to  indulge 
the  jilt  in  her  constitution,  by  laying  artificial 
plots,  writing  perplexing  letters  from  unknown 
nands,  and  making  all  the  young  fellows  in  love 
with  her,  till  they  find  out  who  she  is.  Thus, 
as  before,  she  gave  torment  by  disguising  her  in- 
clination, she  now  is  obliged  to  do  it  by  hiding 
her  person. 
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c  As  for  my  own  part,  Mr.  Spectator,  it  has 
been  my  unhappy  fate  to  be  jilted  from  my  youth 
upward ;  and  as  my  taste  has  been  very  much  to- 
wards intrigue,  and  having  intelligence  with  wo- 
men of  wit,  my  whole  life  has  passed  away  in  a 
series  of  impositions.  I  shall,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  present  race  of  young  men,  give  some  ac- 
count of  my  loves.  1  know  not  whether  you 
have  ever  heard  of  the  famous  girl  about  town 
called  Kitty:  this  creature  (for  1  must  take  shame 
upon  myself)  was  my  mistress  in  the  days  when 
keeping  was  in  fashion.  Kitty,  under  the  ap- 
pearance of  being  wild,  thoughtless  and  irregular 
in  all  her  words  and  actions,  concealed  the  most 
accomplished  jilt  of  her  time.  Her  negligence 
had  to  me  a  charm  in  it  like  that  of  chastity,  and 
want  of  desires  seemed  as  great  a  merit  as  the 
conquest  of  them.  The  air  she  gave  herself  was 
that  of  a  romping  girl;  and  whenever  I  talked  to 
her  with  any  turn  of  fondness,  she  would  imme- 
diately snatch  off  my  periwig;  try  it  upon  her- 
self in  the  glass,  clap  her  arms  a-kimbow,  draw 
my  sword,  and  make  passes  on  the  wall,  take  off 
my  cravat,  and  seize  it  to  make  some  other  use 
of  the  lace,  or  run  into  some  other  unaccountable 
rompishness,  till  the  time  1  had  appointed  to 
pass  away  with  her  was  over.  I  went  from  her 
full  of  pleasure  at  the  reflection,  that  I  had  the 
keeping  of  so  much  beauty  in  a  woman  who,  as 
she  was  too  heedless  to  please  me,  was  also  too 
inattentive  to  form  a  design  to  wrong  me.  Long 
did  I  divert  every  hour  that  hung  heavy  upon 
me  in  the  company  of  this  creature,  whom  I 
looked  upon  as  neither  guilty  nor  innocent,  but 
could  laugh  at  myself  for  my  unaccountable  plea- 
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sure  in  an  expense  upon  her,  till  in  the  end  it 
appeared  my  pretty  insensible  was  with  child  by 
my  footman. 

'  This  accident  roused  me  into  a  disdain  against 
all  libertine  women,  under  what  appearance  so- 
ever they  hid  their  insincerity;  ana  I  resolved 
after  that  time  to  converse  with  none  but  those 
who  lived  within  the  rules  of  decency  and  hon- 
our. To  this  end  1  formed  myself  into  a  more 
regular  turn  of  behaviour,  ana  began  to  make 
visits,  frequent  assemblies,  and  lead  out  ladies 
from  the  theatres,  with  all  the  other  insignificant 
duties  which  the  professed  servants  of  the  fair 
place  themselves  in  constant  readiness  to  per- 
form. In  a  very  little  time,  having  a  plentiful 
fortune,  fathers  and  mothers  began  to  regard  me 
as  a  good  match,  and  I  found  easy  admittance 
into  the  best  families  in  town  to  observe  their 
daughters;  but  I,  who  was  born  to  follow  the 
fair  to  no  purpose,  have,  by  the  force  of  my  ill 
stars,  made  my  application  to  three  jilts  succes- 
sively. 

*  Hyaena  is  one  of  those  who  form  themselves 
into  a  melancholy  and  indolent  air,  and  endea- 
vour to  gain  admirers  from  their  inattention  to 
all  around  them.  Hyaena  can  loll  in  her  coach, 
with  something  so  fixed  in  her  countenance,  that 
it  is  impossible  to  conceive  her  meditation  is 
employed  only  on  her  dress  and  her  charms  in 
that  posture.  If  it  were  not  too  coarse  a  simile, 
I  should  say,  Hyaena,  in  the  figure  she  affects  to 
appear  in,  is  a  spider  in  the  midst  of  a  cobweb, 
that  is  sure  to  destroy  every  fly  that  approaches 
it.  The  net  Hyaena  throws  is  so  fine,  that  you 
are  taken  in  it  before  you  can  observe  any  part 
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of  her  work.  I  attempted  her  for  a  long  and 
weary  season,  but  I  found  her  passion  went  no 
farther  than  to  be  admired;  and  she  is  of  that 
unreasonable  temper,  as  not  to  value  the  incon- 
stancy of  her  lovers,  provided  she  can  boast  she 
once  had  their  addresses. 

'Biblis  was  the  second  1  aimed  at,  and  her 
vanity  lay  in  purchasing  the  adorers  of  others, 
and  not  in  rejoicing  in  their  love  itself.  Biblis 
is  no  man's  mistress,  but  every  woman's  rival. 
As  soon  as  I  found  this,  I  fell  in  love  with  Chloe 
who  is  my  present  pleasure  and  torment.  I  have 
writ  to  her,  danced  with  her,  and  fought  for 
her,  and  have  been  her  man  in  the  sight  and  ex- 
pectation of  the  whole  town  these  three  years; 
and  thought  myself  near  the  end  of  my  wishes, 
when  the  other  day  she  called  me  into  her  closet, 
and  told  me,  with  a  very  grave  face,  that  she  was 
a  woman  of  honour,  and  scorned  to  deceive  a  man 
who  loved  her  with  so  much  sincerity  as  she  saw 
1  did,  and  therefore  she  must  inform  me  that 
she  was  by  nature  the  most  inconstant  creature 
breathing,  and  begged  of  me  not  to  marry  her; 
if  1  insisted  upon  it,  I  should;  but  that  she  was 
lately  fallen  in  love  with  another.  What  to  do 
or  say  1  know  not,  but  desire  you  to  inform  me, 
and  you  will  infinitely  oblige,  sir, 

*  Your  most  humble  servant, 

<  CHARLES  YELLOW. ' 
ADVERTISEMENT. 

*  Mr.  Sly,  haberdasher  of  hats,  at.  the  corner 
of  Devereaux-court  in  the  Strand,  gives  notice, 
that  he  has  prepared  very  neat  hats,  rubbers  and 
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brushes,  for  the  use  of  young  tradesmen  in  the 
last  year  of  their  apprenticeship,  at  reasonable 
rates.** 

STEELE.  T. 
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Lsdus  mm  laudari  a  te  laudato  viro.    Toll. 

It  gives  me  pleasure  to  be  praised  by  you  whom  all  men 
praise. 

He  is  a  very  unhappy  man  who  sets  his  heart 
upon  being  admired  by  the  multitude,  or  affects 
a  general  and  undistinguishing  applause  among 
men.  What  pious  men  call  the  testimony  of  a 
good  conscience,  should  be  the  measure  of  our 
ambition  in  this  kind,  that  is  to  say,  a  man  of 
spirit  should  contemn  the  praise  of  the  ignorant, 
and  like  being  applauded  for  nothing  but  what 
he  knows  in  his  own  heart  he  deserves.  Besides 
which,  the  character  of  the  person  who  com- 
mends you  is  to  be  considered  before  you  set  a 
value  upon  his  esteem.  The  praise  of  an  igno- 
rant man  is  only  good  will,  and  you  should  re- 
ceive his  kindness  as  he  is  a  good  neighbour  in 
society,  and  not  as  a  good  judge  of  your  actions 
in  point  of  fame  and  reputation.  The  satirists 
said  very  well  of  popular  praise  and  acclamations, 
6  Give  the  tinkers  and  cobblers  their  presents 
again,  and  learn  to  live  of  yourself. 't   •It  is  an 

*  This  Mr.  Sly  (who  is  also  mentioned  in  other  parts  of 
the  Spectator)  died  April  14,  1729. 
tPersius,  Sat.  iv. 
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argument  of  a  loose  and  ungoverned  mind  to  be 
affected  with  the  promiscuous  approbation  of  the 
generality  of  mankind ;  and  a  man  of  virtue  should 
be  too  delicate  for  so  coarse  an  appetite  of  fame. 
Men  of  honour  should  endeavour  only  to  please 
the  worthy,  and  the  man  of  merit  should  desire 
to  be  tried  only  by  his  peers.  I  thought  it  a  noble 
sentiment  which  I  heard  yesterday  uttered  in  con- 
versation; '  I  know  (said  a  gentleman)  a  way  to 
be  greater  than  any  man:  if  Re  has  worth  in  him, 
I  can  rejoice  in  his  superiority  to  me,  and  that 
satisfaction  is  a  greater  act  of  the  soul  in  me, 
than  any  in  him  which  can  possibly  appear  to 
me.'  This  thought  could  proceed  but  from  a 
candid  and  generous  spirit;  and  the  approbation 
of  such  minds  is  what  may  be  esteemed  true 
praise:  for  with  the  common  rate  of  men  there  is 
nothing  commendable  but  what  they  themselves 
may  hope  to  be  partakers  of,  and  arrive  at:  but 
the  motive  truly  glorious  is,  when  the  mind  is 
set  rather  to  do  things  laudable  than  to  purchase 
reputation.  Where  there  is  that  sincerity  as  the 
foundation  of  a  good  name,  the  kind  opinion  of 
virtuous  men  will  be  an  unsought,  but  a  necessary 
consequence.  The  Lacedaemonians,  though  a 
plain  people,  and  no  pretenders  to  politeness, 
had  a  certain  delicacy  in  their  sense  of  glory, 
and  sacrificed  to  the  muses  when  they  entered 
upon  any  great  enterprise.  They  would  have 
the  commemoration  of  their  actions  be  trans- 
mitted by  the  purest  and  most  untainted  me- 
morialists. The  din  which  attends  victories  and 
public  triumphs  is  by  far  less  eligible,  than  the 
recital  of  the  actions  of  great  men  by  honest 
and  wise  historians.     It  is  a  frivolous  pleasure 
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to  be  the  admiration  of  gaping  crowds;  but  to  have 
the  approbation  of  a  gooa  man  in  the  cool  reflec- 
tions of  his  closet,  is  a  gratification  worthy  an  he- 
roic spirit. — The  applause  of  the  crowd  makes 
the  head  giddy,  but  the  attestation  of  a  reasona- 
ble man  makes  the  heart  glad. 

What  makes  the  love  of  popular  or  general 
praise  still  more  ridiculous  is,  that  it  is  usually 
given  for  circumstances  which  are  foreign  to  the 
persons  admired.  Thus  they  are  the  ordinary 
attendants  on  power  and  riches,  which  may  be 
taken  out  of  one  man's  hands  and  put  into  ano- 
ther's. The  application  only,  and  not  the  pos- 
session, makes  those  outward  things  honourable. 
The  vulgar  and  men  of  sense  agree  in  admiring 
men  for  naving  what  they  themselves  would  ra- 
ther be  possessed  of;  the  wise  man  applauds  him 
whom  he  thinks  most  virtuous,  the  rest  of  the 
world  him  who  is  most  wealthy. 

When  a  man  is  in  this  way  of  thinking,  1  do 
not  know  what  can  occur  to  one  more  monstrous, 
than  to  see  persons  of  ingenuity  address  their 
services  and  performances  to  men  no  way  addict- 
ed to  liberal  arts:  in  these  cases  the  praise  on  one 
hand,  and  the  patronage  on  the  other,  are  equally 
the  objects  of  ridicule.  Dedications  to  ignorant 
men  are  as  absurd  as  any  of  the  speeches  of  Bull- 
finch in  the  Droll:  such  an  address  one  is  apt  to 
translate  into  other  words;  and  when  the  differ- 
ent parties  are  thoroughly  considered,  the  pane- 
gyric generally  implies  no  more  than  if  the  au- 
thor should  say  to  the  patron,  *  my  very  good 
lord,  you  and  1  can  never  understand  one  another, 
therefore  1  humbly  desire  we  may  be  intimate 
friends  for  the  future. ' 
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The  rich  man  may  as  well  ask  to  borrow  of  the 
poor,  as  the  man  of  virtue  or  merit  hope  for  ad- 
dition to  his  character  from  any  but  such  as  him- 
self. He  that  commends  another,  engages  so 
much  of  his  own  reputation  as  he  gives  to  that 
person  commended;  and  he  that  has  nothing 
laudable  in  himself  is  not  of  ability  to  be  such  a 
surety.  The  wise  Phocion  was  so  sensible  how 
dangerous  it  was  to  be  touched  with  what  the 
multitude  approved,  that  upon  a  general  accla- 
mation made  when  he  was  making  an  oration,  he 
turned  to  an  intelligent  friend  who  stood  near 
him,  and  asked,  in  a  surprised  manner,  '  What 
slip  have  I  made?* 

I  shall  conclude  this  paper  with  a  billet  which 
has  fallen  into  my  hands,  and  was  written  to  a 
lady  from  a  gentleman  whom  she  had  highly 
commended.  The  author  of  it  had  formerly  been 
her  lover.  When  all  possibility  of  commerce 
between  them  on  the  subject  of  love  was  cutoff, 
she  spoke  so  handsomely  of  him  as  to  gfve  oc- 
casion to  this  letter. 

<  MADAM, 

6 1  should  be  insensible  to  a  stupidity,  if  1  could 
forbear  making  you  my  acknowledgments  for 
your  late  mention  of  me  with  so  much  applause. 
It  is,  I  think,  ydur  fate  to  give  me  new  senti- 
ments, as  you  formerly  inspired  me  with  the  true 
sense  of  love,  so  do  you  now  with  the  true  sense 
of  glory.  As  desire  had  the  least  part  in  the  pas- 
sion I  heretofore  professed  towards  you,  so  has 
vanity  no  share  in  the  glory  to  which  you  have 
.  now  raised  me.  Innocence,  knowledge,  beauty, 
virtue,  sincerity,  and  discretion,  are  the  constant 
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ornaments  of  her  who  has  said  this  of  me.  Fame 
is  a  babbler,  but  I  have  arrived  at  the  highest  glo- 
ry in  this  world,  the  commendation  of  the  most 
deserving  person  in  it. ' 

STEELE.  T. 
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Patriae  pietotis  imago.        Vino.  JEjt. 

An  image  of  paternal  tenderness. 

The  following  letter  being  written  to  my  book- 
seller, upon  a  subject  of  which  I  treated  some 
time  since,  I  shall  publish  it  in  this  paper,  toge- 
ther with  a  letter  that  was  inclosed  in  it. 

1  MB.  BUCKLEY, 

*  Mr.  Spectator  having  of  late  descanted  upon 
the  cruelty  of  parents  to  their  children,  (No  181) 
I  have  been  induced  (at  the  request  of  several  of 
Mr.  Spectator's  admirers)  to  inclose  this  letter, 
which  I  assure  you  is  the  original  from  a  father 
to  his  own  son,  notwithstanding  the  latter  gave  but 
little  or  no  provocation.  It  would  be  wonderful- 
ly obliging  to  the  world,  if  Mr.  Spectator  would 
give  his  opinion  of  it  in  some  of  his  speculations, 
and  particularly  to  (Mr.  Buckley) 

<  Your  humlble  servant ' 

€  SIRRAH, 

'  You  are  a  saucy  audacious  rascal,  and  boil} 
fool  and  mad,  and  I  care  not  a  farthing  whether 
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you  comply  or  no;  that  does  not  rase  out  my  im- 
pressions of  your  insolence,  going  about  railing 
at  me,  and  the  next  day  to  solicit  my  favour; 
these  are  inconsistencies,  such  as  discover  thy 
reason  depraved.  To  be  brief,  I  never  desire  to 
see  your  face:  and,  sirrah,  if  you  go  to  the  work- 
house, it  is  no  disgrace  to  me  for  you  to  be  sup- 
ported there;  and  if  you  starve  in  the  streets, 
I'll  never  give  any  thing  underhand  in  your  be- 
half. If  I  nave  any  more  of  your  scribbling  non- 
sense, I'll  break  your  head  the  first  time  I  set 
sight  on  you.  You  are  a  stubborn  beast;  is  this 
your  gratitude  for  my  giving  you  money?  You 
rogue,  I'll  better  your  judgment  and  give  you  a 
greater  sense  of  your  duty  to  (1  regret  to  say) 
your  father,  &c. 

6  P.  S.  It  is  prudence  in  you  to  keep  out  of  my 
sight;  for  to  reproach  me,  that  Might  overcomes 
Right,  on  the  outside  of  your  letter,  I  shall  give 
you  a  great  knock  on  the  skull  for  it.' 

Was  there  ever  such  an  image  of  paternal  ten- 
derness! It  was  usual  among  some  of  the  Greeks 
to  make  their  slaves  drink  to  excess,  and  then 
expose  them  to  their  children ;  who  by  that  means 
conceived  an  early  aversion  to  a  vice  which  makes 
men  appear  so  monstrous  and  irrational.  I  have 
exposed  this  picture  of  an  unnatural  father  with 
the  same  intention,  that  its  deformity  may  deter 
others  from  its  resemblance.  If  the  reader  has  a 
mind  to  see  a  father  of  the  same  stamp  represent- 
ed in  the  most  exquisite  strokes  of  humour,  be 
may  meet  with  it  inone  of  the  finest  comedies  that 
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ever  appeared  upon  the  English  stage:  I  mean 
the  part  of  Sir  Sampson  in  '  Love  for  Love.' 

I  must  not  however  engage  myself  blindly  on 
the  side  of  the  son,  to  whom  the  fond  letter  above 
written  was  directed.  His  father  calls  him  a 
'  saucy  and  audacious  rascal'  in  the  first  line,  and 
1  am  afraid,  upon  examination,  he  will  prove  but 
an  ungracious  youth.  *  To  go  about  railing'  at 
his  fattier,  and  to  find  no  other  place  but  *  the  out- 
side of  his  letter  to  tell  him  that  Might  over- 
comes Right,'  if  it  does  not  discover  '  his  reason 
to  be  depraved,'  and  that  he  is  c  either  fool  or 
mad,'  as  the  choleric  old  gentleman  tells  him, 
we  may  at  least  allow  that  the  father  would  do 
very  well  in  endeavouring  to  '  better  his  judg- 
ment, and  give  him  a  greater  sense  of  his  duty.' 
But  whether  this  may  be  brought  about  by 
<  breaking  his  head,  or  giving  him  a  great  knock 
on  the  skull,  ought,  1  think,  to  be  well  consider- 
ed. Upon* the  whole,  I  wish  the  father  has  not 
met  with  his  match,  and  that  he  may  not  be  as 
equally  paired  with  a  son  as  the  mother  in  Virgil: 

•CrudeUs  tu  quoque  mater: 


Crudelia  mater  mag  is,  an  puer  improbus  ilk? 
Improbus  We  puer,  crudelis  tu  quoque  mater,     Ecl. 

Cruel  alike  the  mother  and  the  son. 

Or  like  the  crow  and  her  egg,  in  the  Greek  pro- 
verb, 

KfitXK  xcgatx&c  XCtKOV  ctcv. 

Bad  the  crow,  bad  the  egg. 

1  must  here  take  notice  of  a  letter  which  I  have 
Vol.  IV.— 10 


< 
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received  from  an  unknown  correspondent,  upon 
the  subject  of  my  paper,  upon  which  the  forego- 
ing letter  is  likewise  founded.  (No.  181.)  The 
writer  of  it  seems  very  much  concerned  lest  that 
paper  should  seem  to  give  encouragement  to  the 
disobedience  of  children  towards  tneir  parents; 
but  if  the  writer  of  it  will  take  the  pains  to  read 
it  over  again  attentively,  1  dare  say  his  appre- 
hensions will  vanish.  Pardon  and  reconciliation 
are  all  the  penitent  daughter  requests,  and  all  that 
I  contend  for  in  her  behalf;  and  in  this  case  I  may 
use  the  saying  of  an  eminent  wit,  who,  upon 
some  great  men's  pressing  him  to  forgive  his 
daughter,  who  had  married  against  his  consent, 
told  them  he  could  refuse  nothing  to  their  in- 
stances, but  that  he  would  have  them  remember 
there  was  a  difference  between  giving  and  for- 
giving. 

I  must  confess,  in  all  controversies  between 
parents  and  their  children,  I  am  naturally  pre- 
judiced in  favour  of  the  former.  The  obliga- 
tions on  that  side  can  never  be  acquitted,  and  1 
think  it  is  one  of  the  greatest  reflections  upon 
human  nature,  that  paternal  instinct  should  be  a 
stronger  motive  to  love  than  filial  gratitude;  that 
the  receiving  of  favours  should  be  a  less  induce- 
ment to  good  will,  tenderness,  and  commisera- 
tion, than  the  conferring  of  them;  and  that  the 
taking  care  of  any  person  should  endear  the  child 
or  dependant  more  to  the  parent  or  benefactor, 
than  the  parent  or  benefactor  to  the  child  or  de- 
pendant; yet  so  it  happens,  that  for  one  cruel 
parent  we  meet  with  a  thousand  undutiful  chil- 
dren,. This  is  indeed  wonderfully  contrived  (as 
I  have  formerly  observed,  No.  180)  for  the  sup- 
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port  of  every  living  species;  but  at  the  same  time 
that  it  shows  the  wisdom  of  the  Creator,  it  dis- 
covers the  imperfection  and  degeneracy  of  the 
creature. 

The  obedience  of  children  to  their  parents  is 
the  basis  of  all  government,  and  set  forth  as  the 
measure  of  that  obedience  which  we  owe  to  those 
whom  Providence  hath  placed  over  us. 

It  is  Father  Le  Compte,*  if  I  am  not  mistaken, 
who  tells  us  how  want  of  duty  in  this  particular 
is  punished  among  the  Chinese,  insomuch  that 
if  a  son  should  be  known  to  kill  or  so  much  as 
to  strike  his  father,  not  only  the  criminal  but 
his  whole  family  would  be  rooted  out;  nay  the 
inhabitants  of  the  place  where  he  lived  would  be 
put  to  the  sword;  nay  the  place  itself  would  be 
rased  to  the  ground,  and  its  foundations  sown 
with  salt:  for,  say  they,  there  must  have  been  an 
utter  depravation  of  manners  in  that  clan  or  so- 
ciety of  people  who  could  have  bred  up  amon^ 
them  so  horrid  an  offender.  To  this  I  shall  add 
a  passage  out  of  the  first  book  of  Herodotus. 
That  historian,  in  his  account  of  the  Persian 
customs  and  religion,  tells  us,  it  is  their  opinion, 
that  no  man  ever  killed  his  father,  or  that  it  is 
possible  such  a  crime  should  be  in  nature;  but 
that  if  any  thing  like  it  should  ever  happen,  they 
conclude  that  the  reputed  son  must  nave  been 
illegitimate,  supposititious,  or  begotten  in  adul- 
tery. Their  opinion  in  this  particular  shows 
sufficiently  what  a  notion  they  must  have  had  of 
undutifulness  in  general. 

ADDISON.  L. 

*  See  Le  Compte's  Present  State  of  China. 
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No.  190.    MONDAY,  OCTOBER  8. 

Servitus  cresdt  nova Hon.  Od. 

A  servitude  to  former  times  unknown. 

Since  1  have  made  some  reflections  upon  the 
general  negligence  used  in  the  case  of  regard  to- 
wards women,  or  in  other  words,  since  I  talked 
of  wenching,  1  have  had  epistles  upon  that  sub- 
ject, which  1  shall,  for  the  present  entertainment, 
insert  as  they  lie  before  me. 

'MR.   SPECTATOR, 

'  As  your  speculations  are  not  confined  to  any 
part  of  human  life,  but  concern  the  wicked  as 
well  as  the  good,  1  must  desire  your  favourable 
acceptance  of  what  I,  a  poor  strolling  girl  about 
town,  have  to  say  to  you.  I  was  told  oy  a  Ro- 
man Catholic  gentleman  who  picked  me  up  last 
week,  and  who,  1  hope,  is  absolved  for  what 
passed  between  us:  I  say,  I  was  told  by  such  a 
person,  who  endeavoured  to  convert  me  to  his 
own  religion,  that  in  countries  where  Popery 
prevails,  besides  the  advantage  of  licensed  stews, 
there  are  large  endowments  given  for  the  incur 
rabili,  1  think  he  called  them,  such  as  are  past  all 
remed)r,  and  are  allowed  such  maintenance  and 
support  as  to  keep  them  without  further  care  till 
they  expire.  This  manner  of  treating  poor  sin- 
ners has,  methinks,  great  humanity  in  it;  and  as 
you  are  a  person  who  pretend  to  carry  your  re- 
flections upon  all  subjects  whatever  that  occur  to 
you  with  candour,  and  act  above  the  sense  of 
what  misinterpretation  you  may  meet  with,  1 
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beg  the  favour  of  you  to  lay  before  all  the  world 
the  unhappy  condition  of  us  poor  vagrants,  who 
are  really  in  a  way  of  labour  instead  of  idleness. 
There  are  crowds  of  us  whose  manner  of  liveli- 
hood has  long  ceased  to  be  pleasing  to  us,  and 
who  would  willingly  lead  a  new  life,  if  the  rigour 
of  the  virtuous  did  not  for  ever  expel  us  from 
coming  into  the  world  again.  As  it  now  hap- 
pens to  the  eternal  infamy  of  the  male  sex,  false- 
hood among  you  is  not  reproachful,  but  credulity 
in  women  is  infamous. 

'  Give  me  leave,  sir,  to  give  you  my  history. 
You  are  to  know  that  1  am  the  daughter  of  a  man 
of  good  reputation,  tenant  to  a  man  of  quality. 
The  heir  of  this  great  house  took  it  in  his  head 
to  cast  a  favourable  eye  upon  me,  and  succeeded. 
I  do  not  pretend  to  say  he  promised  me  marriage: 
I  was  not  a  creature  silly  enough  to  be  taken  by 
so  foolish  a  story;  but  he  ran  away  with  me  up 
to  this  town,  and  introduced  me  to  a  grave  ma- 
tron, with  whom  I  boarded  for  a  day  or  two  with 
great  gravity,  and  was  not  a  little  pleased  with 
the  change  of  my  condition,  from  that  of  a  coun- 
try life  to  the  finest  company,  as  1  believed,  in 
the  whole  world.  My  humble  servant  made  me 
understand  that  I  should  be  always  kept  in  the 
plentiful  condition  I  then  enjoyed,  when  after  a 
very  great  fondness  towards  me,  he  one  day  took 
his  Jeave  of  me  for  four  or  five  days.  In  the  eve- 
ning of  the  same  day  my  good  landlady  came  to 
me,  and  observing  me  very  pensive,  began  to 
comfort  me,  and  with  a  smile  told  me  I  must  see 
the  world.  When  1  was  deaf  to  all  she  could  say 
to  divert  me,  she  began  to  tell  me,  with  a  very 
frank  air,  that  1  must  be  treated  as  1  ought,  and 
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not  take  these  squeamish  humours  upon  me,  for 
my  friend  had  left  me  to  the  town:  and,  as  their 
phrase  is,  she  expected  that  1  would  see  company, 
or  1  must  be  treated  like  what  1  had  brought  my- 
self to.  This  put  me  into  a  fit  of  crying:  and  1  im- 
mediately, in  a  true  sense  of  my  condition,  threw 
myself  on  the  floor,  deploring  my  fate,  callingup- 
on  all  that  was  good  and  sacred  to  succour  me. 
While  1  was  in  all  this  agony,  1  observed  a  de- 
crepit old  fellow  come  into  the  room,  and  look- 
ing with  a  sense  of  pleasure  in  his  face  at  all  my 
vehemence  and  transport.  In  a  pause  of  my  dis- 
tress 1  heard  him  say  to  the  shameless  old  woman 
who  stood  by  me,  €  She  is  certainly  a  new  face, 
or  else  she  acts  it  rarely."  With  that  the  gen- 
tlewoman, who  was  making  her  market  of  me, 
in  all  the  turns  of  my  person,  the  heaves  of  my 
passion,  and  the  suitable  changes  of  my  posture, 
took  occasion  to  commend  my  neck,  my  shape, 
my  eyes,  my  limbs.  All  this  was  accompanied 
with  such  speeches  as  you  may  have  heard  norse- 
coursers  make  in  the  sale  of  nags,  when  they  are 
warranted  for  their  soundness.  You  understand 
by  this  time  that  1  was  left  in  a  brothel,  and  ex- 
posed to  the  next  bidder  that  could  purchase  me 
of  my  patroness.  This  is  so  much  the  work  of 
hell;  the  pleasure  in  the  possession  of  us  wenches 
abates  in  proportion  to  the  degrees  we  go  beyond 
the  bounds  of  innocence;  and  no  man  is  gratified 
if  there  is  nothing  left  for  him  to  debauch.  Well, 
sir,  my  first  man,  when  1  came  upon  the  town, 
was  Sir  Jeoffry  Foible,  who  was  extremely 
lavish  to  me  of  his  money,  and  took  such  a  fancy 
to  me,  that  he  would  have  carried  me  off,  if  my 
patroness  would  have  taken  any  reasonable  terms 
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for  me:  but  as  he  was  old,  his  covetousness  was  his 
strongest  passion,  and  poor  1  was  soon  left  ex- 
posed to  be  the  common  refuse  of  all  the  rakes 
and  debauchees  in  town.  1  can  not  tell  whether 
you  will  do  me  justice  or  no,  till  I  see  whether 
you  print  this  or  not;  otherwise,  as  1  now  live 
with  Sal,*  1  could  give  you  a  very  just  account 
of  who  and  who  is  together  in  this  town.  You 
perhaps  won't  believe  it;  but  I  know  of  one  who 
pretends  to  be  a  very  good  protestant,  who  lies 
with  a  Roman  catholic;  but  more  of  this  hereaf- 
ter as  you  please  me.  There  do  come  to  our 
house  the  greatest  politicians  of  the  age;  and  Sal 
is  more  shrewd  than  any  body  thinks:  nobody 
can  believe  that  such  wise  men  could  go  to  baw- 
dy-houses out  of  idle  purposes.  I  have  heard  them 
often  talk  of  Augustus  Caesar,  who  had  intrigues 
with  the  wives  of  senators,  not  out  of  wanton- 
ness but  stratagem. 

'  It  is  a  thousand  pities  you  should  be  so  severe- 
ly virtuous  as  I  fear  you  are;  otherwise,  after 
one  visit  or  two,  you  would  soon  understand  that 
we  women  of  the  town  are  not  such  useless  cor- 
respondents as  you  may  imagine;  you  have  un- 
doubtedly heard  that  it  was  a  courtezan  who  dis- 
covered Catiline's  conspiracy.  If  you  print  this, 
I'll  tell  you  more;  and  am,  in  the  mean  time,  sir, 

6  Your  most  humble  servant, 
'  Rebecca  Nettletop.' 

4  mr.  spectator, 

I  am  an  idle  young  woman  that  would  work 
for  my  livelihood,  but  that  1  am  kept  in  such  a 

•  A  noted  procuress  at  that  time. 
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manner  as  I  can  not  stir  out.  My  tyrant  is  an  old 
jealous  fellow,  who  allows  me  nothing  to  appear 
in.  I  have  but  one  shoe  and  one  slipper,  no  Head- 
dress, and  no  upper  petticoat  As  you  set  up  for 
a  reformer,  1  desire  you  would  take  me  out  of 
this  wicked  way,  and  keep  me  yourself. 

'  eve  afterday.' 

(mr.  spectator, 

i  1  am  to  complain  to  you  of  a  set  of  imperti- 
nent coxcombs,  who  visit  the  apartments  of  us 
women  of  the  town,  only,  as  they  call  it,  to  see 
the  world.  1  must  confess  to  you,  this  to  men 
of  delicacy  might  have  an  effect  to  cure  them; 
but  as  they  are  stupid,  noisy,  and  drunken  fel- 
lows, it  tends  only  to  make  vice  in  themselves, 
as  they  think,  pleasant  and  humorous,  and  at  the 
same  time  nauseous  in  us.  I  shall,  sir,  hereafter, 
from  time  to  time,  give  you  the  names  of  these 
wretches  who  pretend  to  enter  our  houses  mere- 
ly as  spectators.  These  men  think  it  wit  to  use 
us  ill;  pray  tell  them,  however  worthy  we  are  of 
such  treatment,  it  is  unworthy  them  to  be  guilty 
of  it  towards  us.  Pray,  sir,  take  notice  of  this, 
and  pity  the  oppressed:  I  wish  we  could  add  to 
it,  the  innocent. ' 

STEELE.  T. 
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No.  101.  TUESDAY,  OCTOBER  9. 

ou\oy  ovttpov.  Hoax. 

*     Deluding'  vision  of  the  night.         Pops. 

Some  ludicrous  schoolmen  have  put  the  case, 
that  if  an  ass  were  placed  between  two  bundles 
of  hay  which  affected  his  senses  equally  on  each 
side,  and  tempted  him  in  the  very  same  degree, 
whether  it  would  be  possible  for  him  to  eat  of 
either.  They  generally  determine  this  question 
to  the  disadvantage  01  the  ass,  who  they  say 
would  starve  in  the  midst  of  plenty,  as  not  hav- 
ing a  single  grain  of  free  will  to  determine  him 
more  to  the  one  than  to  the  other.  The  bundle 
of  hay  on  either  side  striking  his  sight  and  smell 
in  the  same  proportion,  would  keep  him  in  a 
perpetual  suspense,  like  the  two  magnets,  which 
travellers  have  told  us,  are  placed  one  of  them  in 
the  roof,  and  the  other  in  tne  floor  of  Mahomet's 
burying  place  at  Mecca,  and  by  that  means,  say 
they,  pull  the  impostor's  iron  coffin  with  such  an 
equal  attraction,  that  it  hangs  in  the  air  between 
both  of  them.  As  for  the  ass's  behaviour  in  such 
nice  circumstances,  whether  he  would  starve 
sooner  than  violate  his  neutrality  to  the  two  bun- 
dles of  hay,  I  shall  not  presume  to  determine;  but 
only  take  notice  of  the  conduct  of  our  own  spe- 
cies in  the  same  perplexity.  When  a  man  has  a 
mind  to  venture  his  money  in  a  lottery,  every 
figure  of  it  appears  eaually  alluring,  and  as  likely 
to  succeed  as  any  of  its  fellows.  They  all  of 
them  have  the  same  pretensions  to  good  luck, 
stand  upon  the  same  foot  of  competition,  and  no 
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manner  of  reason  can  be  given  why  a  man  should 
prefer  one  to  the  other  before  the  lottery  is 
drawn.  In  this  case  therefore  caprice  very  often 
acts  in  the  place  of  reason,  and  forms  to  itself 
some  groundless  imaginary  motive,  where  real 
and  substantial  ones  are  wanting.  1  know  a  well 
meaning  man  that  is  very  well  pleased  to  risk  his 
good  fortune  upon  the  number  1711,  because  it 
is  the  year  of  our  Lord.  1  am  acquainted  with 
a  tacker  that  would  give  a  good  deal  for  the  num- 
ber 134.*  On  the  contrary,  1  have  been  told  of 
a  certain  zealous  dissenter,  who  being  a  great 
enemy  to  popery,  and  believing  that  bad  men 
are  the  most  fortunate  in  this  world,  will  lay  two 
to  one  on  the  number  666  against  any  other  num- 
ber, because,  says  he,  it  is  the  number  of  the 
beast.  Several  would  prefer  the  number  12000 
before  any  other,  as  it  is  the  number  of  the 
pounds  in  the  great  prize.  In  short,  some  are 
pleased  to  find  their  own  age  in  their  number; 
some  that  they  have  got  a  number  which  makes 
a  pretty  appearance  in  the  cyphers;  and  others, 
because  it  is  the  same  number  that  succeeded  in 
the  last  lotter}r.  Each  of  these  upon  no  other 
grounds,  thinks  he  stands  fairest  for  the  great  lot, 
and  that  he  is  possessed  of  what  may  not  be  im- 
properly called  the  golden  number. 
These  principles  of  election  are  the  pastimes 

•  In  the  year  1704  a  bill  was  brought  into  the  House  of 
Commons  against  Occasional  Conformity;  and  in  order  to 
make  it  pass  through  the  House  of  Lords,  it  was  proposed 
to  tack  it  to  a  money-bill.  This  occasioned  warm  debates, 
and  at  length  it  was  put  to  the  vote;  when  134  were  for 
tacking;  but  a  large  majority  being  against  it,  the  motion 
was  overruled,  and  the  bill  miscarried. 
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and  extravagances  of  human  reason,  which  is  of 
so  busy  a  nature,  that  it  will  be  exerting  itself  in 
the  meanest  trifles,  and  working  even  when  it 
wants  materials.  The  wisest  of  men  are  some- 
times actuated  by  such  unaccountable  motives, 
as  the  life  of  the  fool  and  the  superstitious  is 
guided  by  nothing  else. 

I  am  surprised  that  none  of  the  fortune-tellers, 
or,  as  the  French  call  them,  the  Diseurs  de 
bonne  Jivanture9  who  publish  their  bills  in  eve- 
ry quarter  of  the  town,  have  not  turned  our  lot- 
teries to  their  advantage:  did  any  of  them  set  up 
for  a  caster  of  fortunate  figures,  what  might  he 
not  get  by  his  pretendea  discoveries  and  pre- 
dictions? 

1  remember  among  the  advertisements  in  the 
Post-boy  of  September  the  27th,  1  was  surprised 
to  see  the  following  one: 

'  This  is  to  give  ntftice,  that  ten  shillings  over 
and  above  the  market  price  will  be  given  for  the 
ticket  in  the  £1,500,000  lottery,  No.  132,  by 
Nath.  Cliff,  at  the  Bible  and  Three  Crowns  in 
Cheapside.* 

This  advertisement  has  given  great  matter  of 
speculation  to  coffee-house  theorists.  Mr.  Cliff's 
principles  and  conversation  have  been  canvass- 
ed upon  this  occasion,  and  various  conjectures 
made  why  he  should  thus  set  his  heart  upon  No. 
132.  1  have  examined  all  the  powers  in  those 
numbers,  broken  them  into  fractions,  extracted 
the  square  and  cube  root,  divided  and  multiplied 
them  all  ways,  but  could  not  arrive  at  the  secret 
till  about  three  days  ago,  when  1  received  the  fot- 
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towing  letter  from  an  unknown  hand,  by  which 
t  find  that  Mr.  Nalh.  Cliff  is  only  the  agent,  and 
tot  the  principal  in  this  advertisement 

MR.   SPECTATOR, 

'  i  am  tne  person  that  lately  advertised  I  would 
jtfve  ten  shillings  more  than  the  current  price  for 
Sie  ticket  No.  132,  in  the  lottery  now  drawing: 
which  is  a  secret  I  have  communicated  to  some 
friends,  who  rally  me  incessantly  upon  that  ac- 
count. You  must  know  I  have  but  one  ticket;  for 
which  leason,  and  a  certain  dream  I  have  lately 
had  more  than  once,  I  was  resolved  it  should  be 
the  number  1  most  approved.  1  am  so  positive 
1  have  pitched  upon  the  gieai  lot,  that  I  could 
almost  lay  all  I  am  worth  oi  ii.  Hy  visions  are 
so  frequent  and  strong  upon  this  occasion,  that 
I  have  not  only  possessed  the  lot,  but  disposed 
of  the  money,  which  in  all  probability  it  will 
sell  for.  This  morning,  in  particular,  I  sei  up 
an  equipage  which  1  look  upon  to  be  the  gayest 
in  the  town;  the  liveries  are  very  rich,  bui  not 
Hjaudy.'  1  should  be  very  glad  to  see  a  specula- 
tion or  two  upon  lottery  subjects,  in  which  you 
would  oblige  all  people  concerned,  and  in  par 
ticular, 

i  Your  most  humble  servant, 

*  GEORGE  GOSLING.' 

«  P.  S.  Dear  Spec,  if  1  get  the  £12,000  I'll 
make  thee  a  handsome  present.' 

After  having  wished  my  correspondent  good 
luck,  and  thanked  him  for  his  intended  kindness, 
1  shall  for  this  time  dismiss  the  subject  of  the 
lottery,  and  only  observe,  that  the  greatest  part 
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of  mankind  are  in  some  degree  guilty  of  my  friend 
Gosling's  extravagance.  We  are  apt  to  rely  upon 
future  prospects,  and  become  really  expensive 
while  we  are  only  rich  in  possibility.  We  live 
up  to  our  expectations,  not  to  our  possessions, 
and  make  a  figure  proportionable  to  what  we  may 
be,  not  what  we  are.  We  outrun  our  present  in- 
come, as  not  doubting  to  reimburse  ourselves  out 
of  the  profits  of  some  future  place,  project,  or  re- 
version that  we  have  in  view.  It  is  through  this 
temper  of  mind,  which  is  so  common  among  us, 
that  we  see  tradesmen  break,  who  have  met  with 
no  misfortunes  in  their  business;  and  men  of  es- 
tates reduced  to  poverty,  who  have  never  suffer- 
ed from  losses  or  repairs,  tenants,  taxes,  or  law 
suits.  In  short,  it  is  this  foolish,  sanguine  tem- 
per, this  depending  upon  contingent  futurities, 
that  occasions  romantic  generosity,  chimerical 
grandeur,  senseless  ostentation,  and  generally 
ends  in  beggary  and  ruin.  The  man  who  will 
live  above  tus  present  circumstances,  is  in  great 
danger  of  living  in  a  little  time  much  beneath 
them,  or,  as  the  Italian  proverb  runs,  The  man 
who  lives  by  hope,  will  die  by  hunger. 

It  should  be  an  indispensable  rule  in  life,  to 
contract  our  desires  to  our  present  condition,  and 
whatever  may  be  our  expectations,  to  live  within 
the  compass  of  what  we  actually  possess.  It  will 
be  time  enough  to  enjoy  an  estate  when  it  comes 
into  our  hands;  but  it  we  anticipate  our  good  for- 
tune, we  shall  lose  the  pleasure  of  it  when  it  ar- 
rives, and  may  possibly  never  possess  what  we 
have  so  foolishly  counted  UDon. 

addisobt.  L. 
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Uno  ore  omnes  omnia 

Bona  dlcere,  et  laudare  fortunas  meas, 

Qui  gnatum  kabcrem  tali  ingenio  prseditum.     Ter. 

All  men  agreed  in  complimenting1  me,  and  applauding  my 
gt>od  fortune  in  being"  the  father  of  so  towardly  a  son. 

I  stood  the  other  day,  and  beheld  a  father  sit- 
ting in  the  middle  of  a  room  with  a  large  family 
of  children  about  him;  and  methought  I  could 
observe  in  his  countenance  different  motions  of 
delight  as  he  turned  his  eye  towards  the  one  and 
the  other  of  them.  The  man  is  a  person  mode- 
rate in  his  designs  for  their  preferment  and  wel- 
fare; and  as  he  has  an  easy  fortune,  he  is  not  so- 
licitous to  make  a  great  one.  His  eldest  son  is 
a  child  of  a  very  towardly  disposition,  and  as 
much  as  the  father  loves  him,  1  dare  say  he  will 
never  be  a  knave  to  improve  his  fortune.  I  do 
not  know  any  man  who  has  ajuster  relish  of  life 
than  the  person  I  am  speaking  of,  or  keeps  a  bet- 
ter guard  against  the  terrors  of  want,  or  the  hopes 
of  gain.  It  is  usual  in  a  crowd  of  children  for 
the  parent  to  name  out  of  his  own  flock  all  the 
great  officers  of  the  kingdom.  There  is  some- 
tiring  so  very  surprising  in  the  parts  of  a  child 
of  a  man's  own,  that  there  is  nothing  too  great 
to  be  expected  from  his  endowments.  I  know  a 
good  woman  who  has  but  three  sons,  and  there  is, 
sine  says,  nothing  she  expects  with  more  certain- 
ty, than  that  she  shall  see  one  of  them  a  bishop, 
trie  bther  a  judge,  and  the  third  a  court  physician. 
The  humour  is,  that  any  thing  which  can  hap- 
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pen  to  any  man's  child,  is  expected  by  every 
man  for  his  own;  but  my  friend,  whom  I  was 
going  to  speak  of,  does  not  flatter  himself  with 
such  vain  expectations,  but  has  his  eye  more 
upon  the  virtue  and  disposition  of  his  children 
than  their  advancement  or  wealth.  Good  habits 
are  what  will  certainly  improve  a  man's  fortune 
and  reputation ;  but  on  the  other  side,  affluence 
of  fortune  will  not  as  probably  produce  good  af- 
fections of  the  mind. 

It  is  very  natural  for  a  man  of  a  kind  disposi- 
tion, to  amuse  himself  with  the  promises  his 
imagination  makes  to  him  of  the  future  condition 
of  his  children,  and  to  represent  to  himself  the 
figure  they  shall  bear  in  the  world  after  he  has 
left  it.  When  his  prospects  of  this  kind  are  agree- 
able, his  fondness  gives  as  it  were  a  longer  date 
to  his  own  life;  and  the  survivorship  of  a  worthy 
man  in  his  son,  is  a  pleasure  scarce  inferior  to 
the  hopes  of  the  continuance  of  his  own  life.  The 
man  is  happy  who  can  believe  of  his  son,  that  he 
will  escape  the  follies  and  indiscretions  of  which 
he  himself  was  guilty,  and  pursue  and  improve 
every  thing  that  was  valuable  in  him.  The  con- 
tinuance of  his  virtue  is  much  more  to  be  re- 
garded than  that  of  his  life:  but  it  is  the  most 
lamentable  of  all  reflections,  to  think  that  the 
heir  of  a  man's  fortune,  is  such  a  one  as  will  be 
a  stranger  to  his  friends,  alienated  from  the  same 
interests,  and  a  promoter  of  every  thing  which 
he  himself  disapproved.  An  estate  in  possession 
of  such  a  successor  to  a  good  man,  is  worse  than 
laid  waste,  and  the  family  of  which  he  is  the 
head,  is  in  a  more  deplorable  condition  that  that 
of  being  extinct. 
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When  1  visit  the  agreeable  seat  of  my  honour- 
able friend  Ruricola,  and  walk  from  room  to  room 
revolving  many  pleasing  occurrences,  and  the 
expressions  of  many  just  sentiments  I  have  heard 
him  utter,  and  see  the  booby  his  heir  in  pain 
while  he  is  doing  the  honours  of  his  house  to  the 
friend  of  his  father,  the  heaviness  it  gives  one  is 
not  to  be  expressed.  Want  of  genius  is  not  to 
be  imputed  to  any  man,  but  want  of  humanity  is 
a  man's  own  fault.  The  son  of  Ruricola  (whose 
life  was  one  continued  series  of  worthy  actions 
and  gentlemanlike  inclinations)  is  the  companion 
of  drunken  clowns,  and  knows  no  sense  ofpraiae 
but  in  the  flattery  he  receives  from  his  own  ser- 
vants, his  pleasures  are  mean  and  inordinate,  his 
language  base  and  filthy,  his  behaviour  rough 
ana  absurd.  Is  this  creature  to  be  accounted  the 
successor  of  a  man  of  virtue,  wit,  and  breeding? 
At  the  same  time  that  I  have  this  melancholy 
rospect  at  the  house  where  1  miss  my  old  friend, 

can  eo  to  a  gentleman's  not  far  off,  where  he 
has  a  daughter  who  is  the  picture  both  of  his 
body  and  mind,  but  both  improved  with  the 
beauty  and  modesty  peculiar  to  her  sex.  It  is 
she  who  supplies  the  loss  of  her  father  to  the 
world;  she,  without  his  nan.e  or  fortune,  is  a 
truer  memorial  of  him  than  her  brother  who  suc- 
ceeds him  in  both.  Such  an  offspring  as  the 
eldest  son  of  my  friend  perpetuates  his  Father  in 
the  same  manner  as  the  appearance  of  his  gltost 
would:  it  is  indeed  Ruricola,  but  it  is  Ruricola 
grown  frightful. 

I  know  not  to  what  to  attribute  the  brutal  turn 
which  this  young  man  has  taken,  except  it  may  be 
to  a  certain  severity  and  distance  which  his  father 
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jsed  towards  him,  and  might,  perhaps,  have  oc- 
casioned a  dislike  to  those  modes  of  life  which 
were  not  made  amiable  to  him  by  freedom  and 
affability. 

We  may  promise  ourselves  that  no  such  ex- 
crescence will  appear  in  the  family  of  the  Cor- 
nelii,  where  the  father  lives  with  his  sons  like 
their  eldest  brother,  and  the  sons  converse  with 
him  as  if  they  did  it  for  no  other  reason  but  that 
he  is  the  wisest  man  of  their  acquaintance.  As 
the  Corneiii  are  eminent  traders,  their  good  cor- 
respondence with  each  other  is  useful  to  all  that 
know  them  as  well  as  to  themselves;  and  their 
friendship,  good-will  and  kind  offices,  are  dis- 
posed of  jointly,  as  well  as  their  fortunes;  so 
that  no  one  ever  obliged  one  of  them,  who  had 
not  the  obligation  multiplied  in  returns  from 
them  all. 

It  is  the  most  beautiful  object  the  eyes  of  man 
can  behold,  to  see  a  man  ot  worth  and  his  son 
live  in  an  entire  unreserved  correspondence.  The 
mutual  kindness  and  affection  between  them  give 
an  inexpressible  satisfaction  to  all  that  know 
them.  It  is  a  sublime  pleasure  which  increases 
by  the  participation.  It  is  as  sacred  as  friend- 
snip,  as  pleasurable  as  love,  and  as  joyful  as  re- 
ligion. This  state  of  mind  does  not  only  dissi- 
Eate  sorrow,  which  would  be  extreme  without  it, 
ut  enlarges  pleasure,  which  would  otherwise  be 
contemptible.  The  most  indifferent  thing  has 
its  force  and  beauty,  when  it  is  spoke  by  a  Kind 
father,  and  an  insignificant  trifle  has  its  weight 
when  offered  by  a  dutiful  child.  1  know  not  how 
to  express  it,  but  I  think  1  may  call  it  a  trans- 
planted self-love.  All  the  enjoyments  and  sul- 
■     Vol.  IV.— 11 
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ferings  which  a  man  meets  with  are  regarded 
only  as  they  concern  him  in  the  relation  he  has 
to  another.  A  man's  very  honour  receives  a 
new  value  to  him,  when  he  thinks  that  when  he 
is  in  his  grave,  it  will  be  had  in  remembrance 
that  such  an  action  was  done  by  such  a  one's  fa- 
ther. Such  considerations  sweeten  the  old  man's 
evening,  and  his  soliloquy  delights  him  when  he 
can  say  to  himself,  <  No  man  can  tell  my  child, 
his  father  was  either  unmerciful  or  unjust:  my 
son  shall  meet  many  a  man  who  shall  say  to  him, 
I  was  obliged  to  thy  father,  and  be  my  child  a 
friend  to  his  child  for  ever.' 

It  is  not  in  the  power  of  all  men  to  leave  illus- 
trious names  or  great  fortunes  to  their  posterity, 
but  they  can  very  much  conduce  to  their  having 
industry,  probity,  valour,  and  justice;  it  is  in 
every  man's  power  to  leave  his  son  the  honour 
of  descending  from  a  virtuous  man,  and  add  the 
blessings  of  heaven  to  whatever  he  leaves  him.  1 
shall  end  this  rhapsody  with  a  letter  to  an  excel- 
lent young  man  of  my  acquaintance,  who  has 
lately  lost  a  worthy  father. 

i  DEAR  SIR, 

' 1  know  no  part  of  life  more  impertinent  than 
the  office  of  administering  consolation:  1  will  not 
enter  into  it,  for  I  can  not  but  applaud  your  grief. 
The  virtuous  principles  you  had  from  that  ex 
cellent  man,  whom  you  have  lost,  have  wrought 
in  you  as  they  ought,  to  make  a  youth  of  three 
ana  twenty  incapable  of  comfort,  upon  coming 
into  possession  oi  a  great  fortune.  1  doubt  not 
but  you  will  honour  his  memory  by  a  modest 
enjoyment  of  his  estate:  and  scorn  to  triumph 
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over  his  grave,  by  employing  in  riot,  excess  and 
debauchery,  what  he  purchased  with  so  much 
industry,  prudence  and  wisdom.  This  is  the  true 
way  to*  show  the  sense  you  have  of  your  loss, 
and  to  take  away  the  distress  of  others  upon  the 
occasion.  You  can  not  recall  your  father  by  your 
grief,  but  you  may  revive  him  to  his  frieiids  by 
your  conduct.' 

STEELE.  T. 
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■Ingentem  foribus  domus  alia  mperbis 


Mane  salutanium  totis  vomit  sedibus  undam. 

Vine.  Geob. 

His  lordship's  palace,  from  its  stately  doors, 
A  flood  of  levee-hunting-  mortals  pours. 

When  we  look  round  us  and  behold  the  strange 
variety  of  faces  and  persons  which  fill  the  streets 
with  ousiness  and  nurry,  it  is  no  unpleasant 
amusement  to  make  guesses  at  their  different 
pursuits,  and  judge  by  their  countenances  what 
it  is  that  so  anxiously  engages  their  present  at- 
tention. Of  all  this  busy  crowd,  there  are  none 
who  would  give  a  man  inclined  to  such  inquiries 
better  diversion  for  his  thoughts,  than  those 
whom  we  call  good  courtiers,  and  such  as  are 
assiduous  at  the  levees  of  great  men.  These  wor- 
thies are  got  into  a  habit  of  being  servile  with  an 
air,  and  enjoy  a  certain  vanity  in  being  known 
for  understanding  how  the  world  passes.  In  the 
pleasure  of  this  they  can  rise  early,  go  abroad 
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sleek  and  well-dressed,  with  no  other  hope  or 
purpose,  but  to  make  a  bow  to  a  man  in  court 
Favour,  and  be  thought,  by  some  insignificant 
smile  of  his,  not  a  little  engaged  in  his  interests 
and  fortunes.  It  is  wondrous,  that  a  man  can  set 
over  the  natural  existence  and  possession  of  his 
own  mind  so  far  as  to  take  delight  either  in  pay- 
ing or  receiving  such  cold  and  repeated  civilities. 
But  what  maintains  the  humour  is,  that  outward 
show  is  what  most  men  pursue,  rather  than  real 
happiness.  Thus  both  the  idol,  and  the  idolater, 
equally  impose  upon  themselves  in  pleasing  their 
imaginations  this  way.  But  as  there  are  very 
many  of  her  majesty's  good  subjects  who  are 
extremely  uneasy  at  their  own  seats,  in  the  coun- 
try, where  all  from  the  skies  to  the  centre  of  the 
earth  is  their  own,  and  have  a  mighty  longing 
to  shine  at  courts,  or  to  be  partners  in  the  power 
of  the  world;  I  say,  for  the  benefit  of  these,  and 
others  who  hanker  after  being  in  the  whisper 
with  great  men,  and  vexing  their  neighbours  with 
the  changes  they  would  be  capable  of  making  in 
the  appearance  at  a  county  sessions,  it  would  not 
methinks  be  amiss  to  give  an  account  of  that  mar- 
ket for  preferment,  a  man's  levee. 

For  aught  I  know,  this  commerce  between  the 
mighty  and  their  slaves,  very  justly  represented, 
might  do  so  much  good,  as  to  incline  the  great 
to  regard  business  rather  than  ostentation;  and 
make  the  little  know  the  use  of  their  time  too 
well  to  spend  it  in  vain  applications  and  address- 
es. The  famous  doctor  in  Moorfields,  who  gain- 
ed so.much  reputation  for  his  horary  predictions, 
is  said  to  have  had  in  his  parlour  different  ropes 
to  little  bells  which  hung  in  the  room  above 
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stairs,  where  the  doctor  thought  fit  to  be  oracu- 
lous.  If  a  girl  had  heen  deceived  by  the  lover, 
one  bell  was  pulled^  and  if  a  peasant  had  lost  a 
cow,  the  servant  rung  another.  This  method 
was  kept  in  respect  to  all  other  passions  and  con- 
cerns, and  the  skilful  waiter  below  sifted  the  in- 
quirer, and  gave  the  doctor  notice  accordingly. 
The  levee  of  a  great  man  is  laid  after  the  same 
manner,  and  twenty  whispers,  false  alarms,  and 
private  intimations,  pass  backward  and  forward 
From  the  perter,  the  valet,  and  the  patron  him- 
self, before  the  gaping  crew,  who  are  to  pay 
their  court,  are  gathered  together.  When  the 
scene  is  ready,  the  doors  fly  open  and  discover 
his  lordship. 

There  are  several  ways  of  making  his  first  ap- 
pearance. You  may  be  either  half  dressed,  and 
washing  yourself,  which  is  indeed  the  most  state- 
ly; but  this  way  of  opening  is  peculiar  to  mili- 
tary men,  in  whom  there  is  something  graceful 
in  exposing  themselves  naked;  but  the  politi- 
cians or  civil  officers,  have  usually  affectea  to  be 
more  reserved,  and  preserve  a  certain  chastity 
of  deportment  Whether  it  be  hieroglyphical 
or  not,  this  difference  in  the  military  ana  civil 
list,  1  will  not  say;  but  have  ever  understood  the 
fact  to  be,  that  the  close  minister  is  buttoned  up, 
and  the  brave  officer  open-breasted  on  these  oc- 
casions. * 

*  The  preceding  paragraph  seems  to  be  a  sneer  on  two 
-great  heads  of  the  Tory  ministry;  whose  levees  about  this 
time  were  exceedingly  crowded:  viz.  Robert  Harley,  who 
was  then  newly  made  Earl  of  Oxford  and  lord  high  trea- 
surer; and  the  Duke  of  Ormond,  who  was  soon  after  ap- 
pointed captain  general.     Certain  it  is,  that  Lord  Oxford 


166  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  193. 

Hrrwever  that  is,  1  humbly  conceive  the  busi- 
ness of  a  levee  is  to  receive  the  acknowledgments 
of  a  multitude,  that  a  mar*  is  wise,  bounteous, 
valiant  and  powerful.  When  the  first  shot  of 
eyes  is  made,  it  is  wonderful  to  observe  how 
much  submission  the  patron's  modesty  can  bear, 
and  how  much  servitude  the  client's  spirit  can 
descend  to.  In  the  vast  multiplicity  of  business, 
and  the  crowd  about  him,  my  lord's  parts  are 
usually  so  great,  that  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
whole  assembly,  he  has  something  to  say  to  eve- 
ry man  there,  and  that  so  suitable  to  his  capaci- 
ty as  any  man  may  judge,  that  it  is  not  without 
talents  that  men  can  arrive  at  great  employments. 
1  have  known  a  great  man  ask  a  flag-officer,  which 
way  was  the  wind;  a  commander  of  horse  the 
present  price  of  oats,  and  a  stock-jobber,  at  what 
discount  such  a  fund  was,  with  as  much  ease  as 
if  he  had  been  bred  to  each  of  those  several  ways 
of  life.  Now  this  is  extremely  obliging;  for  at 
the  same  time  that  the  patron  informs  himself 
of  matters,  he  gives  the  person  of  whom  he  in- 
quires an  opportunity  to  exert  himself.  What 
adds  to  the  pomp  of  those  interviews  is,  that  it  is 
performed  with  the  greatest  silence  and  order 
imaginable.  The  patron  is  usually  in  the  midst 
of  the  room,  and  some  humble  person  gives  him 
a  whisper,  which  his  lordship  answers  aloud, 
'  It  is. well.  Yes,  I  am  of  your  opinion.  Pray 
inform  yourself  further,  you  may  be  sure  of  my 

was  remarkably  close  and  mysterious,  and  Ormond  no  le» 
unreserved  and  open. 

The  Duke  of  Marlborough  is  said  to  have  received  his 
visitants  in  the  unceremonious  way  of  military  men,  and  to 
have  dressed  and  changed  his  linen  at  his  levee. 
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part  in  it.'  This  happy  man  is  dismissed,  and 
my  lord  can  turn  himself  to  a  business  of  a  quite 
different  nature,  and  off-hand  give  as  good  an  an- 
swer as  any  great  man  is  obliged  to.  For  the  chief 
point  is  to  keep  in  generals,  and  if  there  be  any 
thing  offered  tnat  is  particular,  to  be  in  haste. 

But  we  are  now  in  the  height  of  the  affair,  and 
my  lord's  creatures  have  all  had  their  whispers 
round  to  keep  up  the  farce  of  the  thing,  and  the 
dumb  show  is  become  more  general.  He  casts 
his  eye  to  that  corner,  and  there  to  Mr.  Such-a- 
one;  to  the  other,  <  And  when  did  you  come  to 
town?'  And  perhaps  just  before  he  nods  to  ano- 
ther; and  enters  with  him,  *  But,  sir,  1  am  glad 
to  see  you,  now  I  think  of  it.'  Each  of  those  are 
happy  for  the  next  four-and-twenty  hours;  and 
those  who  bow  in  the  ranks  undistinguished,  and 
by  dozens  at  a  time,  think  they  have  very  good 
prospects  if  they  may  hope  to  arrive  at  such  no- 
tices half  a  year  hence. 

The  satirist  says  there  is  seldom  common  sense 
in  high  fortune;  and  one  would  think,  to  behold 
a  levee,  that  the  great  were  not  only  infatuated 
with  their  station,  but  also  that  they  believed  all 
below  were  seized  too;  else  how  is  it  possible 
they  could  think  of  imposing  upon  themselves 
and  others  to  such  a  degree,  as  to  set  up  a  levee 
for  any  thing  but  a  direct  farce?  But  such  is  the 
weakness  ofour  nature,  that  when  men  are  a  lit- 
tle exalted  in  their  condition,  they  immediately 
conceive  they  have  additional  senses,  and  their 
capacities  enlarged  not  only  above  other  men, 
but  above  human  comprehension  itself.  Thus  it 
is  ordinary  to  see  a  great  man  attend  one  listen- 
ing, bow  to  one  at  a  distance,  and  call  to  a  thud 
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at  the  same  instant.  A  girl  in  new  ribands  is 
not  more  taken  with  herself,  nor  does  she  betray 
more  apparent  coquetries,  than  even  a  wise  man 
in  such  a  circumstance  of  courtship.  I  do  not 
know  any  thing  that  I  ever  thought  so  very  dis- 
tasteful as  the  affectation  which  is  recorded  of 
Caesar;  to  wit,  that  he  would  dictate  to  three  se- 
veral writers  at  the  same  time.  This  was  an 
ambition  below  the  greatness  and  candour  of  his 
mind.  He  indeed  (if  any  man  had  pretensions 
to  greater  faculties  than  any  other  mortal)  was 
the  person;  but  such  a  way  of  acting  is  childish, 
and  inconsistent  with  the  manner  of  our  being.  It 
appears  from  the  very  nature  of  things,  that  tnere 
can  not  be  any  thing  effectually  despatched  in 
the  distraction  of  a  public  levee;*  but  the  whole 
seems  to  be  a  conspiracy  of  a  set  of  servile  slaves, 
to  give  up  their  own  liberty  to  take  away  thek 
patron's  understanding. 

STEELE.  T 

No.  194.     FRIDAY,  OCTOBER  12. 


•Diffieili  bile  tumetjecur.    Hoa.  Oo. 


Anger  boils  up  in  my  hot  laboring  breast.     Glahtil. 

Tke  present  paper  shall  consist  of  two  letters 

rhich  observe  upon  faults  that  are  easily  cured 

both  in  love  and  friendship.  In  the  latter,  as  far  as 

it  merely  regards  conversation,  the  person  who 

•  It  is  recorded  of  the  celebrated  John  de  Witt,  that  be- 
ing asked  how  he  contrived  to  despatch  so  much  business, 
answered,  that  he  did  it  merely  by  only  doing-  one  tking 
at  a  time. 
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neglects  visiting  an  agreeable  friend  is  punished  in 
the  very  trangression,  for  a  good  companion  is 
not  found  in  every  room  we  go  into.  But  the 
case  of  love  is  of  a  more  delicate  nature,  and  the 
anxiety  is  inexpressible,  if  every  little  instance 
of  kindness  is  not  reciprocal.  There  are  things  in 
this  sort  of  commerce  which  there  are  not  words 
to  express,  and  a  man  may  not  possibly  know 
how  to  represent  what  yet  may  tear  his  heart 
into  ten  thousand  tortures.  To  be  grave  to  a 
man's  mirth,  inattentive  to  his  discourse,  or  to 
interrupt  either  with  something  that  argues  a  dis- 
inclination to  be  entertained  by  him,  has  in  it 
something  so  disagreeable,  that  the  utmost  steps 
which  may  be  made  in  farther  enmity  can  not 
give  greater  torment.  The  gay  Connna,  who 
sets  up  for  an  indifference  and  becoming  heed- 
lessness, gives  her  husband  all  the  torment  ima- 
ginable out  of  mere  indolence,  with  this  peculiar 
vanity,  that  she  is  to  look  as  gay  as  a  maid  in  the 
character  of  a  wife.  It  is  no  matter  what  is  the 
reason  of  a  man's  grief,  if  it  be  heavy  as  it  is.  Her 
unhappy  man  is  convinced  that  she  means  him 
no  dishonour,  but  pines  to  death  because  she  will 
not  have  so  much  deference  to  him  as  to  avoid 
the  appearances  of  it.  The  author  of  the  follow- 
ing letter  is  perplexed  with  an  injury  that  is  in  a 
degree  yet  less  criminal,  and  yet  the  source  of 
the  utmost  unhappiness. 

'MR.  SPECTATOR,* 

'  I  have  read  your  papers  which  relate  to  jea- 
lousy, and  desire  your  advice  in  my  case;  which 

>*  +  The  following  letter  was  probably  written  by  Steele  in 
^allusion  to  bis  own  domestic  condition,  and  for  the  benefit! 
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you  will  say  is  not  common.  I  have  a  wife,  of 
whose  virtue  1  am  not  in  the  least  doubtful;  yetl 
can  not  be  satisfied  she  loves  me,  which  gives  me 
as  great  uneasiness  as  being  faulty  the  other  way 
would  dp.  I  know  not  whether  I  am  not  yet 
more  miserable  than  in  that  case,  for  she  keeps 

Eossession  of  my  heart,  without  the  return  of 
er's.  1  would  desire  your  observations  upon 
that  temper  in  some  women,  who  will  not  con- 
descend to  convince  their  husbands  of  their  in- 
nocence or  their  love,  but  are  wholly  negligent 
of  what  reflections  the  poor  men  make  upon  their 
conduct  (so  they  can  not  call  it  criminal,)  when 
at  the  same  time  a  little  tenderness  of  behaviour, 
or  regard  to  show  an  inclination  to  please  them, 
would  make  them  entirely  at  ease.  Do  not  such 
women  deserve  all  the  misinterpretation  which 
they  neglect  or  avoid?  Or  are  they  not  in  the  ac- 
tual practice  of  guilt,  who  care  not  whether  they 
are  thought  guifty  or  not?  If  my  wife  does  the 
most  ordinary  tiling,  as  visiting  her  sister,  or 
taking  the  air  with  her  mother,  it  is  always  car- 
ried with  the  air  of  a  secret.  Then  she  will  some- 
times tell  a  thing  of  no  consequence  as  if  it  was 
only  want  of  memory  made  her  conceal  it  before; 
and  this  only  to  dally  with  my  anxiety.  1  have 
complained  to  her  of  this  behaviour  in  the  gentlest 
terms  imaginable,  and  beseeched  her  not  to  use 
him  who  oesired  only  to  live  with  her  like  an  in- 
dulgent friend,  as  the  most  morose  and  unsocia- 
ble husband  in  the  world.  It  is  no  easy  matter 
to  describe  our  circumstance;  but  it  is  miserable 

of  his  wife,  Mrs.  Shurlock,  or,  as  he  commonly  calls  her, 
Mrs.  Prue.     See  Steele's  Letters,  Vol  X.  passim. 
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with  this  aggravation,  that  it  might  be  easily 
mended,  and  yet  no  remedy  endeavoured.  She 
reads  you,  and  there  is  a  phrase  or  two  in  this  let- 
ter which  she  will  know  came  from  me.  If  we 
enter  into  an  explanation  which  may  tend  to  our 
future  quiet  by  your  means,  you  shall  have  our 
joint  thanks;  in  the  mean  time  1  am  (as  much  as  I 
can  in  this  ambiguous  condition  be  any  thing)  sir, 

i  Your  humble  servant. ' 

*MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  Give  me  leave  to  make  you  a  present  of  a  cha- 
racter not  yet  described  in  your  papers,  which  is 
that  of  a  man  who  treats  his  friend  with  the  same 
odd  variety  which  a  fantastical  female  tyrant  prac- 
tises towards  her  lover.  I  have  for  some  time  had 
a  friendship  with  one  of  these  mercurial  persons. 
The  rogue  1  know  loves  me,  yet  he  takes  advan- 
tage of  my  fondness  for  him  to  use  me  as  he 
pleases.  We  are  by  turns  the  best  friends  and 
the  greatest  strangers  imaginable.  Sometimes 
you  would  think  us  inseparable;  at  other  times  he 
avoids  me  for  a  long  time,  yet  neither  he  nor  1 
know  why.  When  we  meet  next  by  chance,  he 
is  amazed  he  has  not  seen  me,  is  impatient  for  an 
appointment  the  same  evening;  and  when  1  ex- 
pect he  should  have  kept  it,  1  have  known  him 
slip  away  to  another  place;  where  he  has  sat  read- 
ing the  news,  when  there  is  no  ppst;  smoking  his 
pipe,  which  he  seldom  cares  for,  and  staring 
about  him  in  company  with  whom  he  had  nothing 
to  do,  as  if  he  wondered  how  he  came  there. 

'  That  I  may  state  my  case  to  you  the  more 
fully,  1  shall  transcribe  some  short  minutes  1 
have  taken  of  him  in  my  almanac  since  the  last 
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spring;  for  you  must  know  there  are  certain  sea- 
sons of  the  year,  according  to  which  I  will  not 
say  our  friendship,  but  the  enjoyment  of  it  rises 
or  falls.  In  March  and  April  he  was  as  various 
as  the  weather;  in  May  and  part  of  June,  I  found 
him  the  sprightliest  best-humoured  fellow  in  the 
world;  in  the  dog-days  he  was  much  upon  the 
indolent;  in  September  very  agreeable  but  very 
busy;  and  since  the  glass  last  fell  to  changeable, 
he  has  made  three  appointments  with  me,  and 
broke  them  every  one.  However,  I  have  good 
hopes  of  him  this  winter,  especially  if  you  will 
lend  me  your  assistance  to  reform  him,  which 
will  be  a  great  ease  and  pleasure  to,  sir, 

6  Your  most  humble  servant* 
October  9,  1711. 

STEELE.  T 


No.  195.     SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  13. 

<W  o<r&r  «  fxeOsA^n  <ri  /i  turqdihM  jury  tvi/eeg.      Hxs. 

Fools,  not  to  know  that  half  exceeds  the  whole. 
Nor  the  great  blessings  of  a  frugal  board! 

There  is  a  story  in  the  Arabian  Nights  Tales 
of  a  king  who  had  long  languished  under  an  ill 
habit  of  body,  and  had  taken  abundance  of  reme- 
dies to  no  purpose.  At  length,  says  the  fable,  a 
physician  cured  him  by  the  following  method: 
tie  took  a  hollow  ball  of  wood,  and  filled  it  with 
several  drugs;  after  which  he  closed  it  up  so  ar- 
tificially that  nothing  appeared.     He  likewise 
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took  a  mall,  and  after  having  hollowed  the -hut* 
die,  and  that  part  which  strikes  the  ball,  he  in- 
closed in  them  several  drugs  after  the  same  man- 
ner as  in  the  ball  itself,  lie  then  ordered  the 
sultan,  who  was  his  patient,  to  exercise  himself 
early  in  the  morning  with  these  rightly  prepared 
instruments,  till  such  time  as  he  should  sweat: 
when,  as  the  story  goes,  the  virtue  of  the  medica- 
ments perspiring  through  the  wood  had  so  good 
an  influence  on  the  sultan's  constitution,  that 
they  cured  him  of  an  indisposition  which  all  the 
compositions  he  had  taken  inwardly  had  not  been 
able  to  remove. 

This  eastern  allegory  is  finely  contrived  to 
show  us  how  beneficial  bodily  labour  is  to  health, 
and  that  exercise  is  the  most  effectual  physic.  1 
have  described  in  my  hundred  and  fifteenth  pa- 
per, from  the  general  structure  and  mechanism 
of  a  human  body,  how  absolutely  necessary  exer- 
cise is  for  its  preservation.  I  shall  in  this  place 
recommend  another  great  preservative  of  health, 
which  in  many  cases  produces  the  same  effects 
as  exercise,  and  may,  in  some  measure,  supply 
its  place,  where  opportunities  of  exercise  are 
wanting.  The  preservative  1  am  speaking  of  is 
temperance,  which  has  those  particular  advan- 
tages above  all  other  means  of  health,  that  it 
may  be  practised  by  all  ranks  and  conditions,  at 
any  season,  or  in  any  place.  It  is  a  kind  of  re- 
gimen into  which  every  man  may  put  himself, 
without  interruption  to  business,  expense  of 
money,  or  loss  of  time.  If  exercise  throws  off 
all  superfluities,  temperance  prevents  them;  if 
exercise  clears  the  vessels,  temperance  neithei 
satiates  nor  overstrains  them;  it  exercise  raises 
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more  of  his  eyes  than  of  so  many  spangles  oi  his 
herald's  coat 

i  The  next  upon  the  optic  list  is  old  Janus,  who 
stood  in  a  double-sighted  capacity,  like  a  person 
placed  betwixt  two  opposite  looking-glasses,  and 
so  took  a  sort  of  retrospective  cast  at  one  view. 
Copies  of  this  double-faced  way  are  not  yet  out 
of  fashion  with  many  professions,  and  the  inge- 
nious artists  pretend  to  keep  up  this  species  by 
double-headed  canes  and  spoons  ;*  but  there  is 
no  mark  of  this  faculty  except  in  the  emblemati- 
cal way  of  a  wise  general  having  an  eye  to  both 
front  and  rear,  or  a  pious  man  taking  a  review 
and  prospect  of  his  past  and  future  state  at  the 
same  time. 

'  I  must  own,  that  the  names,  colours,  quali- 
ties, and  turns  of  eyes  vary  almost  in  every  Bead; 
for,  not  to  mention  the  common  appellations  of 
the  black,  the  blue,  the  white,  the  gray,  and  the 
like;  the  most  remarkable  are  those  that  borrow 
their  titles  from  animals,  by  virtue  of  some  par- 
ticular quality  of  resemblance  they  bear  to  the 
eyes  of  the  respective  creatures;  as  that  of  a 
greedy,  rapacious  aspect,  takes  its  name  from  the 
cat,  that  of  a  sharp  piercing  nature  from  the  hawk, 
those  of  an  amorous,  roguish  look  derive  their 
title  even  from  the  sheep:  and  we  say  such  a  one 
has  a  sheep's  eye,  not  so  much  to  denote  the  in- 
nocence as  the  simple  slyness  of  the  cast;  nor  is 
this  metaphorical  inoculation  a  modern  inven- 
tion, for  we  find  Homer  taking  the  freedom  to 

•  Alluding  to  the  old-fashioned  spoons,  which  had  com* 
monly  ornamented  figures  carved  on  the  handles,  as  a 
double  face,  one  of  the  twelve  Apostles,  &c.  &c 
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ballads  of  twenty  different  herbs,  sauces  of  an 
hundred  ingredients,  confections  and  fruits  of 
numberless  sweets  and  flavours?  What  unnatural 
motions  and  counter-ferments  must  such  a  med- 
ley of  intemperance  produce  in  the  body?  For 
my  part,  when  1  behold  a  fashionable  table  set 
out  in  all  its  magnificence,  I  fancy  that  I  see  gouts 
and  dropsies,  fevers  and  lethargies,  with  other  in- 
numerable distempers  lying  in  ambuscade  among 
the  dishes. 

Nature  delights  in  the  most  plain  and  simple 
diet  Every  animal,  but  man,  keeps  to  one  dish. 
Herbs  are  the  food  of  this  species,  fish  of  that, 
and  flesh  of  a  third.  Man  falls  upon  every  thing 
that  comes  in  his  way;  not  the  smallest  fruit  or 
excrescence  of  the  earth,  scarce  a  berry  or  a 
mush-room  can  escape  him. 

It  is  impossible  to  lay  down  any  determinate 
rule  for  temperance,  because  what  is  luxury  in 
one  may  be  temperance  in  another;  but  there  are 
few  that  have  lived  any  time  in  the  world,  who 
are  not  judges  of  their  own  constitutions,  so  far 
as  to  know  what  kinds  and  what  proportions  of 
food  do  best  agree  with  them.  Were  1  to  con- 
sider my  readers  as  my  patients,  and  to  prescribe 
such  a  kind  of  temperance  as  is  accommodated 
to  all  persons,  and  such  as  is  particularly  suita- 
ble to  our  climate  and  way  ot  living,  I  would 
copy  the  following  rules  of  a  very  eminent  phy- 
sician. i  Make  your  whole  repast  out  of  one  dish. 
If  you  "indulge  in  a  second,  avoid  drinking  any 
thing  strong  until  you  have  finished  your  meal; 
at  the  same  time  abstain  from  all  sauces,  or  at 
least  such  as  are  not  the  most  plain  and  simple. ' 
A  man  could  not  well  be  guilty  of  gluttony,  if 
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be  stuck  to  these  few  obvious  and  easy  rules.  la 
the  first  case  there  would  be  no  variety  of  tastes 
to  solicit  his  palate  and  occasion  excess;  nor  in 
the  second,  any  artificial  provocatives  to  relieve 
satiety  and  create  a  false  appetite.  Were  1  to 
prescribe  a  rule  for  drinking,  it  should  be  formed 
upon  a  say  ins  quoted  by  Sir  William  Temple; 
4  The  first  glass  for  iryself,  the  second  for  my 
friends,  the  third  for  good-humour,  and  the  fourth 
for  mine  enemies.'  But  because  it  is  impossible 
for  one  who  lives  in  the  world  to  diet  nimself 
always  in  so  philosophical  a  manner,  1  think 
every  man  should  have  his  days  of  abstinence, 
according  as  his  constitution  will  permit.  These 
are  great  reliefs  to  nature,  as  they  qualify  her  for 
struggling  with  hunger  and  thirst,  whenever  any 
distemper  or  duty  of  life  may  put  her  upon  such 
difficulties;  and  at  the  sarme  time  give  her  an 
opportunity  of  extricating  herself  from  her  op- 
pressions, and  recovering  the  several  tones  and 
springs  of  her  distended  vessels.  Besides  that, 
abstinence  well-timed,  often  kills  a  sickness  in 
embryo,  and  destroys  the  first  seeds  of  an  indis- 
position.. It  is  observed  by  two  or  three  ancient 
authors,  that  Socrates,  notwithstanding  he  lived 
in  Athens  during  that  great  plague,  which  has 
made  so  much  noise  through  all  ages,  and  has 
been  celebrated  at  different  times  by  such  emi- 
nent hands;  I  say,  notwithstanding  that  he  lived 
in  the  time  of  this  devouring  pestilence,  he  never 
caught  the  least  infection,  which  those  writers 
unanimously  ascribe  to  that  uninterrupted  tem- 
perance which  he  alwavs  observed. 

And  here  1  can  not  b\it  mention  an  observation 
which  I  have  often  made,  upon  reading  the  lives 
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of  the  philosophers,  and  comparing  thenar  with 
any  series  of  tings  or  great  men  of  the  same 
number.  If  we  consider  thpse  ancient  sages,  a 
great  part  of  whose  philosophy  consisted  in  a  tem- 
perate and  abstemious  course  of  life,  one  would 
think  the  life  of  a  philosopher  and  the  life  of  a 
man  were  of  two  different  dates.  For  we  find 
that  the  generality  of  these  wise  men  were  near- 
er an  hundred  than  sixty  years  of  age,  at  the  time 
of  their  respective  deaths.  But  the  most  remark- 
able instance  of  the  efficacy  of  temperance  to- 
wards the  procuring  of  long  life,  is  wnat  we  meet 
with  in  a  little  book  published  by  Lewis  Cornaro 
the  Venetian;  which  1  the  rather  mention,  be- 
cause it  is  of  undoubted  credit,  as  the  late  Vene- 
tian ambassador,  who  was  of  the  same  family, 
attested  more  than  once  in  conversation,  when 
he  resided  in  England.  Cornaro,  who  was, the, 
author  of  the  little  treatise  I  am  mentioning;  was 
of  an  infirm  constitution, until  about  forty,  when 
by  obstinately  persisting  in  an  exact  course  of 
temperance,  he  recovered  a  perfect  state  of  health; 
insomuch  that  at  fourscore  he  published  his  book, 
which  has  been  translated  into  English  under  the 
title  of  Sure  and  Certain  Methods  of  Attaining  a 
.Long  and  Healthy  Life.  He  lived  to  give  a  third 
or  fourth  edition  of  it;  and  after  having  passed 
his  hundredth  year,  he  died  without  pain  or  ago- 
ny, and  like  one  who  falls  asleep.  The  treatise  . 
1  mention  has  been  taken  notice  of  by  several 
eminent  authors,  and  is  written  with  such  a  spirit 
of  cheerfulness,  religion,  and  good  sense,  as  are 
the  natural  concomitants  of  temperance  and  so- 
briety. The  mixture  of  the  old  man  in  it  israthei 

a  recommendation  than  a  discredit  to  it. 
Vol.  IV.— 12 
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Having  designed  this  paper  as  the  sequel  to 
that  upon  exercise,  1  have  not  here  considered 
temperance  as  it  is  n  moral  virtue,  which  1  shall 
make  the  subject  of  a  future  speculation,  but  only 
as  it  is  the  means  of  health. 

ADDISON.  L. 


■<i  cx^o  Q- 
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Est  ulubris,  animus  si  te  rum  deficit  sequus.    Hob. 

True  happiness  is  to  no  place  confin'd, 
But  still  is  found  in  a  contented  mind. 

6  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  There  is  a  particular  fault  which  1  have  ob 
served  in  most  of  the  moralists  in  all  ages,  and 
that  is,  that  they  are  always  professing  them- 
selves and  teaching  others  to  be  happy.  This 
state  is  not  to  be  arrived  at  in  this  life,  therefore 
1  would  recommend  to  you  to  talk  in  an  humbler 
strain  than  your  predecessors  have  done,  and  in- 
stead of  presuming  to  be  happy,  instruct  us  only 
to  be  easy.  The  thoughts  oi  him  who  would  be 
discreet,  and  aim  at  practicable  things,  should 
turn  upon  allaying  our  pain  rather  than  promot- 
ing our  joy.  Great  inquietude  is  to  be  avoided, 
but  great  felicity  is  not  to  be  attained.  The  great 
lesson  is  equanimity,  a  regularity  of  spirit,  which 
is  a  little  above  cheerfulness  and  below  mirth. 
Cheerfulness  is  always  to  be  supported  if  a  man 
is  out  of  pain,  but  mirth  to  a  prudent  man  should 
always  be  accidental.  It  should  naturally  arise 
out  of  the  occasion,  and  the  occasion  seldom  be 
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laid  for  it;  for  those  tempers  who  want  mirth  to 
be  pleased,  are  like  the  constitutions  which  flag 
witnout  the  use  of  brandy.  Therefore  I  say,  let 
your  precept  be,  *  be  easy.'  That  mind  is  disr 
solute  and  un governed,  which  must  be  hurried 
out  of  itself  by  loud  laughter  or  sensual  pleasure, 
or  else  be  wholly  inactive. 

<  There  are  a  couple  of  old  fellows  of  my  ac- 
quaintance who  meet  every  day  and  smoke  a  pipe, 
and  by  their  mutual  love  to  each  other,  though 
they  have  been  men  of  business  and  bustle  in  the 
world,  enjoy  a  greater  tranquillity  than  either 
could  have  worked  himself  into  by  any  chapter 
of  Seneca.  Indolence  of  body  and  mind,  when 
we  aim  at  no  more,  is  very  frequently  enjoyed; 
but  the  very  inquiry  after  happiness  has  some- 
thing restless  in  it,  which  a  man  who  lives  in;  a 
series  of  temperate  meals,  friendly  conversa- 
tions, and  easy  slumbers,  gives  himself  no  trouble 
about.  While  men  of  refinement  are  talking  of 
tranquillity,  he  possesses  it. 

i  What  1  would  by  these  broken  expressions 
recommend  to  you,  Mr.  Spectator,  is,  that  you 
would  speak  of  the  way  of  life  which  plain  men 
maj  pursue,  to  fill  up  the  spaces  of  time  with 
satisfaction.  It  is  a  lamentable  circumstance, 
that  wisdom,  or,  as  you  call  it.  philosophy,  should 
furnish  ideas  only  for  the  learned;  and  that  a 
man  must  be  a  philosopher  to  know  how  to  pass 
away  his  time  agreeably.  It  would  therefore  be 
worth  your  pains  to  place  in  a  handsome  light 
the  relations  and  affinities  among  meja,.  which 
render  their  conversation  with  each  other:  so 
grateful,  that  the  highest  talents  give  but  an  im- 
potent pleasure  in  comparison  with  them.     ¥om 


i 
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may  find  descriptions  and  discourses  which  will 
render  the  fire-side  of  an  honest  artificer  as  en- 
tertaining, as  your  own  club  is  to  you.  Good- 
nature has  an  endless  source  of  pleasure  in  it; 
and  the  representation  of  domestic  life  filled  with 
its  natural  gratifications,  instead  of  the  necessary 
vexations  which  are  generally  insisted  upon  in 
the  writings  of  the  witty,  will  be  a  very  good 
office  to  society. 

'  The  vicissitudes  of  labour  and  rest  in  the 
lower  part  of  mankind,  make  their  being  pass 
away  with  that  sort  of  relish  which  we  express 
by  the  word  comfort;  and  should  be  treated  of 
by  you,  who  are  a  spectator,  as  well  as  such  sub- 
jects winch  appear  indeed  more  speculative,  but 
are  less  instructive.  In  a  word,  sir,  I  would 
have  you  turn  your  thoughts  to  the  advantage  of 
such  as  want  you  most;  and  show  that  simplicity, 
innocence,  industry,  and  temperance,  are  arts 
which  lead  to  tranquillity,  as  much  as  learning, 
wisdom,  knowledge,  and  contemplation. 

<  I  am,  Sir, 
*  Your  most  humble  servant, 

<TB.' 

1  Hackney j  October  12,  1711. 

•MR.  StffidTATOB, 

r'l  am  the  young  woman  whom  you  did  so 
much  justice  to  some  time  ago,  in  acknowledg- 
ing that  I  am  perfect  mistress  of  the  fan,  and  use 
it  with  the  utmost  knowledge  and  dexterity. 
(See  No*  1 S4.  V  Indeed  the  world,  as  malicious 
as  it 'is,  will  allow,  that  from  a  hurry  of  laughter 
I  reooHedt  mysulf  the  most  suddenly,  make  a 
curtesy^  and  let  fall  my  hands  before  m%  closing 
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my  fan  at  the  same  instant,  the  best  of  any  woman 
in  England.  1  am  not  a  little  delighted  that  1 
have  had  your  notice  and  approbation;  and  how- 
ever young  women  may  rally  me  out  of  envy,  1 
triumph  in  it,  and  demand  a  place  in  your  friend- 
ship. You  must  therefore  permit  me  to  lay  be- 
fore you  the  present  state  of  my  mind.  I  was 
reading  your  Spectator  of  the  9th  instant,  and 
thought  the  circumstance  of  the  ass  divided  be- 
tween two  bundles  of  hay  which  equally  affected 
his  senses,  was  a  lively  representation  of  my 
present  condition,  for  you  are  to  know  that  I  am 
extremely  enamoured  with  two  young  gentle- 
men who  at  this  time  pretend  to  me.  One  must 
hide  nothing  when  one  is  asking  advice,. there- 
fore I  will  own  to  you,  that  I  am  very  amorous 
and  very  covetous.  My  lover  Will  is  very  rich, 
and  my  lover  Tom  very  handsome.  I  can  have 
either  of  them  when  I  please:  but  when  1  debate 
the  question  in  my  own  mind,  1  can  not  take 
Tom  for  fear  of  losing  Will's  estate,  nor  enter 
upon  Will's  estate  and  bid  adieu  to  Tom's  per- 
son. 1  am  very  young,  and  yet  no  one  in  the 
world,  dear  sir,  nas  the  main  chance  more  in  her 
head  than  myself.  Tom  is  the  gayest,  the  blith- 
est creature!  He  dances  well,  is  very  civil,  and 
diverting  at  all  hours  and  seasons.  On!  he  is  the 
joy  of  my  eyes!  But  then  again  Will  is  so  very 
rich  and  careful  of  the  main.  How  many  pretty 
dresses  does  Tom  appear  in  to  charm  me!  But 
then  it  immediately  occurs  to  me,  that  a  man  of 
his  circumstances  is  so  much  the  poorer.  Upon 
the  whole,  1  have  at  last  examined  both  these 
desires  of  love  and  avarice,  and  upon  strictly 
weighing  the  matter,  I  begin  to  think  1  shall  be 
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covetous  longer  than  fond;  therefore  if  you  have 
nothing  to  say  to  the  contrary,  I  shall  take  Will. 

Alaa,  poor  Tom ! 

*  Your  humble  servant, 

'  BIDDY  LOVELESS.' 
STEELE.  T. 
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AUer  rixatur  de  land  ssepe  caprin^,  et 

Propugnat  nugis  armatus:  scilicet,  ut  nan 

Sit  mini  prima  fides?  et,  vere  quod  placet,  uinon 

JLcriter  elatrem?  Prctivm  aetas  altera  sordet. 

Ambigiiur  quid  tnim!  Castor  sciatt  an  DpciK&plus, 

Brunduslum  Numici  melius  via  ducatt  an  Jlppi.      Hob. 

One  strives  for  trifles,  and  for  toys  contends: 

He  is  in  earnest;  what  he  says,  defends; 

*  That  I  should  not  be  trusted,  right  or  wrong, 

'  Or  be  debarr'd  the  freedom  of  my  tpngue, 

'  And  not  bawl  what  I  please:  To  part  with  this, 

'I  think  another  life  too  mean  a  price- * 

The  question  is — Pray,  what? — Why,  which  can  boast 

OrDocilis,  or  Castor,  knowing  most; 

Or  whether  through  Numicum  ben't  as  good 

To  fair  Brundusium,  as  the  Appian  road.         Creech. 

Every  age  a  man  passes  through,  and  way  oi 
life  he  engages  in,  has  some  particular  vice  or 
imperfection  naturally  cleaving  to  it,  which  it 
will  require  his  nicest  care  to  avoid.  The  several 
weaknesses  to  which  youth,  old  age  and  man- 
hood are  exposed,  have  long  since  been  set  down 
by  many  both  of  the  poets  and  philosophers;  but 
I  do  not  remember  to  Vme.  mat  with  any  author 
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who  has  treated  of  those  ill  habits  men  are  sub- 
ject to,  not  so  much  by  reason  of  their  different 
ages  and  tempers,  as  the  particular  professions 
or  business  in  which  they  were  educated  and 
brought  up. 

I  am  the  more  surprised  to  find  this  subject  so 
little  touched  on,  since  what  I  am  here  speaking 
of  is  so  apparent,  as  not  to  escape  the  most  vulgar 
observation.  The  business  men  are  chiefly  con- 
versant in,  does  not  only  give  a  certain  cast  or 
turn  to  their  minds,  but  is  very  often  apparent  in 
their  outward  behaviour,  and  some  ot  the  most 
indifferent  actions  of  their  lives.  It  is  this  air,  dif- 
fusing itself  over  the  whole  man,  which  helps  to 
find  out  a  person  at  his  first  appearance;  so  tha* 
the  most  careless  observer  fancies  he  can  scarce 
be  mistaken  in  the  carriage  of  a  seaman,  or  the 
gait  of  a  tailor. 

The  liberal  arts,  though  they  may  possibly  have 
less  effect  on  our  external  mien  and  behaviour, 
make  so  deep  an  impression  on  the  mind,  as  is 
very  apt  to  bend  it  wholly  one  way. 

The  mathematician  will  take  little  less  than 
demonstration  in  the  most  common  discourse, 
and  the  schoolman  is  as  great  a  friend  to  defini- 
tions and  syllogisms.  The  physician  and  divine 
are  often  heard  to  dictate  in  private  companies 
with  the  same  authority  which  they  exercise  over 
their  patients  and  disciples,  while  the  lawyer  is 
putting  cases,  and  raising  matter  of  disputation, 
out  of  every  thing  that  Occurs. 

1  may  possibly  some  time  or  other  animadvert 
more  at  large  on  the  particular  fault  each  profes- 
sion is  most  infected  with;  but  shall  at  present 
wholly  apply  myself  to  the  cure  of  what  I  last 
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mentioned,  namely,  that  spirit  of  strife  and  con- 
tention in  the  conversations  of  gentlemen  of  the 
lone;  robe. 

This  is  the  more  ordinary,  because  these  gen- 
tlemen regarding  argument  as  their  own  proper 
province,  and  very  often  making  ready-money  of 
it,  think  it  unsafe  to  yield  before  company.  They 
are  showing  in  common  talk  how  zealously  they 
could  defend  a  cause  in  court,  and  therefore  fre- 
quently forget  to  keep  that  temper  which  is  abso- 
lutely requisite  to  render  conversation  pleasant 
and  instructive. 

Captain  Sentry1  pushes  this  matter  so  far,  that 
I  have  heard  him  say,  '  he  has  known  but  few 
pleaders  that  were  tolerable  company. ' 

The  captain,  who  is  a  man  of  good  sense,  but 
dry  conversation,  was  last  night  giving  me  an  ac- 
count of  a  discourse,  in  which  he  had  lately  been 
engaged  with  a  young  wrangler  in  the  law.  i  1 
was  giving  my  opinion/  says  the  captain,  <  with- 
out apprehending  any  debate  that  might  arise 
from  it,  of  a  general's  behaviour  in  a  battle  that 
was  fought  some  years  before  either  the  Templar 
or  myself  were  born.  The  young  lawyer  imme- 
diately took  me  up,  and  by  reasoning  above  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  upon  a  subject  which  1  saw 
he  understood  nothing  of,  endeavoured  to  show 
me  that  my  opinions  were  ill-grounded.  '  Upon 
which,*  says  the  captain,  '  to  avoid  any  further 
contests,  I  told  him,  that  truly  1  had  not  consi- 
dered those  several  arguments  which  he  had 
brought  against  me,  ana  that  there  might  be  a 
great  deal  in  them.'  'Ay,  but,'  said  my  anta- 
gonist, who  would  not  let  me  escape  so,  '  there 
are  several  things  to  be  urged  in  favour  of  your 
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opinion  which  you  have  omitted;'  and  thereupon 
began  to  shine  upon  the  other  side  of  the  ques- 
tion. 'Upon  this,'  says  the  captain,  *1  came 
over  to  my  first  sentiments,  and  entirely  acqui- 
esced in  his  reasons  for  my  so  doing.  Upon 
which  the  Templar  again  recovered  his  former 
posture,  and  confuted  both  himself  and  me  a 
third  time.  '  In  short/  says  my  friend,  *  I  found 
he  was  resolved  to  keep  me  at  sword's  length, 
and  never  let  me  close  with  him;  so  that  I  bad 
nothing  left  but  to.  hold  my  tongue  and  give  my 
antagonist  free  leave  to  smile  at  nis  victory,  who 
I  found  like  Hudibras,  could  still  change  sides 
and  still  confute.' 

For  my  own  part,  I  have  ever  regarded  our 
inns  of  court  as  nurseries  of  statesmen  and  law- 
givers, which  makes  me  often  frequent  that  part 
of  the  town  with  great  pleasure. 

Upon  my  calling  in  lately  at  one  of  the  most 
noted  Temple  coffee-houses,  I  found  the  whole 
room,  whicn  was  full  of  young  students,  divided 
into  several  parties,  each  of  which  was  deeply 
engaged  in  some  controversy.  The  management 
of  the  late  ministry  was  attacked  and  defended 
with  great  vigour;  and  several  preliminaries  to 
the  peace  were  proposed  by  some,  and  rejected 
by  others;  the  aemolishing  of  Dunkirk  was  so 
eagerly  insisted  on,  and  so  warmly  controverted, 
as  had  like  to  have  produced  a  challenge.  In 
short,  I  observed  that  the  desire  of  victory,  whet- 
ted with  the  little  prejudices  of  party  and  interest, 
generally  carried  the  argument  to  such  a  height, 
as  made  the  disputants  insensibly  conceive  an 
aversion  towards  each  other,  and  part  with  the 
highest  dissatisfaction  on  both  sides. 
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The  managing  an  argument  handsomely  being 
so  nice  a  point,  and  what  I  have  seen  so  very  few 
excel  in,  1  shall  here  set  down  a  few  rules  on 
that  head,  which,  among  other  things,  I  gave  in 
writing  to  a  young  kinsman  of  mine,  who  had 
made  so  great  a  proficiency  in  the  law  that  he 
began  to  plead  in  company,  upon  every  subject 
that  was  started. 

Having  the  entire  manuscript  by  me,  I  may, 
perhaps,  from  time  to  time,  publish  such  parts 
of  it  as  1  shall  think  requisite  for  the  instruction 
of  the  British  youth.  What  regards  my  present 
purpose  is  as  follows: 

Avoid  disputes  as  much  as  possible.  In  order 
to  appear  easy  and  well-brea  in  conversation, 
you  may  assure  yourself  that  it  requires  more 
wit,  as  well  as  more  good  humour,  to  improve 
than  to  contradict  the  notions  of  another:  but  if 
you  are  at  any  time  obliged  to  enter  on  an  argu- 
ment, give  your  reasons  with  the  utmost  cool- 
ness and  modesty,  two  things  which  scarce  ever 
fail  of  making  an  impression  on  the  hearers.  Be- 
sides, if  you  are  neither  dogmatical,  nor  show 
either  by  your  actions  or  words  that  you  are  full 
of  yourself,  all  will  the  more  heartily  rejoice  at 
your  victory.  Nay,  should  you  be  pinched  in 
your  argument,  you  may  make  your  retreat 
with  a  very  good  grace:  you  were  never  posi- 
tive, and  are  now  glad  to  be  better  informed. 
This  has  made  some  approve  the  Socratical  way 
of  reasoning,  where,  while  you  scarce  afliim  any 
thing,  you  can  hardly  be  caught  in  an  absurdity; 
and  though  possibly  you  are  endeavouring  to 
bring  over  another  to  your  opinion,  which  is 
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firmly  fixed,  you  seem  only  to  desire  information 
from  him. 

In  order  to  keep  that  temper  which  is  so  diffi- 
cult, and  yet  so  necessary  to  preserve,  you  may 
please  to  consider,  that  nothing  can  he  more  un- 
just or  ridiculous,  than  to  be  angry  with  another 
oecause  he  is  not  of  your  opinion.  The  interests, 
education,  and  means  by  which  men  attain  their 
knowledge,  are  so  very  different,  that  it  is  impos- 
sible they  should  all  think  alike;  and  he  has  at 
least  as  much  reason  to  be  angry  with  you  as  you 
with  him.  Sometimes  to  keep  yourself  cool,  it 
may  be  of  service  to  ask  yourself  fairly,  i  What 
might  have  been  your  opinion,  had  you  all  the 
biases  of  education  and  interest  your  adversary 
may  possibly  have?'  But  if  you  contend  for  the 
honour  of  victory  alone,  you  may  lay  down  this 
as  an  infallible  maxim,  that  you  can  not  make  a 
more  false  step,  or  give  your  antagonist  a  greater 
advantage  over  you,  than  by  falling  into  a  passion. 

When  an  argument  is  over,  how  many  weighty 
reasons  does  a  man  recollect,  which  his  heat  and 
violence  made  him  utterly  forget? 

It  is  yet  more  absurd  to  be  angry  with  a  man 
because  he  does  not  apprehend  the  force  of  your 
reasons,  or  gives  weak  ones  of  his  own.  If  you 
argue  for  reputation,  this  makes  your  victory  the 
easier:  he  is  certainly  in  all  respects  an  object  of 
your  pity,  rather  than  anger;  and  if  he  can  not 
comprehend  what  you  do,  you  ought  to  thank 
nature  for  her  favours,  who  has  given  you  so 
much  the  clearer  understanding. 

You  may  please  to  add  this  consideration,  that 
among  your  equals  no  one  values  your  anger, 
which  only  preys  upon  its  master;  and  perhaps 
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you  may  find  it  not  very  consistent  either  with 
prudence  or  your  ease,  to  punish  yourself  when* 
ever  you  meet  with  a  fool  or  a  knave. 

Lastly,  if  you  propose  to  yourself  the  true  end 
of  argument,  which  is  information,  it  may  be  a 
seasonable  check  to  your  passion;  for  if  you  search 
purely  after  truth,  it  will  be  almost  indifferent  to 
you  where  you  find  it.  I  can  not  in  this  place 
omit  an  observation  which  I  have  often  made, 
namely,  that  nothing  procures  a  man  more  esteem 
and  less  envy  from  tne  whole  company*  than  it 
he  chooses  the  part  of  moderator,  without  engag- 
ing directly  on  either  side  in  a  dispute.  This 
gives  him  the  character  of  impartial,  furnishes 
nim  with  an  opportunity  of  sifting  things  to  the 
bottom,  showing  his  judgment,  and  of  sometimes 
making  handsome  compliments  to  each  of  the 
contending  parties. 

1  shall  close  this  subject  with  giving  you  one 
caution:  when  you  have  gained  a  victory,  do  not 
push  it  too  far;  it  is  sufficient  to  let  the  company 
and  your  adversary  see  it  is  in  your  power,  but 
that  you  are  too  generous  to  make  use  of  it. 

BUDGELL.  X. 
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Cervi  Iuporum  prmda  rapacium, 
Sectamur  ultr^  quos  opimus 
FaUere  et  cffugere  est  triumphus.        Hob.  Od. 

We,  like  the  stag",  the  brinded  wolf  provoke, 
^And,  when  retreat  is  victory, 

Rush  on,  though  sure  to  die.  Airou. 

There  is  a  species  of  women  whom  I  shall  dis- 
tinguish by  the  name  of  salamanders.  Now  a 
salamander  is  a  kind  of  heroine  in  chastity,  that 
{reads  upon  fire,  and  lives  in  the  midst  01  flames 
without  oeing  hurt.  A  salamander  knows  no  dis- 
tinction of  sex  in  those  she  converses  with,  grows 
familiar  with  a  stranger  at  first  sight,  and  is  not 
so  narrow  spirited  as  to  observe  whether  the  per- 
son she  talks  to  be  in  breeches  or  petticoats.  She 
admits  a  male  visitant  to  her  bed-side,  plays  with 
him  a  whole  afternoon  at  piquet,  walks  with  him 
two  or  three  hours  by  moon-light,  and  is  extreme- 
ly scandalized  at  the  unreasonableness  of  a  hus- 
band, or  the  severity  of  a  parent,  that  would  debar 
the  sex  from  such  innocent  liberties.  Your  sala- 
mander is  therefore  a  perpetual  declaimer  against 
jealousy,  an  admirer  of  the  French  good  breed- 
ing, and  a  great  stickler  for  freedom  in  conver- 
sation. In  short,  the  salamander  lives  in  an  in- 
vincible state  of  simplicity  and  innocence;  her 
constitution  is  preserved  in  a  kind  of  natural  frost; 
she  wonders  what  people  mean  by  temptations, 
and  defies  mankind  to  do  their  worst.  Her  chas- 
tity is  engaged  in  a  constant  ordeal,  or  fiery  trial, 
like  good  queen  Emma,  the  pretty  innocent  walks 
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blindfold  among  burning  plough-shares,  without 
being  scorched  or  singed  by  them.  * 

It  is  not  therefore  for  the  use  of  the  salamander, 
whether  in  a  married  or  single  state  of  life,  that  1 
design  the  following  paper;  but  for  such  females 
only  as  are  made  of  flesh  and  blood,  and  find 
themselves  subject  to  human  frailties. 

As  for  this  part  of  the  fair  sex  who  are  not  of 
the  salamander  kind,  1  would  most  earnestly  ad- 
vise them  to  observe  a  quite  different  conduct  in 
their  behaviour;  and  to  avoid  as  much  as  possi- 
ble, what  religion  calls  temptations,  and  the 
world  opportunities.  Did  they  but  know  how 
many  thousands  of  their  sex  have  been  gradually 
betrayed  from  innocent  freedoms  to  ruin  and  in- 
famy, and  how  many  millions  of  ours  have  begun 
with  flatteries,  protestations,  and  endearments, 
but  ended  with  reproaches,  perjury,  and  perfidi- 
ousness,  they  would  shun  like  death  the  very 
first  approaches  of  one  that  might  lead  them  into 
inextricable  labyrinths  of  guilt  and  misery.  I 
must  so  far  give  up  the  cause  of  the  male  world, 
as  to  exhort  the  female  sex  in  the  language  of 
Chamont  in  the  Orphan: 

*  Trust  not  a  man,  we  are  by  nature  false, 
Dissembling',  subtle,  cruel,  and  inconstant 
When  a  man  talks  of  love*  with  caution  trust  him; 
But  if  he  swears,  he  '11  certainly  deceive  thee.' 

•  Emma  was  the  mother  of  king  Edward  the  Confessor, 
and  being  suspected  *of  unchastity,  was,  as  a  trial  of  her 
innocence,  made  to  walk  hood-winked  and  bare-foot  over 
nine  red-hot  ploughshares.  This  which  was  called  the 
Ordeal-trial,  Emma  is  said  to  have  performed  unhurt  See 
Bayle's  Diet  Art.  Emma. 
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1  might  very  much  enlarge  upon  this  subject, 
but  shall  conclude  it  with  a  story  which  I  lately 
heard  from  one  of  our  Spanish  officers,  and  which 
liiay  show  the  danger  a  woman  incurs  by  too 
great  familiarities  with  a  male  companion. 

An  inhabitant  of  the  kingdom  of  Castile,  be- 
ing a  man  of  more  than  ordinary  prudence,  and 
of  a  grave  composed  behaviour,  determined,  about 
the  fiftieth  year  of  his  age,  to  enter  upon  wed- 
lock. In  order  to  make  himself  easy  in  it,  he 
cast  his  eye  upon  a  young  woman  who  had  no- 
thing to  recommend  her  but  her  beauty  and  her 
education,  her  parents  having  been  reduced  to 
great  poverty  by  the  wars,  which  for  some  years 
had  laid  that  whole  country  waste.  The  Casti- 
lian  having  made  his  addresses  to  her  and  marri^ 
ed  her,  they  lived  together  in  perfect  happiness 
for  some  time;  when  at  length  the  husband's  af- 
fairs made  it  necessary  for  him  to  take  a  voyage 
to  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  where  a  great  part  of 
his  estate  lay.  The  wife  loved  him  too  tender- 
ly to  be  left  behind  him.  They  had  not  been  a 
shipboard  above  a  day,  when  they  unluckily  fell 
into  the  hands  of  an  Algerine  pirate,  who  carried 
the  whole  company  on  shore,  and  made  them 
slaves.  The  Castihan  and  his  wife  had  the  com- 
fort of  being  under  the  same  master;  who  seeing 
how  dearly  they  loved  one  another,  and  gasped 
after  their  liberty,  demanded  a  most  exorbitant 

Erice  for  their  ransom.  The  Castrlian,  though 
e  would  rather  have  died  in  slavery  himself 
than  have  paid  such  a  sum  as  he  found  would  go 
near  to  ruin  him,  was  so  moved  with  compassion 
towards  his  wife,  that  he  sent  repeated  orders  to 
his  friend  in  Spain  (who  happened  to  be  his  next 
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relation)  to  sell  his  estate,  and  transmit  the  mo- 
ney to  him.  His  friend,  hoping  that  the  terms 
of  his  ransom  might  be  made  more  reasonable, 
and  unwilling  to  sell  an  estate  which  he  himself 
had  some  prospect  of  inheriting,  formed  so  many 
delays,  that  three  whole  years  passed  away  with- 
out any  thing  being  done  for  the  setting  them  at 
liberty. 

There  happened  to  live  a  French  renegado  in 
the  same  place  where  the  Castilian  and  his  wife 
were  kept  prisoners.  As  this  fellow  had  in  him 
all  the  vivacity  of  his  nation,  he  often  entertain- 
ed the  captives  with  accounts  of  his  own  adven- 
tures; to  which  he  sometimes  added  a  song  or  a 
dance,  or  some  other  piece  of  mirth,  to  divert 
them  during  their  confinement.  His  acquaint- 
ance with  the  manners  of  the  Algerines  enabled 
him  likewise  to  do  them  several  good  offices. 
The  Castilian,  as  he  was  one  day  in  conversation 
with  this  renegado,  discovered  to  him  the  negli- 
gence and  treachery  of  his  correspondent  in  Cas- 
tile, and  at  the  same  time  asked  his  advice  how 
he  should  behave  himself  in  that  exigency:  he 
further  told  the  renegado,  that  he  found  it  would 
be  impossible  for  him  to  raise  the  money  unless 
he  himself  might  go  over  to  dispose  of  his  estate. 
The  renegado,  after  having  represented  to  him 
that  his  Algerine  master  would  never  consent  to 
his  release  upon  such  a  pretence,  at  length  con- 
trived a  method  for  the  Castilian  to  make  his 
escape  in  the  habit  of  a  seaman.  The  Castilian 
succeeded  in  his  attempt;  and  having  sold  his 
estate,  being  afraid  lest  the  money  should  mis- 
carry by  the  way,  and  determined  to  perish  with 
it  rather  than  lose  one  who  was  much  dearer  to 
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him  than  his  life,  he  returned  himself  in  a  little 
vessel  that  was  going  to  Algiers.  It  is  impossi- 
ble to  describe  the  joy  he  felt  upon  this  occasion, 
when  he  considered  that  he  should  soon  see  the 
wife  whom  he  so  much  loved,  and  endear  him- 
self more  to  her  by  this  uncommon  piece  of  gen- 
erosity. 

The  renegado,  during  the  husband's  absence, 
so  insinuated  himself  into  the  good  graces  of  his 
young  wife,  and  so  turned  her  head  with  stories 
of  gallantry,  that  she  quickly  thought  him  the 
finest  gentleman  she  had  ever  conversed  with. 
To  be  brief,  her  mind  was  quite  alienated  from 
the  honest  Castitian,  whom  she  was  taught  to 
look  upon  as  a  formal  old  fellow,  unworthy  the 
possession  of  so  charming  a  creature.  She  had 
teen  instructed  by  the  renegado  how  to  manage 
herself  upon  his  arrival;  so  that  she  received 
him  with  an  appearance  of  the  utmost  love 
and  gratitude,  and  at  length  persuaded  him  to 
trust  their  common  friend  the  renegado  with  the 
money  he  had  brought  over  for  their  ransom ;  as 
not  questioning  but  he  would  beat  down  the 
terms  of  it,  anunegotiate  the  affair  more  to  their 
advantage  than  they  themselves  could  do.  The 
good  man  admired  her  prudence,  and  followed 
ner  advice.  1  wish  I  could  conceal  the  sequel  of 
this  story;  but  since  I  can  not,  1  shall  despatch  it 
in  as  few  words  as  possible.  The  Castilian  hav- 
ing slept  longer  than  ordinary  the  next  morning, 
upon  his  awaking  found  his  wife  had  left  him: 
he  immediately  arose  and  inquired  after  her,  but 
was  told  that  she  was  seen  with  the  renegado 
about  break  of  day.  In  a  word,  her  lover  nav- 
ing  got  all  things  ready  for  their  departure,  thev 

Vol.  IV.— 13 
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soon  made  their  escape  out  of  the  territories  of 
Algiers,  carried  away  the  money,  and  left  the 
Castilian  in  captivity;  who,  partly  through  the 
cruel  treatment  of  the  incensed  Algerine  his  mas- 
ter, and  partly  through  the  unkind  usage  of  his 
unfaithful  wife,  died  some  few  months  after. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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Scribere  jussit  amor*     Ovid. 


Love  bade  me  write. 

The  following  letters  are  written  with  such  an 
air  of  sincerity  that  1  can  not  deny  the  inserting 
of  them. 

<MR.  SPECTATOR, 

i  Though  you  are  every  where  in  your  writ- 
ings a  friend  to  women,  1  do  not  remember  that 
you  have  directly  considered  the  mercenary  prac- 
tice of  men  in  the  choice  of  wives.  If  you  would 
please  to  employ  your  thoughts  upon  that  sub- 
ject, you  would  easily  conceive  the  miserable 
condition  many  of  us  are  in,  who,  not  only  from 
the  laws  of  custom  and  modesty,  are  restrained 
from  making  any  advances  towards  our  wishes, 
but  are  also,  from  the  circumstance  of  fortune, 
out  of  all  hope  of  being  addressed  to  by  those 
wnom  we  love.  Under  all  these  disadvantages 
I  am  obliged  to  apply  myself  to  you,  and  hope  I 
shail  prevail  with  you  to  print  in  your  very  next 
oaper  the  following  letter,  which  is  a  declaration 
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of  passion  to  one  who  has  made  some  faint  ad- 
dresses to  me  for  some  time.  1  believe  he  ar- 
dently loves  me;  but  the  inequality  of  my  for- 
tune makes  him  think  he  can  not  answer  it  to 
the  world  if  he  pursues  his  designs  by  way  of 
marriage;  and  1  believe,  as  he  does  not  want  dis- 
cernment, he  discovered  me  looking  at  him  the 
other  day  unawares  in  such  a  manner  as  has  rais- 
ed his  hopes  of  gaining  me  on  terms  the  men 
call  easier.  But  my  heart  was  very  full  on  this 
occasion ;  and  if  you  know  what  love  and  honour 
are,  you  will  pardon  me  that  I  use  no  farther 
argument  with  you,  but  hasten  to  my  letter  to 
him  whom  1  call  Oroondates;  because  if  1  do  not 
succeed,  it  shall  look  like  romance;  and  if  1  am 
regarded,  you  shall  receive  a  pair  of  glove  sat  my 
wedding,  sent  to  you  under  tne  name  of  Statira. ' 

«TO  OROONDATES. 

6  SIR> 

'  After  very  much  perplexity  in  myself,  and 

revolving  how  to  acquaint  you  with  my  own  sen- 
timents, and  expostulate  with  you  concerning 
yours,  I  have  chosen  this  way,  by  which  means 
1  can  be  at  once  revealed  to  you,  or  if  you  please, 
lie  concealed.  If  1  do  not  within  a  few  days  find 
the  effect  which  1  hope  from  this,  the  whole  af- 
fair shall  be  buried  in  oblivion.  But  alas!  what 
am  I  going  to  do,  when  1  am  about  to  tell  you 
that  1  love  you?  But  after  I  have  done  so,  I  am 
to  assure  you  that,  with  all  the  passion  which 
ever  entered  a  tender  heart,  I  know  1  can  banish 
you  from  my  sight  for  ever,  when  1  am  con- 
vinced that  you  have  no  inclinations  towards  me 
but  to  my  dishonour.  But,  alas!  sir,  why  should 
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you  sacrifice  the  real  and  essential  happiness  of 
life  to  the  opinion  of  a  world  that  moves  upon  do 
other  foundation  but  professed  error  and  preju- 
dice? You  all  can  observe,  that  riches  alone  do 
not  make  you  happy,  and  yet  give  up  every 
thing  else  when  it  stands  in  competition  with 
riches.  Since  the  world  is  so  bad,  that  religion 
is  left  to  us  silly  women,  and  you  men  act  gene- 
rally upon  principles  of  profit  and  pleasure,  I  will 
talk  to  you  without  arguing  from  any  thing  but 
what  may  be  most  to  your  advantage  as  a  man 
of  the  world.  And  1  will  lay  before  you  the 
state  of  the  case,  supposing  that  you  had  it  in 
your  power  to  make  me  your  mistress  or  your 
wife,  and  hope  to  convince  you  that  the  latter  is 
more  for  your  interest,  and  will  contribute  more 
to  your  pleasure. 

<  We  will  suppose  then  the  scene  was  laid,  and 
you  were  now  in  expectation  of  the  approaching 
evening  wherein  1  was  to  meet  you,  and  be  car- 
ried to  what  convenient  corner  of  the  town  you 
thought  fit,  to  consummate  all  which  jour  wan* 
ton  imagination  has  promised  to  you  in  the  pos- 
session of  one  who  is  in  the  bloom  of  youth  and  in 
the  reputation  of  innocence:  you  would  soon  have 
enough  of  me,  as  I  am  sprightly,  young,  gay  and 
airy.  When  fancy  is  sated,  and  finds  all  the 
promises  it  made  itself  false,  where  is  now  the 
innocence  which  charmed  you?  The  first  how 
you  are  alone  you  will  find  that  the  pleasure  of  a 
debauchee  is  only  that  of  a  destroyer:  he  blasts 
all  the  fruit  he  tastes;  and  where  the  brute  has 
been  devouring,  there  is  nothing  left  worthy  the 
relish  of  the  man.  Reason  resumes  her  place 
after  imagination  is  cloyed:  and  I  am,  witn  the 
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utmost  distress  and  confusion,  to  behold  myself 
the  cause  of  uneasy  reflections  to  you,  to  be  visit- 
ed by  stealth,  and  dwell  for  the  future  with  the 
two  companions,  (the  most  unfit  for  each  other 
in  the  world)  solitude  and  guilt.  I  will  not  in- 
sist upon  the  shameful  obscurity  we  should  pass 
our  time  in,  nor  run  over  the  little  short  snatches 
of  fresh  air  and  free  commerce  which  all  people 
must  be  satisfied  with  whose  actions  will  not  bear 
examination,  but  leave  them  to  your  reflections, 
who  have  seen  of  that  life  of  which  1  have  but  a 
mere  idea. 

*  On  the  other  hand,  if  you  can  be  so  good  and 
generous  as  to  make  me  your  wife,  you  may  pro- 
mise yourself  all  the  obedience,  and  tenderness 
with  which  gratitude  can  inspire  a  virtuous  wo- 
man. Whatever  gratifications  you  may  promise 
yourself  from  an  agreeable  person,  whatever  com- 
pliances from  an  easy  temper,  whatever  consola- 
tions from  a  sincere  friendship,  you  may  expect 
as  the  due  of  your  generosity.  What  at  present, 
in  your  ill  view,  you  promise  yourself  from  me, 
will  be  followed  by  distaste  and  satiety,  but  the 
transports  of  a  virtuous  love  are  the  least  part  of 
its  happiness.  The  raptures  of  innocent  passion 
are  but  like  lightning  to  the  day;  they  rather  in- 
terrupt than  advance  the  pleasure  of  it.  How 
happy  then  is  that  life  to  be,  where  the  highest 
pleasures  of  sense  are  but  the  lowest  parts  of  its 
Felicity ! 

i  Now  am  1  to  repeat  to  you  the  unnatural  re- 
quest of  taking  me  in  direct  terms.  I  know 
tnere  stands  between  me  and  that  happiness  the 
haughty  daughter  of  a  man  who  can  give  you 
suiably  to  your  fortune.     But  if  you  weigh  the 
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attendance  and  behaviour  of;  her  who  comes  to 
you  in  partnership  of  your  fortune,  and  expects 
an  equivalent,  with  that  of  her  who  enters  your 
house  as  honoured  and  obliged  by  that  permis- 
sion, whom  of  the  two  will  you  chooser  You, 
perhaps,  will  think  fit  to  spend  a  day  abroad,  in 
the  common  entertainments  of  men  of  sense  and 
fortune;  she  will  think  herself  ill-used  in  that 
absence,  and  contrive  at  home  an  expense  pro- 
portioned to  the  appearance  which  you  make  in 
the  world.  She  is  m  all  things  to  have  a  regard 
to  the  fortune  which  she  brought  you,  I  to  the 
fortune  to  which  you  introduced  me.  The  com- 
merce between  you  two  will  eternally  have  the 
air  of  a  bargain,  between  us  of  a  friendship;  joy 
will  ever  enter  into  the  room  with  you,  and  kind 
wishes  attend  my  benefactor  when  he  leaves  it 
Ask  yourself,  how  would  you  be  pleased  to  en- 
joy for  ever  the  pleasure  of  having  laid  an  im-, 
mediate  obligation  on  a  grateful  mind?  Such  wfil 
be  your  case  with  me.  In  the  other  marriage 
,rou  will  live  in  a  constant  comparison  of  bene- 
ts,  and  never  know  the  happiness  of  conferring 
or  receiving  any. 

<  It  may  be  you  will,  after  all,  act  rather  in  the 
prudential  way,  according  to  the  sense  of  the 
ordinary  world.  I  know  not  what  I  think  or  say 
when  that  melancholy  reflection  comes  upon  me; 
but  shall  only  add  more,  that  it  is  in  your  power 
to  make  me  your  grateful  wife,  but  never  your 
abandoned  mistress. ' 

STEELE.  T. 


i 
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Vindt  amor  patriae Vibg.  JEk. 

The  noblest  motive  is  the  public  good. 

The  ambition  of  princes  is  many  times  as  hurt* 
ful  to  themselves  as  to  their  people.  This  can 
not  be  doubted  of  such  as  prove  unfortunate  in 
their  wars,  but  it  is  often  true  too  of  those  who 
are  celebrated  for  their  successes.  If  a  severe  view 
were  to  be  taken  of  their  conduct,  if  the  profit 
and  loss  by  their  wars  could  be  justly  balanced, 
it  would  be  rarely  found  that  the  conquest  is  suf- 
ficient to  repay  the  cost. 

As  I  was  the  other  day  looking  over  the  letters 
of  my  correspondents,  1  took  this  hint  from  that 
of  Pnilarithmus,  (See  No.  180)  which  has  turned 
my  present  thoughts  upon  political  arithmetic,  an 
art  of  greater  use  than  entertainment.  My  friend 
has  offered  an  essay  towards  proving,  that  Louis 
XIV.  with  all  his  acquisitions,  is  not  master  ot 
more  people  than  at  the  beginning  of  his  wars; 
nay,  that  for  every  subject  he  had  acquired,  he 
had  lost  three  that  were  his  inheritance;  if  Pnila- 
rithmus is  not  mistaken  in  his  calculations,  Louis 
must  have  been  impoverished  by  his  ambition. 

The  prince,  for  the  public  good,  has  a  sovereign 
property  in  every  private  person's  estate,  and  con- 
sequently his  riches  must  increase  or  decrease  in . 
proportion  to  the  number  and  riches  of  his  sub- 
jects. For  example:  if  sword  or  pestilence  should 
destroy  all  the  people  of  this  metropolis  (God  for- 
bid there  should  be  room  for  such  a  supposition. 
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but  if  this  should  be  the  case,)  the  queen  must 
needs  lose  a  great  part  of  her  revenue,  or  at  least 
what  is  charged  upon  the  city  must  increase  the 
burden  upon  the  rest  of  her  subjects.  Perhaps 
the  inhabitants  here  are  not  above  a  tenth  part  of 
the  whole;  yet  as  they  are  better  fed,  and  cloth- 
ed, and  lodged,  than  her  other  subjects,  the  cus- 
toms and  excises  upon  their  consumption,  the  im- 
posts upon  their  houses,  and  other  taxes,  do  very 
probably  make  a  fifth  part  of  the  whole  revenue 
of  the  crown.  But  this  is  not  all;  the  consump- 
tion of  the  city  takes  off  a  great  part  of  the  fruit? 
of  the  whole  island;  and  as  it  pays  such  a  propor 
tion  of  the  rent,  or  yearly  value  of  the  lands  in 
the  country,  so  it  is  the  cause  of  paying  such  a 
proportion  of  taxes  upon  those  lands.  The  loss 
then  of  such  a  people  must  needs  be  sensible  to 
the  prince,  and  visible  to  the  whole  kingdom. 

On  the  other  hand,  if  it  should  please  God  to 
drop  from  heaven  a  new  people  equal  in  number 
and  riches  to  the  city,  I  should  be  ready  to  think 
their  excises,  customs  and  house-rent,  would  raise 
as  great  a  revenue  to  the  crown  as  would  be 
lost  in  the  former  case.  And  as  the  consumption 
of  this  new  body  would  be  a  new  market  for  the 
fruits  of  the  country,  all  the  lands,  especially 
those  most  adjacent,  would  rise  in  their  yearly 
value,  and  pay  greater  yearly  taxes  to  the  public. 
The  gain  in  this  case  would  be  as  sensible  as  the 
former  loss. 

Whatsoever  is  assessed  upon  the  general,  is 
levied  upon  individuals.  It  were  worth  the  while 
then  to  consider  what  is  paid  by,  or  by  means  of, 
the  meanest  subjects,  in  order  to  compute  the 
value  of  every  subject  to  the  prince. 
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For  my  own  part,  I  should  believe  that  seven 
eighths  of  the  people  are  without  property  in 
themselves  or  tne  neads  of  their  families,  and 
forced  to  work  for  their  daily  bread:  and  that  ol 
this  sort  there  are  seven  millions  in  the  whole 
island  of  Great-Britain :  and  yet  one  would  ima 
ginethat  seven-eighths  of  the  whole  people  should 
consume  at  least  three-fourths  of  the  whole  fruit* 
of  the  country.  If  this  is  the  case,  the  subjects 
without  property  pay  three-fourths  of  the  rents, 
and  consequently  enable  the  landed  men  to  pay 
three-fourths  of  their  taxes.  Now,  if  so  great  a 
part  of  the  land-tax  were  to  be  divided  by  seven 
millions,  it  would  amount  to  more  than  three  shil- 
lings-to  every  head.  And  thus  as  the  poor  are 
the  cause,  without  which  the  rich  could  not  pay 
this  tax,  even  the  poorest  subject  is,  upon  this  ac- 
count, worth  three  shillings  yearly  to  the  prince. 

Again,  one  would  imagine  the  consumption  of 
seven-eighths  of  the  whole  people  should  pay 
two-thirds  of  all  the  customs  and  excises.  And 
if  this  sum  too  should  be  divided  by  seven  mil- 
lions, viz.  the  number  of  poor  people,  it  would 
amount  to  more  than  seven  shillings  to  every 
head:  and  therefore,  with  this  and  the  former 
sum,  every  poor  subject,  without  property,  ex- 
cept of  his  limbs  or  labour,  is  worth  at  least  ten 
shillings  yearly  to  the  sovereign.  So  much  then 
the  queen  loses  with  every  one  of  her  old,  and 
gains  with  every  one  of  her  new  subjects. 

When  1  was.  got  into  this  way  of  thinking,  1 
presently  grew  conceited  with  the  argument,  and 
was  just  preparing  to  write  a  letter  of  advice  to  a 
member  of  parliament,  for  opening  the  freedom 
of  our  towns  and  trades,  for  taking  away  all  man- 
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ner  of  distinctions  between  the  natives  and  fo- 
reigners, for  repeating  our  laws  of  parish  settle- 
ments, and  removing  every  other  obstacle  to  the 
increase  of  the  people.  But  as  soon  as  I  had  re- 
collected with  what  inimitable  eloquence  my  fel- 
low-labourers had  exaggerated  the  mischiefs  of 
selling  the  birth-right  of  Britons  for  a  shilling,  of 
spoiling  the  pure  British  blood  with  foreign  mix- 
tures, of  introducing  a  confusion  of  languages  and 
religions,  and  of  letting  in  strangers  to  eat  the 
bread  out  of  the  mouths  of  our  own  people,  I  be- 
came so  humble  as  to  let  my  project  tall  to  the 
ground,  and  leave  my  country  to  increase  by  the 
ordinary  way  of  generation. 

As  I  have  always  at  heart  the  public  good,  so  1 
am  ever  contriving  schemes  to  promote  it;  and  I 
think  I  may,  without  vanity,  pretend  to  have  con- 
trived some  as  wise  as  any  ot  the  castle-builders.. 
1  had  no  sooner  given  up  my  former  project,  but 
my  head  was  presently  full  of  draining  fens  and 
marshes,  banking  out  the  sea,  and  joining  new 
lands  to  my  country;  for  since  it  is  thought  im- 
practicable to  increase  the  people  to  the  land,  I 
fell  immediately  to  consider  how  much  would  be 
gained  to  the  prince  by  increasing  the  land  to  the 
people. 

It  the  same  omnipotent  Power  which  made  the 
world,  should  at  this  time  raise  out  of  the  ocean, 
and  join  to  Great- Britain,  an  equal  extent  of  land, 
with  equal  buildings,  corn,  cattle,  and  other  con- 
veniences and  necessaries  of  life,  but  no  men, 
women,  nor  children,  I  should  hardly  believe 
this  would  add  either  to  the  riches  of  the  people 
or  revenue  of  the  prince;  for  since  the  present 
buildings  are  sufficient  for  all  the  inhabitants,  if 
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>f  them  should  forsake  the  old  to  inhabit  the 
part  of  the  island,  the  increase  of  house-rent 
is  would  be  attended  with  at  least  an  equal 
;ase  of  it  in  the  other:  besides,  we  have  such 
ficiency  of  corn  and  cattle,  that  we  giv<* 
ties  to  our  neighbours  to  take  what  exceeds 
5  former  off  our  hands;  and  we  will  not  suffer 
3f  the  latter  to  be  imported  upon  us  by  our 
sv  subjects:  and  for  the  remaining  product 
b  country,  it  is  already  equal  to  allour  mar- 
But  if  all  these  things  should  be  doubled 
3  same  buyers,  the  owners  must  be  glad  with 
their  present  prices,  the  landlords  with  half 
present  rents;  and  thus  by  so  great  an  en- 
ment  of  the  country,  the  rents  in  the  whole 
d  nbt  increase,  nor  the  taxes  to  the  public, 
the  contrary,  1  should  believe  they  would 
ry  much  diminished;  for  as  the  land  is  only 
ble  for  its  fruits,  and  these  are  all  perisha- 
md  for  the  most  part  must  either  oe  used 
n  the  year  or  perish  without  use,  the  own- 
rill  get  rid  of  them  at  any  rate  rather  than 
should  waste  in  their  possession :  so  that  it 
>bable  the  annual  production  of  those  perish* 
things,  even  of  one-tenth  part  of  them  be- 
all  possibility  of  use,  will  reduce  one-half 
eir  value.  It  seems  to  be  for  this  reason 
jur  neighbour  merchants,*  who  engross  all 
pices,  and  know  how  great  a  quantity  is 
to  the  demand,  destroy  all  that  exceeds  it. 
re  natural  then  to  think  that  the  annual  pro- 
on  of  twice  as  much  as  can  be  used  must  re- 
all  to  an  eighth  part  of  their  present  prices* 

•  The  Hollanders. 
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and  thus  this  extended  island  would  not  exceed 
ont-fourth  part  of  its  present  value,  or  pay  more 
than  one-fourth  part  of  the  present  tax. 

It  is  generally  observed,  that  in  countries  of 
the  greatest  plenty  there  is  the  poorest  living: 
like  the  schoolman's  ass  in  one  of  my  specula- 
tions (No.  191,)  the  people  almost  starve  between 
two  meals.  The  truth  is,  the  poor,  who  are  the 
bulk  of  a  nation,  work  only  that  they  may  live; 
and  if  with  two  days  labour  they  can  get  a 
wretched  subsistence  for  a  week,  they  will  hard- 
ly be  brought  to  work  the  other  four;  but  then 
with  the  wages  of  two  days  they  can  neither  pay 
such  prices  for  their  provisions,  nor  such  excises 
to  the  government 

The  paradox  therefore  in  Old  Hestod,  ttkm 
tjfiutv  csavtof,  or  *  half  is  nfore  than  the  whole,'  is 
very  applicable  to  the  present  case ;  since  nothing 
is  more  true  in  political  arithmetic  than  that  the 
same  people  with  half  a  country  is  more  valuable 
than  witn  the  whole.  I  begin  to  think  there 
was  nothing  absurd  in  Sir  W.  Petty,  when  he 
fancied  if  all  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  and  the 
whole  kingdom  of  Ireland  were  sunk  in  the  ocean, 
so  that  the  people  were  all  saved  and  brought 
into  the  Lowlands  of  Great  Britain ;  nay,  though 
they  were  to  be  reimbursed  the  value  of  their 
estates  by  the  body  of  the  people,  yet  both  the 
sovereign  and  the  subjects  in  general  would  be 
enriched  by  the  very  loss. 

If  the  people  only  make  the  riches,  the  father 
often  children  is  a  greater  benefactor  to  his  coun- 
try than  he  who  has  added  to  it  10,000  acres  of 
land  and  no  people.  It  is  certain  Louis  has  join* 
ed  vast  tracts  of  land  to  his  dominions:  but  ii 
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Philarithmus  says  true,  that  he  is  not  now  master 
of  so  many  subjects  as  before,  we  may  then  ac- 
count for  his  not  being  able  to  bring  such  mighty 
armies  into  the  field ;  and  for  their  oeing  neither 
so  well  fed,  nor  clothed,  nor  paid,  as  formerly; 
The  reason  is  plain,  Louis  must  needs  have  been 
impoverished  not  onlvby  his  loss  of  subjects,  but 
by  his  acquisition  of  lands. 

STEELE.  T. 


No.  201.    SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  20. 

Rehgentem  ease  oportet,  reUgiowm  nefos. 

*  Incerti  Auctoris  apud  Adl.  Gsll. 

A  man  should  be  religious,  not  superstitious. 

It  is  of  the  last  importance  to  season  the  pas- 
sions of  a  child  with  devotion,  which  seldom 
dies  in  a  mind  that  has  received  an  early  tincture 
of  it.  Though  it  may  seem  extinguished  for  a 
while  by  the  cares  of  the  world,  the  heats  of  youth, 
or  the  allurements  of  vice,  it  generally  breaks 
out  and  discovers  itself  again  as  soon  as  discre- 
tion, consideration,  age,  or  misfortunes,  have 
brought  the  man  to  himself.  The  fire  may  be 
covered  and  overlaid,  but  can  not  be  entirely 
quenched  and  smothered. 

A  state  of  temperance,  sobriety,  and  justice, 
without  devotion,  is  a  cold,  lifeless,  insipid  con- 
dition of  virtue;  and  is  rather  to  be  styled  philo- 
sophy than  religion.  Devotion  opens  the  mind 
to  great  conceptions,  and  fills  it  with  more  sub- 
lime ideas  than  any  that  are  to  be  met  with  in 
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the  most  exalted  science;  and  at  the  same  time 
warms  and  agitates  the  soul  more  than  sensual 
pleasure. 

It  has  been  observed  by  some  writers,  that  man 
is  more  distinguished  from  the  animal  world  by 
devotion  than  by  reason,  as  several  brute  crea- 
tures discover  in  their  actions  something  like  a 
faint  glimmering  of  reason,  although  they  betray 
in  no  single  circumstance  of  their  oehaviour  any 
thing  that  bears  the  least  affinity  to  devotion.  It 
is  certain  the  propensity  of  the  mind  to  religious 
worship,  the  natural  tendency  of  the  soul  to  fly 
to  some  superior  being  for  succour  in  dangers 
and  distresses,  the  gratitude  to  an  invisible  su- 
perintendant  which  rises  in  us  upon  receiving 
any  extraordinary  and  unexpected  good  fortune, 
the  acts  of  love  and  admiration  with  which  the 
thoughts  of  men  are  so  wonderfully  transported 
in  meditating  upon  the  divine  perfections,  and 
the  universal  concurrence  of  all  the  nations  under 
heaven  in  the  great  article  of  adoration,  plainly 
show,  that  devotion  or  religious  worship  must  be 
the  effect  of  tradition  from  some  first  founder  of 
mankind,  or  that  it  is  conformable  to  the  natural 
light  of  reason,  or  that  it  proceeds  from  an  in- 
stinct implanted  in  the  soul  itself.  For  my  part, 
I  look  upon  all  these  to  be  the  concurrent  causes; 
but  which  ever  of  them  shall  be  assigned  as  the 
principle  of  divine  worship,  it  manifestly  points 
to  a  Supreme  Being  as  the  first  author  of  it. 

1  may  take  some  other  opportunity  of  consider- 
ing those  particular  forms  and  methods  of  devo- 
tion which  are  taught  us  by  Christianity;  but  shall 
here  observe  into  what  errors  even  this  divine 
principle  may  sometimes  lead  us,  when  it  is  not 
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moderated  by  that  right  reason  which  was  given 
as  as  the  guide  of  all  our  actions. 

The  two  great  errors  into  which  a  mistaken 
devotion  may  betray  us,  are  enthusiasm  and  su- 
perstition. 

There  is  not  a  more  melancholy  object  than  a 
man  who  has  his  head  turned  with  religious  en- 
thusiasm. A  person  that  is  crazed,  though  with 
pride  or  malice,  is  a  sight  very  mortifying  to  hu- 
man nature;  but  when  the  distemper  arises  from 
any  indiscreet  fervours  of  devotion,  or  too  in- 
tense an  application  of  the  mind  to  its  mistaken 
duties,  it  .deserves  our  compassion  in  a  more  par- 
ticular manner.  We  may  however  learn  this  les- 
son from  it,  that  since  devotion  itself  (which  one 
would  be  apt  to  think  could  not  be  too  warm) 
may  disorder  the  mind,  unless  its  heats  are  tem- 
pered with  caution  and  prudence,  we  should  be 
particularly  careful  to  keep  our  reason  as  cool  as 
possible,  and  to  guard  ourselves  in  all  parts  of  life 
against  the  influence  of  passion,  imagination,  and 
constitution. 

Devotion,  when  it  does  not  lie  under  the  check 
of  reason,  is  very  apt  to  degenerate  into  enthusi- 
asm. When  the  mind  finas  herself  very  much 
inflamed  with  her  devotions,  she  is  too  much  in- 
clined to  think  they  are  not  of  her  own  kindling, 
but  blown  up  by  something  divine  within  her.  If 
she  indulges  this  thought  too  far,  and  humours 
the  growing  passion,  she  at  last  flings  herself  into 
imaginary  raptures  and  ecstacies;  and  when  once 
she  fancies  herself  under  the  influence  of  a  divine 
impulse,  it  is  no  wonder  if  she  slights  human  or- 
dinances, and  refuses  to  comply  with  any  estab- 
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lished  form  of  religion,  as  thinking  herself  direct- 
ed by  a  much  superior  guide. 

As  enthusiasm  is  a  kind  of  excess  in  devotion, 
superstition  is  the  excess  not  only  of  devotion, 
but  of  religion  in  general,  according  to  an  old 
heathen  saying,  quoted  by  Aulus  Gellius,  Reli- 
gentem  esse  oportet,  religiosum  nefas:  ik 
man  should  be  religious,  not  superstitious. '  For, 
as  the  author  tells  us,  Nigidius  observed  upon 
this  passage,  that  the  Latin  words  which  termi- 
nate in  osus  generally  imply  vicious  characters, 
and  the  having  of  any  quality  to  an  excess. 

An  enthusiast  in  religion  is  like  an  obstinate 
clown;  a  superstitious  man  like  an  insipid  cour- 
tier. Enthusiasm  has  something  in  it  of  mad- 
ness; superstition  of  folly.  Most  of  the  sects  that 
fall  short  of  the  church  of  England  have  in  them 
strong  tinctures  of  enthusiasm,  as  the  Roman 
Catholic  religion  is  one  huge  overgrown  body  of 
childish  and  idle  superstitions. 

The  Roman  Catholic  church  seems  indeed  ir- 
recoverably lost  in  this  particular.  If  an  absurd 
dress  or  benaviour  be  introduced  in  the  world,  it 
will  soon  be  found  out  and  discarded;  on  the  con- 
trary, a  habit  or  ceremony,  though  never  so  ridi- 
culous, which  has  taken  sanctuary  in  the  church, 
sticks  in  it  forever.  A  Gothic  bishop,  perhaps, 
thought  it  proper  to  repeat  such  a  form  in  such 
particular  shoes  or  slippers:  another  fancied  it 
would  be  very  decent  if  such  a  part  of  public  de- 
votions were  performed  with  a  mitre  on  his  head, 
and  a  crosier  in  his  hand;  to  this  a  brother  Van- 
dal, as  wise  as  the  others,  adds  an  antic  dress, 
which  be  conceived  would  allude  very  aptly  to 
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such  and  such  mysteries,   till  by  degrees  the 
whole  office  has  degenerated  into  an  empty  show. 

Their  successors  see  the  vanity  and  inconveni- 
ence of  these  ceremonies;  but  instead  of  reform- 
ing, perhaps  add  others,  which  they  think  more 
significant,  and  which  take  possession  in  the  same 
manner,  and  are  never  to  be  driven  out  after  they 
have  been  once  admitted.  1  have  seen  the  Pope 
officiate  at  St.  Peter's,  where,  for  two  hours  to- 
gether, he  was  busied  in  putting  on  or  off  his  dif- 
ferent accoutrements,  according  to  the  different 
parts  he  was  to  act  in  them. 

Nothing  is  so  gfcrious  in  the  eyes  of  mankind, 
and  ornamental  to  human  nature,  setting  aside 
the  infinite  advantages  which  arise  from  it,  as  a 
strong,  steady,  masculine  piety;  but  enthusiasm 
and  superstition  are  the  weaknesses  of  human  rea- 
son, that  expose  us  to  the  scorn  and  derision  of 
infidels,  arid  sink  us  even  below  the  beasts  that 
perish. 

Idolatry  may  be  looked  upon  as  another  error 
arising  from  mistaken  devotion;  but  because  re- 
flections on  that  subject  would  be  of  no  use  to  an 
English  reader,  1  shall  not  enlarge  upon  it. 

ADDISON.  L. 

<i-g©e-t> 

No.  202.    MONDAY,  OCTOBER  22. 

Saepe  decern  vitiis  instrudior  odlt  et  horret.     Hor. 

Many,  though  faultier  much  themselves,  pretend. 
Their  less  offending-  neighbours'  faults  to  mend. 

The  other  day,  as  I  passed  along  the  street,  1 
saw  a  sturdy  'prentice  boy,  disputing  with  a  hack- 
Vol.  IV.— 14 


810  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  202 

ney  coachman ;  and  in  an  instant,  upon  some  word 
of  provocation,  threw  off  his  hat  and  periwig, 
clench  his  fist,  and  strike  the  fellow  a  slap  on  the 
face:  at  the  same  time  calling  him  a  rascal,  and 
telling  him  he  was  a  gentleman's  son.  The  young 
gentleman  was,  it  seems,  bound  to  a  blacksmith; 
and  the  debate  arose  about  payment  for  some 
work  done  about  a  coach,  near  which  they  fought 
His  master,  during  the  combat,  was  full  ofnis 
boy's  praises;  and  as  he  called  to  him  to  play  with 
his  hands  and  foot,  and  throw  in  his  head,  he 
made  all  us  who  stood  round  him  of  his  party,  by 
declaring  the  boy  had' very  goad  friends,  and  he 
could  trust  him  with  untold  gold.  As  I  am  gene- 
rally in  the  theory  of  mankind,  1  could  not  but 
make  my  reflections  upon  the  sudden  popularity 
which  was  raised  about  the  lad;  and  perhaps, 
with  my  friend  Tacitus,  fell  into  observations 
upon  it  which  were  too  great  for  the  occasion;  or 
ascribed  this  general  favour  to  causes  which  had 
nothing  to  do  towards  it.  But  the  young  black- 
smith's being  a  gentleman  was,  methought,  what 
created  him  good-will  from  his  present  equality 
with  the  mob  about  him :  add  to  this,  that  he  was 
not  so  much  a  gentleman,  as  not,  at  the  same 
time  that  he  called  himself  such,  to  use  as  rough 
methods  for  his  defence  as  his  antagonist.  The 
advantage  of  his  having  good  friends,  as  his  mas- 
ter expressed  it,  was  not  lazily  urged;  but  he 
showed  himself  superior  to  the  coachman  in  the 

Eersonal  qualities  of  courage  and  activity,  to  con- 
rm  that  of  his  being  well  allied,  before  his  birth 
was  of  any  service  to  him. 

If  one  might  moralize  from  this  silly  story,  a 
man  would  say,  that  whatever  advantages  of  for 
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tune,  birth,  or  any  other  good,  people  possess 
above  the  rest  of  the  world,  they  should  show 
collateral  eminencies  besides  those  distinctions; 
or  those  distinctions  will  avail  only  to  keep  up 
common  decencies  and  ceremonies,  and  not  to 
preserve  a  real  place  of  favour  or  esteem  in  the 
opinion  and  common  sense  of  their  fellow-crea- 
tures. 

The  folly  of  people's  procedure,  in  imagining 
that  nothing  more  is  necessary  than  property  and 
superior  circumstances  to  support  them  in  dis- 
tinction, appears  in  no  way  so  much  as  in  the 
domestic  part  of  life.  It  is  ordinary  to  feed 
their  humours  into  unnatural  excrescences,  if  I 
may  so  speak,  and  make  their  whole  being  a 
wayward  and  uneasy  condition,  for  want  of  the 
obvious  reflection  that  all  parts  of  human  life  is 
a  commerce.  It  is  not  only  paying  wages  and 
giving  commands  that  constitute  a  master  of  a 
family;  but  prudence,  equal  behaviour,  with  rea- 
diness to  protect  and  cherish  them,  is  what  en- 
titles a  man  to  that  character  in  their  very  hearts 
and  sentiments.  It  is  pleasant  enough  to  ob- 
serve that  men  expect  from  their  dependents, 
from  their  sole  motive  of  fear,  all  the  good  effects, 
which  a  liberal  education,  and  affluent  fortune, 
and  every  other  advantage,  can  not  produce  in 
themselves.  A  man  will  have  his  servant  just, 
diligent,  sober,  and  chaste,  for  no  other  reasons 
but  the  terror  of  losing  his  master's  favour;  when 
all  the  laws  divine  ana  human  can  not  keep  him 
whom  he  serves  within  bounds,  with  relation  to 
any  one  of  those  virtues.  But  both  in  great  and 
ordinary  affairs,  all  superiority,  which  is  not 
founded  on  merit  and  virtue,  is  supported  only 


212  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  202, 

by  artifice  and  stratagem.  Thus  you  see  flat, 
terers  are  the  agents  in  families  of  humorists, 
and  those  who  govern  themselves  by  any  thing 
but  reason.  Make-bates,  distant  relations,  poor 
kinsmen,  and  indigent  followers,  are  the  fry 
which  support  the  economy  of  an  humorsome 
rich  man.  He  is  eternally  whispered  with  in- 
telligence of  who  are  true  or  false  to  him  in 
matters  of  no  consequence;  and  he  maintains 
twenty  friends  to  defend  him  against  the  insinu- 
ations of  one  who  would  perhaps  cheat  him  of 
an  old  coat. 

1  shall  not  enter  into  farther  speculation  upon 
this  subject  at  present,  but  think  the  following 
letters  and  petition  are  made  up  of  proper  sen- 
timents on  this  occasion. 

i  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'lama  servant  to  an  old  lady  who  is  governed 
by  one  she  calls  her  friend;  who  is  so  familiar  a 
one,  that  she  takes  upon  her  to  advise  her  with- 
out being  called  to  it,  and  makes  her  uneasy 
with  all  about  her.  Pray,  sir,  be  pleased  to  give 
us  some  remarks  upon  voluntary  counsellors; 
and  let  these  people  know,  that  to  give  any  body 
advice,  is  to  say  to  that  person,  I  am  3'our  bet- 
ters. Pray,  sir,  as  near  as  you  can  describe  that 
eternal  flirt  and  disturber  of  families,  Mrs.  Ta- 
perty,  who  is  always  visiting  and  putting  people 
in  a  way,  as  they  call  it.  If  you  can  make  her 
stay  at  home  one  evening,  you  will  be  a  gene 
ral  benefactor  to  all  the  ladies'  women  in  town, 
and  particularly  to 

'  Your  loving  friend, 

'  SUSAN  CIVIL.' 
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'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  1  am  a  footman,  and  live  with  one  of  those 
men,  each  of  whom  is  said  to  be  one  of  the  best 
humoured  men  in  the  world,  but  that  he  is  pas- 
sionate. Pray,  be  pleased  to  inform  them,  that 
he  who  is  passionate,  and  takes  no  care  to  com- 
mand his  hastiness,  does  more  injury  to  his 
friends  and  servants  in  one  half  hour  than  whole 
years  can  atone  for.  This  master  of  mine,  who 
is  the  best  man  alive  in  common  fame,  disobliges 
somebody  every  day  he  lives;  and  strikes  me  for 
the  next  thing  1  do,  because  he  is  out  of  humour 
at  it  If  these  gentlemen  knew  that  they  do  all 
the  mischief  that  is  ever  done  in  conversation 
they  would  reform;  and  I,  who  have  been  a 
spectator  of  gentlemen  at  dinner  for  many  years, 
have  seen  that  indiscretion  does  ten  times  more 
mischief  than  ill-nature.  But  you  will  represent 
this  better  than 

<  Your  abused  humble  servant, 

'  THOMAS  SMOKY. ' 
TO  THE  SPECTATOR. 

*  The  humble  petition  of  John  Steward,  Robert 
Butler,  Harry  Cook,  and  Abigail  Chambers, 
in  behalf  of  themselves  and  their  relations,  be- 
longing to  and  dispersed  in  the  several  services 
of  most  of  the  great  families  within  the  cities 
of  London  and  Westminster, 

4  SHOWETH, 

<  That  in  many  of  the  families  in  which  your 

Petitioners  live  and  are  employed,  the  several 
eads  of  them  are  whdlly  unacquainted  with  what 
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is  business,  and  are  very  little  judges  when  they 
are  well  or  ill  used  by  us  your  said  petitioners. 

1  That  for  want  of  such  skill  in  their  own  affairs, 
and  by  indulgence  of  their  own  laziness  and 
pride,  they  continually  keep  about  them  certain 
mischievous  animals  called  spies. 

'  That  whenever  a  spy  is  entertained,  the  peace 
of  that  house  is  from  that  moment  banished. 

*  That  spies  never  give  an  account  of  good  ser- 
vices, but  represent  our  mirth  and  freedom  by 
the  words  wantonness  and  disorder. 

'  That  in  all  families  where  there  are  spies,  there 
is  a  general  jealousy  and  misunderstanding. 

*  That  the  masters  and  mistresses  of  such  houses 
live  in  continual  suspicion  of  their  ingenuous  and 
true  servants,  and  are  given  up  to  the  manage- 
ment of  those  who  are  wise  ana  perfidious. 

*  That  such  masters  and  mistresses  who  enter- 
tain spies,  are  no  longer  more  than  cyphers  i& 
their  own  families;  and  that  we,  your  petition- 
ers, are,  with  great  disdain,  obliged  to  pay  all  our 
respect,  and  expect  all  our  maintenance  from 
such  spies. 

'  Your  petitioners,  therefore,  most  humbly  pray, 
that  you  would  represent  the  premises  to  all 
persons  of  condition :  and  your  petitioners,  as 
in  duty  bound,  shall  for  ever  pray,  &c. ' 

STEELE.  T. 
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Phabe  pater,  si  das  hujus  mihi  nominis  usum, 
Nee  f aha  Clymene  culpam  sub  imagine  celat; 
JPignora  da,  genitor  Ovid. 

Illustrious  parent!  since  you  don't  despise 

A  parent's  name,  some  certain  token  give, 

That  I  may  Clymene's  proud  boast  believe, 

Nor  longer  under  false  reproaches  grieve.    Addisob. 

There  is  a  loose  tribe  of  men  whom  I  have 
not  yet  taken  notice  of,  that  ramble  into  all  the 
corners  of  this  great  city,  in  order  to  seduce 
such  unfortunate  females  as  fall  into  their  walks. 
These  abandoned,  profligates  raise  up  issue  in 
every  quarter  of  the  town-,  and  very  often  for  a 
valuable  consideration,  father  it  upon  the  church- 
warden. By  this  means  there  are  several  mar- 
ried men  who  have  a  little  family  in  most  of  the 
parishes  of  London  and  Westminster,  and  seve- 
ral bachelors  who  are  undone  by  a  charge  of 
children. 

When  a  man  once  gives  himself  this  liberty  of 
preying  at  large,  and  living  upon  the  common, 
ne  finds  so  much  game  in  a  populous  city,  that 
it  is  surprising  to  consider  the  numbers  which 
he  sometimes  propagates.  We  see  many  a  young 
fellow  who  is  scarce  of  age,  that  could  lay  his 
claim  to  the  jus  trium  lioerorum,  or  the  privi- 
leges which'  were  granted  by  the  Roman  laws  to 
all  such  as  were  fathers  of  three  children:  nay,  I 
have  heard  a  rake,  who  was  not  quite  five-and* 
twenty,  declare  himself  the  father  of  a  seventh 
son,  and  very  prudently  determine  to  breed  him 
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up  a  physician.  In  short,  the  town  is  full  of 
these  young  patriarchs,  not  to  mention  several 
battered  beaux,  who,  like  heedless  spendthrifts 
that  squander  away  their  estates  before  they  are 
masters  of  them,  have  raised  up  their  whole  stock 
of  children  before  marriage. 

1  must  not  here  omit  the  particular  whim  of  ar 
impudent  libertine  that  had  a  little  smattering  oi 
heraldry;  and  observing  how  the  genealogies  ol 
great  families  were  often  drawn  up  in  the  shape 
of  trees,  had  taken  a  fancy  to  dispose  of  his  own 
illegitimate  issue  in  a  figure  of  the  same  kind: 

Nee  hngum  tempos  et  ingeru 

Exiit  ad  coSum  ramxs  felicibus  arbos, 

Miraturque  novas frondes,  et  non  suapoma.     Vine. 

And  in  short  space  the  laden  boughs  arise, ' 
With  happy  fruit  advancing  to  the  skies: 
The  mother  plant  admires  the  leaves  unknown, 
Of  alien  trees,  and  apples  not  her  own.       Drysiv. 

The  trunk  of  the  tree  was  marked  with  his  own 
name,  Will  Maple.  Out  of  the  side  of  it  grew  a 
large  barren  branch,  inscribed  Mary  Maple,  the 
name  of  his  unhappy  wife.  The  head  was  adorn- 
ed with  five  huge  Doughs.  On  the  bottom  of  the 
first  was  written  in  capital  characters  KATE 
COLE,  who  branched  out  into  three  sprigs,  viz. 
William,  Richard  and  Rebecca.     Sal  Twiford 

fave  birth  to  another  bough  that  shot  up  into 
arah,  Tom,  Will  and  Frank.  The  third  arm 
of  the  tree  had  only  a  single  infant  on  it,  with  a 
space  left  for  a  second,  the  parent  from  whom  it 
sprung  being  near  her  time,  when  the  author  took 
tnis  ingenious  device  into  his  head.    The  two 
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other  great  boughs  were  very  plentifully  loaden 
with  fruit  of  the  same  kind;  besides  which,  there 
were  many  ornamental  branches  that  did  not 
bear.  In  short,  a  more  flourishing  tree  never 
came  out  of  the  herald's  office. 

What  makes  this  generation  of  vermin  so  very 
prolific,  is  the  indefatigable  diligence  with  which 
they  apply  themselves  to  their  business.  A  man 
does  not  undergo  more  watching  and  fatigues 
in  a  campaign,  than  in  the  course  of  a  vicious 
amour.  As  it  is  said  of  some  men,  that  they 
make  their  business  their  pleasure,  these  sons  of 
darkness  may  be  said  to  make  their  pleasure  their 
business.  They  might  conquer  their  corrupt  in- 
clinations with  naif  the  pains  they  are  at  in  gra- 
ifying  them. 

Nor  is  the  invention  of  these  men  less  to  be  ad- 
mired than  their  industry  and  vigilance.  There 
is  a  fragment  of  Apollodorus  the  comic  poet, 
who  was  contemporary  with  Menander,  which 
is  full  of  humour,  as  follows:  l  Thou  mayest  shut 
up  thy  doors/  says  he,  'with  bars  and  bolts;  it 
will  be  impossible  for  the  blacksmith  to  make 
them  so  fast,  but  a  cat  and  a  whorem aster  will 
find  a  way  through  them.*  In  a  word,  there  is 
no  head  so  full  of  stratagems  as  that  of  a  libidi- 
nous man. 

Were  I  to  propose  a  punishment  for  this  infa- 
mous race  01  propagators,  it  should  be  to  send 
them,  after  the  second  or  third  offence,  into  our 
American  colonies,  in  order  to  people  those  parts 
of  her  majesty'sdominions  where  there  is  a  want 
of  inhabitants,  and,  in  the  phrase  of  Diogenes,  to 
plant  men.  Some  countries  punish  this  crime 
with  death;  but  1  think  such  a  tanishment  would 
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be  sufficient,  and  might  turn  this  generative  fib 
culty  to  the  advantage  of  the  public. 

In  the  mean  time,  ti)l  these  gentlemen  may  he 
thus  disposed  of,  I  would  earnestly  exhort  them 
to  take  care  of  those  unfortunate  creatures  whom 
they  have  brought  into  the  world  by  tbese  indi- 
rect methods,  and  to  give  their  spurious  children 
such  an  education  as  may  render  them  more  vir- 
tuous than  their  parents.  This  is  the  best  atone- 
ment they  can  make  for  their  own  crimes,  and 
indeed  the  only  method  that  is  left  them  to  re- 
pair their  past  miscarriages. 

I  would  likewise  desire  them  to  consider, 
whether  they  are  not  bound  in  common  humani- 
ty, as  well  as  by  all  the  obligations  of  religion 
and  nature,  to  make  some  provision  for  tEosq 
whom  they  have  not  only  given  life  to,  but  en- 
tailed upon  them,  though  very  unreasonably,  a 
degree  of  shame  and  disgrace.  And  here  1  can 
not  but  take  notice  of  those  depraved  notions 
which  prevail  among  us,  and  which  must  have 
taken  rise  from'  our  natural  inclination  to  favour 
a  vice  to  which  we  are  so  very  prone,  namely, 
that  bastardy  and  cuckoidom  should:  be  looked 
upon  as  reproaches,  and  that  the  ignominy,  which 
is  only  due  to  lewdness  and  falsehood,  should  fall 
in  so  unreasonable  a  manner  upon  persons  who 
are  innocent 

I  have  been  insensibly  drawn  into  this  dis- 
course by  the  following  letter,  whicn  is  drawa 
up  wjth  such  a  spirit  of  sincerity)  that  1  auestioa 
not  but  the  writer  of  it  has  represented  nis  case, 
in  a  true,  and  genuine  light. 
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'  1  am  one  of  those  people  who,  by  the  general 
opinion  of  the  world*  are  counted  both  infamous 
tod  unhappy. 

*  My  father  is  a  very  eminent  man  in  this  king- 
dom, and  one  who  bears  considerable  offices  in 
it.  I  am  his  son;  but  my  misfortune  is,  that  I 
dare  not  call  him  father,  nor  he*  without  shame, 
own  me  as  his  issue,  I  being  illegitimate,  and 
therefore  deprived  of  that  endearing  tenderness 
and  unparalleled  satisfaction  which  a  good  man 
finds  in  the  love  and  conversation  of  a  parent: 
nBither  have  1  the  opportunities  to  render  him 
the  duties  of  a  son,  he  having  always  carried 
himself  at  so  vast  a  distance,  and  with  such  supe- 
riority towards  me,  that  by  long  use  I  have  con- 
tracted a  timorousness  when  before  him,  which 
hinders  me  from  declaring  my  own  necessities, 
and  giving  him  to  understand  the  inconveniences 
I  undergo. 

6  It  is  my  misfortune  to  have  been  neither  bred 
a  scholar,  a  soldier,  nor  to  any  kind  of  business, 
which  renders  me  entirely  incapable  of  making 
provision  for  myself  without  his  assistance;  ana 
this  creates  a  continual  uneasiness  in  my  mind, 
fearing  I  shall  in  time  want  bread;  my  father,  if 
I  may  so  call  him,  giving  me  but  very  faint  as- 
surance of  doing  any  thing  for  me. 

6 1  have  hitherto  lived  somewhat  like  a  gentle- 
man, and  it  would  be  very  hard  for  me  to  labour 
for  my  living.  I  am  in  continual  anxiety  for 
my  future  fortune,  and  under  a  great  unhappy 
ness  in  losing  the  sweet  conversation  and  friend- 
ly  advice  of  my  parents;  so  that  1  can  not  look 
upon  myself  otherwise  than  as  a  monster*  strange- 
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ly  sprung  up  in  nature,  which  every  one  is 
ashamed  to  own. 

'  I  am  thought  to  be  a  man  of  some  natural 
•parts,  and  by  the  continual  reading  what  you 
nave  offered  the  world,  become  an  admirer  there- 
of, which  has  drawn  me  to  make  this  confession; 
at  the  same  time  hoping,  if  any  thing  herein  shall 
touch  you  with  a  sense  of  pity,  you  would  then 
allow  me  the  favour  of  your  opinion  thereupon; 
as  also  what  part  1,  being  unlawfully  born,  may 
claim  of  the  man's  affection  who  begot  me,  and 
how  far  in  your  opinion  1  am  to  be  thought  his 
son,  or  he  acknowledged  as  my  father.  Your 
sentiments  and  advice  herein  will  be  a  great  con- 
solation and  satisfaction  to,  sir, 

*  Your  admirer  and  humble  servant, 

<  W.  B.' 

ADDISON.  C 


-Ci-9©©-€>- 


No.  204.    WEDNESDAY,  OCTOBER  24. 

Urit  grata  protervitas, 
Et  vulius  nimium  lubricus  asp  id.    Hob.  Od. 

With  winning  coyness  she  my  soul  disarms: 

Her  face  darts  forth  a  thousand  rays; 
My  eye-balls  swim,  and  I  grow  giddy  while  I  gaze. 

Congrivi. 

I  am  not  at  all  displeased  that  I  am  become  the 
courier  of  love,  and  that  the  distressed  in  that 
passion  convey  their  complaints  to  each  other 
by  my  means.  The  following  letters  have  lately 
come  to  my  hands,  and  shall  have  their  place 
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with  great  willingness.  As  to  the  reader's  en- 
tertainment, he  w|ll,  1  hope,  forgive  the  insert- 
ing such  particulars  as  to  him  may,  perhaps, 
seem  frivolous,  but  are  to  the  persons  who  wrote 
them  of  the  highest  consequence.  1  shall  not 
trouble  you  with  the  prefaces,  compliments,  and 
apologies  made  to  me  before  each  epistle  when 
it  was  desired  to  be  inserted:  but  in  general  they 
tell  me,  that  the  persons  to  whom  they  are  ad- 
dressed have  intimations,  by  phrase  and  allusions 
in  them,  from  whence  they  came. 

TO  THE  SOTHADES. 

,  <  The  word  by  which  I  address  you,  gives  you, 
who  understand  Portuguese,  a  lively  image  of 
the  tender  regard  I  have  for  you.  The  Specta- 
tor's late  letter  from  Statira  (No.  199)  gave  me 
the  hint  to  use  the  same  method  of  explaining 
myself  to  you.  1  am  not  affronted  at  the  design 
your  late  behaviour  discovered  you  had  in  your 
addresses  to  me;  but  I  impute  it  to  the  degene- 
racy of  the  age  rather  than  your  particular  fault. 
As*  I  aim  at  nothing  more  than  being  yours,  1 
am  willing  to  be  a  stranger  to  your  name,  your 
fortune,  or  any  figure  which  your  wife  might 
expect  to  make  in  the  world,  provided  my  com- 
merce with  you  is  not  to  be  a  guilty  one.  1  re- 
sign gay  dress,  the  pleasures  of  visits,  equipage, 
plays,  balls  and  operas,  for  that  one  satisfaction 
of  having  you  for  ever  mine.  I  am  willing  you 
shall  industriously  conceal  the  only  cause  of  tri- 
umph which  1  can  know  in  this  life.  I  wish  only 
to  have  it  my  duty,  as  well  as  my  inclination,  to 
atudy  your  happiness.     If  this  has  not  the  effect 
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this  letter  seems  to  aim  at,  you  are  to  understand 
that  1  had  a  mind  to  be  rid  of  you,  and  took  the 
readiest  way  to  pall  you  with  an  offer  of  what 
you  would  never  desist  pursuing  while  you  re- 
ceived ill  usage.  Be  a  true  man ;  be  my  slave  while 
rou  doubt  me,  and  neglect  me  when  you  think 
love  you.  I  defy  you  to  find  out  what  is  your 
present  circumstance  with  me;  but  1  know,  while 
1  can  keep  this  suspense,  I  am  your  admired 

6  Belinda/ 

'  MADAM, 

'  It  is  a  strange  state  of  mind  a  man  is  in,  when 
the  very  imperfections  of  a  woman  he  loves  turn 
into  excellencies  and  advantages.  I  do  assure  you 
I  am  very  much  afraid  of  venturing  upon  you.  I. 
now  like  you  in  spite  of  my  reason,  and  think  it 
an  ill  circumstance  to  owe  one's  happiness  to 
nothing  but  infatuation.  1  can  see  you  ogle  all 
the  young  fellows  who  look  at  you,  and  observe 
your  eye  wander  after  new  conquests  every  mo- 
ment you  are  in  a  public  place;  and  yet  there  is 
such  a  beauty  in  all  your  looks  and  gestures,  that 
I  can  not  but  admire  you  in  the  very  act  of  en- 
deavouring to  gain  the  hearts  of  others.  My 
condition  is  the  same  with  that  of  the  lover  in  the 
Way  of  the  World.  1  have  studied  your  faults 
so  long,  that  they  are  become  as  familiar  to  me, 
and  I  like  them  as  well  as  1  do  my  own — Look 
to  it,  madam,  and  consider  whether  you  think 
this  gay  behaviour  will  appear  to  me  as  amiable 
when  a  husband  as  it  does  now  to  me  a  lover. 
Things  are  so  far  advanced  that  we  must  proceed; 
and  1  hope  you  will  lay  it  to  heart,  that  it  will 
be  becoming  in  me  to  appear  still  your  lover, 
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but  not  in  you  to  be  still  my  mistress.  Gaiety 
in  the  matrimonial  life  is  graceful  in  one  sex,  but 
exceptionable  in  the  other.  As  you  improve 
these  little  hints,  you  will  ascertain  the  happi- 
ness or  uneasiness  of,  madam,  your  most  obe- 
dient, most  humble  servant,  T.  D.9 

€  SIR, 

i  When  1  sat  at  the  window,  and  you  at  the- 
other  end  of  the  room  by  my  cousin,  1  saw  you 
catch  me  looking  at  you.  Since  you  have  the 
secret  at  last,  which  I  am  sure  you  should  never 
have  known  but  by  inadvertency,  what  my  eyes 
said  was  true.  But  it  is  too  soon  to  confirm  it 
with  my  hand,  therefore  shall  not  subscribe  my 
name.' 

'sir, 

'  There  were  other  gentlemen  nearer,  and  I 
know  no  necessity  you  were  under  to  take  up  that 
flippant  creature  s  fan  last  night;  but  you  shall 
never  touch  a  stick  of  mine  more,  that's  poz. 

<  PHYLLIS. ' 

To  Colonel  R s  in  Spain. 

i  Before  this  can  reach  the  best  of  husbands 
and  the  fondest  lover,  those  tender  names  will  be 
of  no  more  concern  to  me.  The  indisposition  in 
which  you,  to  obey  the  dictates  of  your  honour 
and  duty  left  me,  has  increased  upon  me;  and  I 
am  acquainted  by  my  physicians  1  can  not  live  a 
week  longer.  At  this  time  my  spirits  fail  me: 
and  it  is  the  ardent  love  I  have  for  you  that  car- 
ries me  beyond  my  strength  and  enables  me  to 
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tell  you,  the  most  painful  thing  in  the  prbspect 
of  death  is,  that  I  must  part  with  you.  But  let 
it  be  a  comfort  to  you,  that  1  have  no  guilt  hangs 
upon  me,  no  unrepented  folly  that  retards  me; 
but  I  pass  away  my  last  hours  in  reflection  upon 
the  happiness  we  have  lived  in  together,  and  in 
sorrow  that  it  is  so  soon  to  have  an  end.  This  is 
a  frailty  which  I  hope  is  so  far  from  criminal,  that 
methinks,  there  is  a  kind  of  piety  in  being  so  un- 
willing to  be  separated  from  a  s^ate  whion  is  the 
institution  of  Heaven,  and  in  which  we  have 
lived  according  to  its  laws.  As  We  know  no 
more  of  the  next  life,  but  that  it  will  be  a  happy 
one  to  the  good,  and  miserable  to  the  wicked, 
why  may  we  not  please  ourselves*  at  least  to  al- 
leviate the  difficulty  of  resigning  this  being,  in 
imagining  we  shall  have  a  sense  of  what  passes 
below,  and  may  possibly  be  employed  in  guiding 
the  steps  of  those  with  whom  we  walked  with 
innocence  when  mortal?  Why  may  1  not  hope' 
to  go  on  in  my  usual  work,  and  though  unknown 
to  you,  be  assistant  in  all  the  conflicts  of  your 
mind?  Give  me  leave  to  say  to  you,  O  best  of 
men!  that  I  can  not  figure  to  myself  a  greater 
happiness  than  in  such  an  employment,  to  be 
present  at  all  the  adventures  to  which  human  life 
is  exposed,  to  administer  slumber  to  thy  eye-lrds 
in  the  agonies  of  a  fever,  to  cover  thy  beloved 
face  in  the  day  of  battle,  to  go  with  thee  a  guar- 
dian angel  incapable  of  wound  or  pain,  where 
I  have  longed  to  attend  thee  when  a  we&k,  a  fear- 
ful woman.  These,  my  dear,  are  the  thoughts 
with  which  I  warm  my  poor  languid  heart;  but 
indeed  1  am  not  capable,  under  my  present  weak- 
ness, of  bearing  the  strong  agonies  of  mind  I  fal) 
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into,  when  1  form  to  myself  the  grief  you  will 
be  in  upon  your  first  hearing  of  my  departure. 
1  will  not  dwell  upon  this,  because  your  kind  and 
generous  heart  will  be  but  the  more  afflicted,  theN 
more  the  person  for  whom  you  lament  offers  you 
consolation.  My  last  breath  will,  if  1  am  my- 
self, expire  in  a  prayer  for  you.  I  shall  never 
see  thy  face  again.     Farewell  for  ever. " 

STEELE.  T. 
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Decipimur  specie  recti Hor.  Are. 

Deluded  by  a  seeming  excellence.        Roscommon. 

When  1  meet  with  any  vicious  character  that 
is  not  generally  known,  in  order  to  prevent  its 
doing  mischief,  1  draw  it  at  length,  and  set  it  up 
as  a  scarecrow;  by  which  means  I  do  not  only 
make  an  example  of  the  person  to  whom  it  be- 
longs, but  give  warning  to  all  her  majesty's  sub- 
jects, that  they  may  not  suffer  by  it.  Thus,  to 
change  the  allusion,  1  have  marked  out  several 
of  the  shoals  and  quicksands  of  life,  and  am  con- 
tinually employed  in  discovering  those  which  are 
still  concealed,  in  order  to  keep  the  ignorant  and 
unwary  from  running  upon  them.  It  is  with  this 
intention  that  1  publish  the  following  letter,  which 
brings  to  light  some  secrets  of  this  nature. 

(MR.  SPECTATOR, 

1  There  are  none  of  your  speculations  which  1 
lead  over  with  greater  delight  than  those  which 
Vol.  IV.— 15 
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are  designed  for  the  improvement  of  our  sex. 
You  have  endeavoured  to  correct  our  unreasona- 
ble fears  and  superstitions  in  your  seventh  aiid 
twelfth  papers;  our  fancy  for  equipage  in  you* 
fifteenth,  our  love  of  puppet  shows  in  your  thirty- 
first;  our  notions  of  beauty  in  your  thirty-third; 
our  inclination  for  romances  in  your  thirty-Be* 
venth;  our  passion  for  French  fopperies  in  your 
forty-fifth;  our  manhood  and  party  zeal  in  your 
fifty-seventh;  our  abuse  of  dancing  in  your  sixty- 
sixth  and  sixty-seventh ;  our  levity  in  your  hun- 
dred and  twenty-eighth;  our  love  of  coxcombs  in 
your  hundred  and  fifty-fourth  and  hundred  and 
fifty-seventh ;  our  tyranny  over  the  hen-peckt  in 
your  hundred  and  severity-sixth.  You  have  de- 
scribed the  pict  in  your  forty-first;  the  idol  in 
your  seventy-third;  the  demurrer  in  your  eighty- 
ninth;  the  salamander  in  your  hundred  and  nine- 
ty-eighth. You  have  likewise  taken  to  pieces 
our  dress,  and  represented  to  us  the  extravagan- 
cies we  are  often  guilty  of  in  that  particular.  You 
have  fallen  upon  our  patches  in  your  fiftieth  and 
eighty-first;  our  commodes  in  your  ninety-eighth; 
our  fans  in  your  hundred  and  second;  our  ridings 
habits  in  your  hundred  and  fourth;  our  hoop-pet- 
ticoats in  your  hundred  and  twenty-seventh;  be- 
sides a  great  many  little  blemishes  which  yoii 
have  touched  upon  in  your  several  other  papers; 
and  in  those  many  letters  that  are  scattered  up 
and,  down  your  works.  At  the  same  time  we 
must  own  that  the  compliments  you  pay  our  sex 
are  innumerable,  and  that  those  very  faults  which 
you  represent  in  us  are  neither  black  in  them- 
selves, nor,  as  you  own,  universal  among  us. 
But,  sir,  it  is  plain  that  these  your  discourses  ard 
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calculated  for  none  but  the  fashionable  part  of 
womankind,  and  for  the  use  of  those  who  are  ra-» 
ther  indiscreet  than  vicious.  But,  sir,  there  is  a 
sort  of  prostitutes  in  the  lower  part  of  our  sex, 
who  are  a  scandal  to  us,  and  very  well  deserve 
to  fall  under  your  censure.  I  know  it  would  de- 
base  your  paper  too  much  to  enter  into  the  be- 
haviour of  these  female  libertines;  but  as  your 
remarks  on  some  part  of  it  would  be  a  doing  of 
justice  to  several  women  of  virtue  and  honour, 
whose  reputations  suffer  by  it,  I  hope  you  will 
not  think  it  improper  to  give  the  public  some  ac-» 
counts  of  this  nature.  You  must  know,  sir,  1  am 
provoked  to  write  you  this  letter  by  the  behaviour 
of  an  infamous  woman,  who  having  passed  her 
youth  in  a  most  shameless  state  of  prostitution,  is 
bow  one  of  those  who  gain  their  livelihood  by  se- 
ducing others,  that  are  younger  than  themselves, 
and  by  establishing  a  criminal  commerce  between 
the  two  sexes.  Among  several  of  her  artifices  to 
get  money,  she  frequently  persuades  a  vain  young 
fellow,  that  such  a  woman  of  quality,  or  such  a 
celebrated  toast,  entertains  a  secret  passion  for 
him,  and  wants  nothing  but  an  opportunity  of  re- 
vealing it:  nay,  she  has  gone  so  far  as  to  write  let- 
ters in  the  name  of  a  woman  of  figure,  to  borrow 
money  of  one  of  these  foolish  Roderigos,*  which. 
she  has  afterwards  appropriated  to  her  own  use. 
In  the  mean  time  tne  person  who  has  lent  the 
money,  has  thought  a  lady  under  obligations  to 
fyim,  who  scarce  knew  his  name;  and  wondered 
at  her  ingratitude  when  he  has  been  with  her, 

•Alluding1  to  the  character  so  named  in  ShakspeareV 
Othello. 
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that  she  has  not  owned  the  favour,  though  at  the 
same  time  he  was  too  much  a  man  of  honour  to 
put  her  in  mind  of  it. 

*  When  this  abandoned  baggage  meets  with  a 
man  who  has  vanity  enough  to  give  credit  to  re- 
lations of  this  nature,  she  turns  him  to  very  good 
account,  by  repeating  praises  that  were  never  ut- 
tered, and  delivering  messages  that  were  never 
sent     As  the  house  of  this  shameless  creature  is 
frequented  by  several  foreigners,  1  have  heard  of 
another  artifice  out  of  which  she  often  raises  mo- 
ney. The  foreigner  sighs  after  some  British  beau- 
ty, whom  he  only  knows  by  fame;  upon  which 
sne  promises,  if  he  can  be  secret,  to  procure  him 
a  meeting.     The  stranger,  ravished  at  his  good 
fortune,  gives  her  a  present,  and  in  a  little  time  is 
introduced  to  some  imaginary  title;  for  you  must 
know  that  this  cunning  purveyor  has  her  repre- 
sentatives upon  this  occasion,  of  some  of  the  finest 
ladies  in  the  kingdom.     By  this  means,  as  I  am 
informed,  it  is  usual  enough  to  meet  with  a  Ger- 
man count  in  foreign  countries,  that  shall  make 
his  boast  of  favours  he  has  received  from  women 
of  the  highest  ranks  and  the  most  unblemished 
characters.     Now,  sir,  what  safety  is  there  for  a 
woman's  reputation,  when  a  lady  may  be  thus 
prostituted,  as  it  were  by  proxy,  and  be  reputed 
an  unchaste  woman;  as  the  hero  in  the  ninth  book 
of  Dryden's  Virgil  is  looked  upon  as  a  coward) 
because  the  phantom  which  appeared  in  his  like- 
ness ran  away  from  Turnus.     You  may  depend 
upon  what  1  relate  to  you  to  be  matter  of  fact, 
and  the  practice  of  more  than  one  of  these  female 
panders.     If  you  print,  this  letter,  I  may  give 
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you  some  further  accounts  of  this  vicious  race  of 
women.  'Your  humble  servant, 

'belvidera.' 

I  shall  add  two  other  letters,  on  different  sub- 
jects, to  fill  up  my  paper. 

<MR.  SPECTATOR, 

i  I  am  a  country  clergyman,  and  hope  you  will 
lend  me  your  assistance  in  ridiculing  some  little 
indecencies  which  can  not  so  properly  be  expos- 
ed from  the  pulpit. 

*  A  widow  lady,  who  straggled  this  summer 
from  London  into  my  parish,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  air,  as  she  says,  appears  every  Sunday  at 
church  with  many  fashionable  extravagancies,  to 
the  great  astonishment  of  my  congregation. 

*fiut  what  gives  us  the  most  offence  is,  her 
theatricalmannerofsingingthepsalms.  She  intro- 
duces above  fifty  Italian  airs  into  the  hundredth 
psalm ;  and  whilst  we  begin  "  All  People,"  in  the 
old  solemn  tune  of  our  fore-fathers,  she,  in  a 
quite  different  key,  runs  divisions  on  the  vowels, 
and  adorns  them  with  the  graces  of  Nicolini:  if 
she  meets  with  "  eke"  or  "  aye,"  which  are  fre- 
quent in  the  metre  of  Hopkins  and  Sternhold, 
we  are  certain  to  hear  her  quavering  them  half  a 
minute  after  us  to  some  sprightly  airs  of  the  opera. 

*  1  am  very  far  from  being  an  enemy  to  church 
music;  Dut  fear  this  abuse  of  it  may  make  my 
parish  ridiculous,  who  already  look  on  the  sing- 
ing psalms  as  an  entertainment,  and  not  part  of 
their  devotion:  besides,  I  am  apprehensive  that 
the  infection  may  spread ;  for  'Squire  Squeekum, 
who  by  his  voice  seems  (if  1  may  use  the  expres- 
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sioii )  to  be  cut  out  for  an  Italian  singer,  was  last 
Sunday  practising  the  same  airs. 

'  1  know  the  lady's  principles,  and  that  she 
will  plead  the  toleration  which  (as  she  fancies) 
allows  her  nonconformity  in  this  particular;  bat 
I  beg  you  to  acquaint  her  that  singing  the  psalms 
in  a  different  tune  from  the  rest  of  the  congrega- 
tion, is  a  sort  of  schism  not  tolerated  by  that  act 
I  am,  sir, 

*  Your  very  humble  servant, 

<R.  S.> 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  In  your  paper  upon  temperance  (No  195)  yon 

J  prescribe  to  us  a  rule  of  drinking,  out  of  Sir  Wil- 
iam  Temple,  in  the  following  words:  "  The  first 
glass  for  myself,  the  second  for  mv  friends,  the 
third  for  good  humour,  and  the  fourth  for  my 
enemies. '°  Now,  sir,  you  must  know,  that  1  have 
read  this  your  Spectator  in  a  club  whereof  1  am 
a  member;  when  our  president  told  us  there  was 
certainly  an  error  in  trie  print,  and  that  the  word 
glass  should  be  bottle;  and  therefore  has  order- 
ed me  to  inform  you  of  this  mistake,  and  to  de- 
sire you  to  publish  the  following  erratum:  In 
the  paper  of  Saturday,  October  13th,  col.  3,  line 
1 1,  for  glass  9  read  bottle.  '  Yours 

'  ROBIN  OOODFELLOW.' 
ADDISON.  L. 
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Quanto  quisgue  sibi  plura  negaverit, 

A  Bits  plura  feret Hob.  Ob. 

They  that  do  much  themselves  deny, 
Receive  more  blessings  from  the  sky.    Crebch, 

There  is  a  call  upon  mankind  to  value  and  es- 
teem those  who  set  a  moderate  price  upon  their 
own  merit;  and  self-denial  is  frequently  attended 
with  unexpected  blessings,  which  in  the  end 
abundantly  recompense  such  losses  as  the  modest 
seem  to  suffer  in  the  ordinary  occurrences  of 
life.  The  curious  tell  us,  a  determination  in  our 
favour  or  to  our  disadvantage  is  made  upon  our 
first  appearance,  even  before  they  know  any 
thing  ofour  characters,  but  from  the  intimations 
men  gather  from  our  aspect.  A  man,  they  say,, 
wears  the  picture  of  his  mind  in  his  countenance, 
and  one  man's  eyes  are  spectacles  to  his  who 
looks  at  him  to  read  his  heart.  But  though  that 
way  of  raising  an  opinion  of  those  we  behold  in 
public  is  very  fallacious,  certain  it  is,  that  those 
who  by  their  words  and  actions,  take  as  much; 
upon  themselves  as  they  can  but  barely  demand 
in  the  strict  scrutiny  of  their  deserts,  will  find 
their  account  lessen  every  day.  A  modest  man 
preserves  his  character,  as  a  frugal  man  does  his 
fortune:  if  either  of  them  live  to  the  height  of 
either,  one  will  find  losses,  the  other  errors, 
which  he  has  not  stock  by  him  to  make  up.  It 
were  therefore  a  just  rule,  to  keep  your  desires^ 
your  words  and  actions,  within  trie  regard  you 
observe  your  friends  have  for  you,  and  never,  if 
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it  were  in  a  man's  power,  to  take  as  much  as  he 
possibly  might  either  in  preferment  or  reputa- 
tion. My  walks  have  lately  been  among  the 
mercantile  part  of  the  world;  and  one  gets  phrases 
naturally  from  those  with  whom  one  converses: 
1  say,  then,  he  that  in  his  air,  his  treatment  of 
others,  or  an  habitual  arrogance  to  himself,  gives 
himself  credit  for  the  least  article  of  more  wit, 
wisdom,  goodness  or  valour,  than  he  can  possi- 
bly produce  if  he  is  called  upon,  will  find  the 
world  break  in  upon  him,  ana  consider  him  as 
one  who  has  cheated  them  of  all  the  esteem  they 
had  before  allowed  him.  This  brings  a  commis- 
sion of  bankruptcy  upon  him;  and  he  that  might 
have  gone  on  to  "his  life's  end  in  a  prosperous 
way,  by  aiming  at  more  than  he  should,  is  no 
longer  proprietor  of  what  he  really  had  before, 
but  nis  pretensions  fare  as  all  things  do  which  are 
torn  instead  of  being  divided. 

There  is  no  one  living  would  deny  Cinna  the 
applause  of  an  agreeable  and  facetious  wit;  or 
could  possibly  pretend  that  there  is  not  some- 
thing inimitably  unforced  and  diverting  in  his 
manner  of  delivering  all  his  sentiments  in  his 
conversation,  if  he  were  able  to  conceal  the  strong 
desire  of  applause  which  he  betrays  in  every  syl- 
lable he  utters.  But  they  who  converse  with  him 
see  that  all  the  civilities  they  could  do  to  him,  or 
the  kind  things  they  could  say  to  him,  would  fall 
short  of  what  he  expects;  and  therefore,  instead 
of  showing  him  the  esteem  they  have  for  his 
merit,  their  reflections  turn  only  upon  that  they 
observe  he  has  of  it  himself. 
^  If  you  go  among  the  women,  and  behold  Glo- 
rina  trip  into  a  room  with  that  theatrical  ostenta- 


No.  206*  the  spectator;  tBS 

tion  of  her  charms,  M  irtilla  with  that  soft  regu- 
larity in  her  motion,  Chloe  with  such  an  indif- 
ferent familiarity,  Corinna  with  such  a  Foncftp- 
proach,  and  Roxana  with  such  a  demand  of  re- 
spect in  the  great  gravity  of  her  entrance;  you 
find  all  the  sex,  who  understand  themselves,  and 
act  naturally,  wait  only  for  their  absence,  to  tell 
you  that  all  these  ladies  would  impose  themselves 
upon  you;  and  each  of  them  carry  in  their  be- 
haviour a  consciousness  of  so  much  more  that* 
they  should  pretend  to,  that  they  lose  what  would 
otherwise  be  given  them. 

I  remember  the  last  time  1  saw  Macbeth,  1  was 
wonderfully  taken  with  the  skill  of  the  poet,  in 
making  the  murderer  form  fears  to  himself  from 
the  moderation  of  the  prince  whose  life  he  was 

foing  to  take  away.  He  says  of  the  king,  He 
ore  his /acuities  so  meekly;  and  justly  inferred 
from  thence,  that  all  divine  and  numan  power 
would  join  to  avenge  his  death,  who  had  made 
such  an  abstinent  use  of  dominion.  All  that  is 
in  a  man's  power  to  do  to  advance  his  own  pomp 
and  glory,  and  forbears,  is  so  much  laid  up  against 
the  aay  of  distress;  and  pity  will  always  be  his 
portion  in  adversity  who  acted  with  gentleness 
in  prosperity. 

The  great  officer  who  foregoes  the  advantages 
he  might  tak6  to  himself,  and  renounces  all  pru- 
dential regards  to  his  own  person  in  danger,  has 
so  far  the  merit  of  a  volunteer;  and  all  his  hon 
ours  and  glories  are  unenvied,  for  sharing  the 
common  fate  with  the  same  frankness  as  they  do 
who  have  no  such  endearing  circumstances  to 
part  with.  But  if  there  were  no  such  considera- 
tions of  the  good  effect  which  self-denial  has  upon 
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the  sense  of  other  men  towards  us,  it  is  of  all 
qualities  the  most  desirable  for  the  agreeable  dis- 
position in  which  it  places  our  own  minds.  I  can 
not  tell  what  better  to  say  of  it,  than  that  it  is  the 
very  contrary  of  ambition;  and  that  modesty  al- 
lays all  those  passions  and  inquietudes  to  which 
that  vice  exposes  us.     He  that  is  moderate  in  his 
wishes  from  reason  and  choice,  and  not  resigned 
from  sourness,  distaste  or  disappointment,  doubles 
all  the  pleasures  of  his  life.   The  air,  the  season, 
a  sunshiny  day,  or  a  fair  prospect,  are  instances 
of  happiness,  and  that  which  he  enjoys  in  com- 
mon with  all  the  world,  (by  his  exemption  from 
the  enchantments  by  which  all  the   world  are 
bewitched,)  are  to  him  uncommon  benefits  and 
new  acquisitions.    Health  is  not  eaten  up  with 
care,  nor  pleasure  interrupted  by  envy.    It  is  not 
to  him  of  any  consequence  what  this  man  is  fam- 
ed for,  or  for  what  the  other  is  preferred.     He 
knows  there  is  in  such  a  place  an  uninterrupted 
walk;  he  can  meet  in  such  a  company  an  agreea- 
ble conversation.     He  has  no  emulation,  he  is  no 
man's  rival,  but  every  man's  well-wisher;  can 
look  at  a  prosperous  man  with  a  pleasure  in  re- 
flecting that  he  hopes  he  is  as  happy  as  himself; 
and  has  his  mind  and  his  fortune,  as  far  as  pru- 
dence will  allow,  open  to  the  unhappy  and  to  the 
stranger. 

Lucceiushas  learning,  wit, humour,  eloquence, 
but  no  ambitious  prospects  to  pursue  with  these 
advantages;  therefore  to  the  ordinary  world  he  is 
perhaps  thought  to  want  spirit,  but  known  among 
nis  friends  to  have  a  mind  of  the  most  consum- 
mate greatness.  He  wants  no  man's  admiration, 
is  in  no  need  of  pomp.     His  clothes  please  him, 
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if  they  are  fashionable  and  warm;  his  companions 
are  agreeable,  if  they  are  civil  and  well-natured. 
There  is  with  him  no  occasion  for  superfluity  at 
meals  or  jollity  in  company;  in  a  word,  for  any 
thing  extraordinary  to  administer  delight  to  him. 
Want  of  prejudice  and  command  of  appetite  are 
the  companions  which  make  his  journey  of  life 
so  easy,  that  he  in  all  places  meets  with  more 
wit,  more  good  cheer,  and  more  good  humour, 
than  is  necessary  to  make  him  enjoy  himself  with 
pleasure  and  satisfaction. 

STEELE.  T. 


■<i-3©e-f>- 
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Omnibus  in  terris,  quae  sunt  d  Gadibus  usque 
Auroram  et  Gangem,  pauci  dlgnoscere  pos&unt 
Vera  bona,  atque  illis  multum  diversa,  remold 
Erroris  nebula Juw  Sat. 

Look  round  the  habitable  world,  how  few 
Know  their  own  good,  or,  knowing  it,  pursue. 

Dhtden. 

In  my  last  Saturday's  paper  (No.  201,)  1  laid 
down  some  thoughts  upon  devotion  in  general, 
and  shall  here  show  what  were  the  notions  of  the 
most  refined  heathens  on  this  subject,  as  they 
are  represented  in  Plato's  dialogue  upon  prayer, 
entitled,  Alcibiades  the  Second,  which  doubtless 
gave  occasion  to  Juvenal's  tenth  satire}  and  to 
the  second  satire  of  Persius;  as  the  last  of  these 
authors  has  almost  transcribed  the  preceding  dia- 
logue, entitled  Alcibiades  the  First,  in  his  fourth 
satire. 
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The  speakers  in  this  dialogue  upon  prayer  are 
Socrates  and  Alcibiades;  and  the  substance  of  it, 
(when  drawn  together  out  of  the  intricacies  and 
digressions)  as  follows: 

Socrates  meeting  his  pupil  Alcibiades,  as  he 
was  going  to  his  devotions,  and  observing  his 
eyes  to  be  fixed  upon  the  earth  with  great  seri- 
ousness and  attention,  tells  him  that  he  had  rea- 
son to  be  thoughtful  on  that  occasion,  since  it 
was  possible  for  a  man  to  bring  down  evils  upon 
himself  by  his  own  prayers,  and  that  those  things* 
which  the  gods  send  him  in  answer  to  his  peti- 
tions, might  turn  to  his  destruction.  This,  says 
he,  may  not  only  happen  when  a  man  prays  for 
what  he  knows  is  mischievous  in  its  own  nature, 
as  (Edipus  implored  the  gods  to  sow  dissension 
between  his  sons;  but  when  he  prays  for  what 
he  believes  would  be  for  his  good,  and  against 
what  he  believes  would  be  to  his  detriment. 
This,  the  philosopher  shows,  must  necessarily 
happen  among  us,  since  most  men  are  blinded 
with  ignorance,  prejudice  or  passion,  which  hin- 
der them  from  seeing  such  things  as  are  really 
beneficial  to  them.  For  an  instance,  he  asks 
Alcibiades,  whether  he  would  not  be  thoroughly 
pleased  and  satisfied  if  that  god,  to  whom  he  was 
going  to  address  himself,  should  promise  to  make 
him  the  sovereign  of  the  whole  earth?  Alcibiades 
answers,  that  he  should  doubtless  look  upon  such 
a  promise  as  the  greatest  favour  that  could  be 
bestowed  upon  him.  Socrates  then  asks  him,  if 
after  receiving  this  $reat  favour  he  would  be  con- 
tented to  lose  his  life?  or  if  he  would  receive  it 
though  he  was  sure  he  should  make  an  ill  use  oi 
it?  To  both  which  questions  Alcibiades  answers 
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in  the  negative.  Socrates  then  shows  him,  from 
the  examples  »f  others,  how  these  might  very 
probably  be  tie  effects  of  such  a  blessing.  He 
then  adds,  thst  other  reputed  pieces  of  good  for- 
tune, as  that  of  having  a  son,  or  procuring  the 
highest  post  in  a  government,  are  subject  to  the 
like  fatal  cossequences,  which  nevertheless,  says 
he,  men  ardently  desire,  and  would  not  fail  to- 
pray  for,  if  they  thought  their  prayers  might  be 
effectual  for  Ue  obtaining  of  them. 

Having  established  this  great  point,  that  all  the 
most  appareit  blessings  in  this  life  are  obnoxious 
to  such  dreadful  consequences,  and  that  no  man 
knows  what  in  its  events  would  prove  to  him  a 
blessing  or  )L  curse,  he  teaches  Alcibiades  after 
what  manner  he  ought  to  pray. 

In  the  mfct  place,  he  recommends  to  him,  as* 
the  model  pf  his  devotions,  a  short  prayer,  which 
a  Greek  ptet  composed  for  the  use  of  his  friends, 
in  the  following  words:  ( 0  Jupiter,  give  us  those 
things  wtfch  are  good  for  us,  whether  they  are 
such  things  as  we  pray  for,  or  such  things  as  we 
do  not  p£y  for;  and  remove  from  us  those  things 
which  aje  hurtful,  though  they  are  such  things 
as  we  pAy  for.' 

In  tm  second  place,  that  his  disciple  may  ask 
such  thpgs  as  are  expedient  for  him,  he  shows 
him,  thit  it  is  absolutely  necessary  to  apply  him- 
self to  tpe  study  of  true  wisdom,  and  to  the  know- 
ledge ^f  that  which  is  his  chief  good,  and  the 
most  si i table  to  the  excellency  of  nis  nature. 

In  tie  third  and  last  place  he  informs  him,  that 
the  befit  methods  he  could  make  use  of  to  draw 
down  blessings  upon  himself,  and  to  render  his 
prayers  acceptable,  would  be  to  live  in  a  con- 
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stant  practice  of  his  duty  towafd&the  gods,  ani 
towards  men.  Under  this  head  he  very  much' 
recommends  a  form  of  prayer  the  Lacedemonians 
make  use  of,  in  which  they  petitionthe  gods  i  to 
give  them  all  good  things  so  long  ts  they  were 
virtuous.'  Under  this  head  likewise  he  gives  a 
very  remarkable  account  of  an  oracfe  to  the  fol- 
lowing purpose. 

When  the  Athenians,  in  the  war  with  the  La- 
cedemonians, received  many  defeats  both  by  sea 
and  land,  they  sent  a  message  to  the  oracle  of  Ju- 
piter Ammon,  to  ask  the  reason  why  they,  who 
erected  so  many  temples  to  the  gods,  and  adorn- 
ed them  with  such  costly  offerings:  why  they, 
who  had  instituted  so  many  festivals,  and  accom- 
panied them  with  such  pomps  and  ceremonies; 
in  short,  why  they,  who  had  slain  so  anany  heca- 
tombs  at  their  altars,  should  he  less  successful 
than  the  Lacedemonians,  who  fell  s»  short  of 
them  in  all  these  particulars?  To  thi$  says  he, 
the  oracle  made  the  following  reply :  *1  am  bet- 
ter pleased  with  the  prayers  of  the  Lacedemo 
nians,  than  with  all  the  oblations  of  theGTeekSr' 
As  this  prayer  implied  and  encouraged  Tirtue  in 
those  who  made  it,  the  philosopher  proceeds  to 
show  how  the  most  vicious  man  might  bedevout, 
so  far  as  victims  could  make  him,  but  that* his  of- 
ferings were  regarded  by  the  gods  as  briles,  and 
his  petitions  as  Blasphemies.  He  likewise  quotes 
on  this  accasion  two  verses  out  of  Horier,  in 
which  the  poet  says, ( that  the  scent  of  the  Trojan 
sacrifices  was  carried  up  to  heaven  by  the  wnds; 
but  that  it  was  not  acceptable  to  the  pods,  wk* 
were  displeased  with  Priam  and  all  his  people. 

The  conclusion  of  this  dialogue  is  very  re 
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markable.  Socrates  having  deterred  Alcfoiades 
from  the  prayers  and  sacrince  which  he  was  go- 
ing to  offer,  by  setting  forth  the  above-mentioned 
difficulties  of  performing  that  duty  as  he  ought, 
adds  these  words,  «  We  must  therefore  wait  till 
such  time  as  we  may  learn  how  we  ought  to  be- 
have ourselves  towards  the  gods,  and  towards 
men.'  <  But  when  will  that  time  come,  says  Al- 
cibiades,  and  who  is  it  that  will  instruct  us?  for 
1  would  fain  see  this  man,  whoever  he  is.*  '  It  is 
one  (says  Socrates)  who  takes  care  of  you;  but  as 
Homer  tells  us,  that  Minerva  removed  the  mist 
from  Diomede's  eyes,  that  he  might  plainly  dis- 
cover both  gods  and  men:  so  the  darkness  that 
hangs  upon  your  mind  liust  be  removed  before 
you  are  able  to  discern  what  is  good  and  what  is 
evil.*  <  Let  him  remove  from  my  mind,  says  Al- 
cibiades,  the  darkness,  and  what  else  he  pleases, 
1  am  determined  to  refuse  nothing  he  shall  order 
me,  whoever  he  is,  so  that  I  may  become  the  bet- 
ter man  by  it.'  The  remaining  part  of  this  dia- 
logue is  very  obscure:  there  is  something  in  it 
that  would  make  us  think  Socrates  hinted  at  him- 
self, when  he  spoke  of  this  divine  teacher  who 
was  to  come  into  the  world,  did  not  he  own  that 
he  himself  was,  in  this  respect,  as  much  at  a  loss, 
and  in  as  great  distress,  as  the  rest  of  mankind. 

Some  learned  men  look  upon  this  conclusion 
as  a  prediction  of  our  Saviour,  or  at  least  that 
Socrates,  like  the  high-priest,*  prophesied  un- 
knowingly, and  pointed  at  that  Divine  Teacher 
who  was  to  come  into  the  ^rorld  some  ages  after 
him.     However  that  nay  be,  we  find  that  this 

•  Ceiaphas.  John  xi.  49—52. 
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great  philosopher  saw  by  the  light  of  reason,  that 
it  was  suitable  to  the  goodness  of  the  Divine  Na- 
ture, to  send  a  person  into  the  world,  who  should 
instruct  mankind  in  the  duties  of  religion,  and, 
in  particular,  teach  them  how  to  pray. 

Whoever  reads  this  abstract  of  Plato's  dis- 
course on  prayer,  will,  I  believe,  naturally  make 
this  reflection:  that  the  great  Founder  of  our  re- 
ligion, as  well  by  his  own  example  as  in  the  form 
of  prayer  which  he  taught  his  disciples,  did  not 
only  keep  up  to  those  rules  which  the  light  of  na- 
ture had  suggested  to  this  great  philosopher,  but 
instructed  his  disicples  in  the  whole  extent  of  this 
duty,  as  well  as  of  all  others.     He  directed  them 
to  the  proper  object  of  adoration,  and  taught  them, 
according  to  the  third  rule  above-mentioned,  to 
apply  themselves  to  him  in  their  closets,  without 
snow  or  ostentation,  and  to  worship  him  in  spirit 
and  in  truth.    As  the  Lacedemonians,  in  their 
form  of  prayer,  implored  the  gods  in  general  to 
give  them  all  good  things  so  long  as  they  were 
virtuous,  we  ask  in  particular, *  that  our  offences 
may  be  forgiven,  as  we  forgive  those  of  others.* 
If  we  look  into  the  sscond  rule  which  Socrates 
has  prescribed,  namely,  that  we  should  apply  our- 
selves to  the  knowledge  of  such  things  as  are  best 
for  us,  this  too  is  explained  at  large  in  the  doc- 
trines of  the  gospel,  where  we  are  taught  in 
several  instances  to  regard  those  things  as  curses 
which  appear  as  blessings  in  the  eye  of  the  world, 
and,  on  the  contrary,  to  esteem  those  things  as 
blessings  which,  to  the  generality  of  mankind, 
appear  as  curses.  Thus,  in  the  form  which  is  pre- 
scribed to  us,  we  only  pray  for  that  happiness 
which  is  our  chief  g#od,  ana  the  great  end  of  our 
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ice,  when  we  petition  the  Supreme  Being, 
;  coming  of  his  kingdom,  being  solicitous 
other  temporal  blessings  but  our  daily 
ance.  On  the  other  side,  we  pray  against 
g  but  sin,  and  against  evil  in  general,  leav- 
with  Omniscience  to  determine  what  is 
such.  If  we  look  into  the  first  of  Socra- 
ules  of  prayer,  in  which  he  recommends 
ove-mentioned  form  of  the  ancient  poet, 
d  that  form  not  only  comprehended,  but 
ouch  improved  in  the  petition,  wherein  we 

0  the  Supreme  Being  that  his  will  may  be 
which  is  of  the  same  force  with  that  form 
our  Saviour  used,  when  he  prayed  against 
>st  painful  and  most  ignominious  of  deaths, 
irtheless,  not  my  win,  but  thine  be  done.* 
omprehensive  petition  is  the  most  humble, 

1  as  the  most  prudent,  that  can  be  offered  up 
he  creature  to  his  Creator,  as  it  supposes 
preme  Being  wills  nothing  but  what  is  for 
»od,  and  that  he  knows  better  than  our- 
what  is  so. 

ison.  C. 

-<§-9©e-f> 
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Veniunt  spedeniur  ut  ipsx.        Ovid.  Arb.  Ax. 
>e  themselves  *  spectacle  they  come. 

ive  several  letters  from  people  of  good 
who  lament  the  depravity  or  poverty  of 
tie  town  is  fallen  into  with  relation  to  plays 
tiblic  spectacles.  A  lady  in  particular  eo- 
IV.— 16 
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serves,  that  there  is  such  a  levity  in  the  minds  of 
her  own  sex,  that  they  seldom  attend  any  thing 
but  impertinencies.  It  is  indeed  prodigious  to 
observe  how  little  notice  is  taken  ol  the  most  ex- 
alted parts  of  the  best  tragedies  in  Shakspeare; 
nay,  it  is  not  only  visible  that  sensuality  has  de- 
voured all  greatness  of  soul,  but  the  under  pas- 
sion (as  I  may  so  call  it)  of  a  noble  spirit,  pity, 
seems  to  be  a  stranger  to  the  generality,  of  an  au- 
dience. The  minds  of  men  are  indeed  very  dif- 
ferently disposed,  and  the  reliefs  from  care  and 
attention  are  of  one  sort  in  a  great  spirit,  and  of 
another  in  an  ordinary  one.  The  man  of  a  great 
heart  and  a  serious  complexion,  is  more  pleased 
with  instances  of  generosity  and  pity,  than  the 
light  and  ludicrous  spirit  can  possibly  be  with 
the  highest  strains  or  mirth  and  laughter;  it  is 
therefore  a  melancholy  prospect  when  we  see  a 
numerous  assembly  lost  to  all  serious  entertain- 
ments, and  such  incidents  as  should  move  one 
sort  of  concern,  excite  in  them  a  quite  contrary 
one.  In  the  tragedy  of  Macbeth,  the  other  night, 
when  the  lady  who  is  conscious  of  the  crime  of 
murdering  the  king,  seems  utterly  astonished  at 
the  news,  and  makes  an  exclamation  at  it,  instead 
of  the  indignation  which  is  natural  to  the  occa- 
sion, that  expression  is  received  with  aloud  laugh: 
they  were  as  merry  when  a  criminal  was  stabbed. 
It  is  certainly  an  occasion  of  rejoicing  when  the 
wicked  are  seized  in  their  designs;  but  I  think, 
it  is  not  such  a  triumph  as  is  exerted  by  laughter. 
You  may  generally  observe  that  the  appetites 
are  sooner  moved  than  the  passions:  a  sly  expres- 
sion which  alludes  to  bawdry,  puts  a  whole  row 
into  a  pleasing  smirk;  when  a  good  sentence,  tha 
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describes  an  inward  sentiment  of  the  soul,  is  re- 
ceived with  the  greatest  coldness  and  indiffer- 
ence. A  correspondent  of  mine  upon  this  sub- 
ject has  divided  the  female  part  of  the  audience, 
and  accounts  for  their  prepossessions  against  this 
reasonable  delight  in  the  following  manner: — The 
prude  (says  he,)  as  she  acts  always  in  contradic- 
tion, so  is  she  gravely  sullen  at  a  comedy,  and 
extravagantly  gay  at  a  tragedy.  The  coquette  is 
so  much  taken  up  with  throwing  her  eyes  around 
the  audience,  and  considering  tne  effect  of  them, 
that  she  can  not  be  expectea  to  observe  the  ac- 
tors, but  as  they  are  her  rivals,  and  take  off  the 
observation  of  the  men  from  herself.  Besides 
these  species  of  women,  there  are  the  Examples, 
or  the  first  of  the  mode:  these  are  to  be  supposed 
too  well  acquainted  with  what  the  actor  is  going 
to  say  to  be  moved  at  it.  After  these  one  might 
mention  a  certain  flippant  set  of  females  who  are 
mimics,  and  are  wonderfully  diverted  with  the 
conduct  of  all  the  people  around  them,  and  are 
spectators  only  of  the  audience.  But  what  is  of 
all  the  most  to  be  lamented,  is  the  loss  of  a  party 
whom  it  would  be  worth  preserving  in  their  right 
senses  upon  all  occasions,  and  these  are  those 
whom  we  may  indifferently  call  the  innocent  or 
the  unaffected.  You  may  sometimes  see  one  of 
these  sensibly  touched  with  a  well- wrought  inci- 
dent; but  then  she  is  immediately  so  impertinent- 
ly observed  by  the  men,  and  frowned  at  by  some 
insensible  superior  of  her  own  sex,  that  she  is 
ashamed,  ana  loses  the  enjoyment  of  the  most 
laudable  concern,  pity.  Thus  the  whole  audience 
is  afraid  of  letting  fall  a  tear,  and  shun,  as  a  weak- 
ness, the  best  and  worthiest  part  of  our  sense. 


; 
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'SIR, 

*  As  you  are  one  that  doth  not  only  pretend  to 
reform,  but  effect  it  amongst  people  of  any  sense, 
makes  me,  who  am  one  of  tne  greatest  of  your 
admirers,  give  you  this  trouble,  to  desire  you 
will  settle  the  method  of  us  females  knowing 
when  one  another  is  in  town;  for  they  have  now 
got  a  trick  of  never  sending  to  their  acquaint- 
ance when  they  first  come;  and  if  one  does  not 
visit  them  within  the  week  which  they  stay  at 
home,  it  is  a  mortal  quarrel.  Now,  dear  Mr. 
Spec,  either  command  them  to  put  it  in  the  ad- 
vertisement of  your  paper,  which  is  generally 
read  by  our  sex,  or  else  order  them  to  breathe 
their  saucy  footmen,  (who  are  good  for  nothing 
else)  by  sendinjg  them  to  tell  all  their  acquaint- 
ance. If  you  think  to  print  this,  pray  put  it  into 
a  better  style  as  to  the  spelling  part.  Tne  town  is 
now  filling  every  day,  and  it  can  not  be  deferred, 
because  people  take  advantage  of  one  another  by 
this  means,  and  break  off  acquaintance,  and  are 
rude:  therefore  pray  put  this  in  your  paper  as 
soon  as  you  can  possibly,  to  prevent  any  future 
miscarriages  of  this  nature.  I  am,  as  I  ever  shall 
be,  dear  Spec, 

'  Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

*  MARY  ME  AN  WELL.' 

*  Pray,  settle  what  is  to  be  a  proper  notification 
of  a  person's  being  in  town,  and  how  that  differs 
according  to  people's  quality.' 

*  MR.  spectator,  October  the  20th.         J 

*  I  have  been  out  of  town,  so  did  not  meet  with 
your  paper  dated  September  28th,  (No.  182,) 
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wherein  you,  to  my  heart's  desire,  exposed  that 
cursed  vice  of  ensnaring  poor  young  girls,  and 
drawing  them  from  their  friends.  I  assure  you, 
without  flattery,  it  has  saved  a  'prentice  of  mine 
from  ruin;  and  in  token  of  gratitude  as  well  as 
for  the  benefit  of  my  family,  1  have  put  it  in  a 
frame  and  glass,  and  hung  it  behind  my  counter. 
1  shall  take  care  to  make  my  young  ones  read  it 
every  morning,  to  fortify  them  against  such  per- 
nicious rascals.  I  know  not  whether  what  you 
write  was  matter  of  fact,  or  your  own  invention; 
but  this  I  will  take  my  oath  on,  the  first  part  is 
so  exactly  like  what  happened  to  my  'prentice, 
that  had  I  read  your  paper  then,  I  should  have 
taken  your  method  to  nave  secured  a  villain. 
Go  on  and  prosper. 

*  Your  most  obliged  humble  servant.' 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

'  Without  raillery,  I  desire  you  to  insert  this, 
word  for  word,  in  your  next,  as  you  value  a  lo- 
ver's prayers.  You  see  it  is  a  hue  and  cry  after 
a  stray  heart  (with  the  marks  and  blemishes  un- 
der-written,) which,  whoever  shall  bring  to  you, 
shall  receive  satisfaction.  Let  me  beg  of  you  not 
to  fail,  as  you  remember  th6  passion  you  had  for 
her  to  whom  you  lately  ended  a  paper.  (No.  41 
or  No.  188.) 

'  Noble,  generous,  great  and  good, 
But  never  to  be  understood; 
Fickle  as  the  wind,  still  changing, 
After  every  female  ranging, 
Panting,  trembling,  signing,  dying, 
Sut  addicted  much  to  lying: 
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When  the  Siren  songs  repeats* 
Equal  measures  still  it  beats; 
Whoe'er  shall  wear  it,  it  will  smart  her, 
And  whoe'er  takes,  takes  a  Tartar.' 
8TEELE.  T. 
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Of  earthly  goods,  the  best  is  a  good  wife; 
A  bad,  the  bitterest  curse  of  human  life. 

There  are  no  authors  I  am  more  pleased  with 
than  those  who  show  human  nature  in  a  variety 
of  views,  and  describe  the  several  ages  of  the 
world  in  their  different  manners.  A  reader  can 
nor  be  more  rationally  entertained  than  by  com- 
paring the  virtues  and  vices  of  his  own  times 
with  those  which  prevailed  in  the  times  of  his 
forefathers;  and  drawing  a  parallel  in  his  mind 
between  his  own  private  character  and  that  of 
other  persons,  whether  of  his  own  age,  or  of  the 
ages  that  went  before  him.  The  contemplation 
of  mankind  under  these  changeable  colours,  is 
apt  to  shame  us  out  of  any  particular  vice,  or 
animate  us  to  any  particular  virtue;  <to  make  us 
pleased  or  displeased  with  ourselves  in  the  most 
proper  points,  to  clear  our  minds  of  prejudice 
and  prepossession,  and  rectify  that  narrowness  of 
temper  which  inclines  us  to  think  amiss  of  those 
who  differ  from  ourselves. 

If  we  look  into  the  manners  of  the  most  remote 
ages  of  the  world,  we  discover  human  nature  in 
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her  simplicity:  and  the  more  we  come  downward 
towards  our  own  times,  may  observe  her  hiding 
herself  in  artifices  and  refinements,  polished  in- 
sensibly out  of  her  original  plainness,  and  at 
length  entirely  lost  under  form  and  ceremony, 
and  (what  we  call)  good-breeding.  Read  the  ac- 
counts of  men  and  women  as  they  are  given  us 
by  the  most  ancient  writers,  both  sacred  and  pro- 
fane, and  vou  would  think  you  were  reading  the 
history  of  another  species. 

Among  the  writers  of  antiquity,  there  are  none 
who  instruct  us  more  openly  in  the  manners  of 
their  respective  times  in  which  they  lived,  than 
those  who  have  employed  themselves  in  satire, 
under  what  dress  soever  it  may  appear;  as  there 
are  no  other  authors  whose  province  it  is  to  enter 
so  directly  into  the  ways  of  men,  and  set  their 
miscarriages  in  so  strong  a  light. 

Simonides,  a  poet  famous  in  his  generation,  is, 
1  think,  author  of  the  oldest  satire  that  is  now 
extant;  and,  as  some  say,  of  the  first  that  was 
ever  written.  This  poet  flourished  about  four 
hundred  years  after  the  siege  of  Troy;  and  shows, 
by  his  way  of  writing,  the  simplicity,  or  rather 
coarseness,  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived.  I  have 
taken  notice,  in  my  hundred  and  sixty-first  spe- 
culation, that  the  rule  of  observing  what  the 
French  call  the  bienseance  in  an  allusion,  has 
been  found  out  of  latter  years;  and  that  the  an- 
cients, provided  there  was  a  likeness  in  their  si- 
militudes, did  not  much  trouble  themselves  about 
the  decency  of  the  comparison.  The  satire  or 
iambics  of  Simonides,  with  which  1  shall  enter- 
tain my  readers  in  the  present  paper,  are  a  re- 
markable instance  of  what  I  formerly  advanced. 
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The  subject  of  this  satire  is  woman.  He  describes 
the  sex  in  their  several  characters,  which  he  de- 
rives to  them  from  a  fanciful  supposition  raised 
upon  the  doctrine  of  pre-existence.  He  tells  us, 
that  the  gods  formed  the  souls  of  women  out  of 
those  seeds  and  principles  which  compose  seve- 
ral kinds  of  animals  and  elements;  ana  that  their 
good  or  bad  dispositions  arise  in  them  according 
as  such  and  sucn  seeds  and  principles  predomi- 
nate in  their  constitutions.  I  have  translated  the 
author  very  faithfully,  and  if  not  word  for  word 
(which  our  language  would  not  bear,)  at  least  so 
as  to  comprehend  every  one  of  his  sentiments, 
without  adding  any  thing  of  my  own.  1  have 
already  apologized  for  this  author's  want  of  deli- 
cacy; and  must  further  premise,  that  the  follow- 
ing satire  affects  only  some  of  the  lower  part  of 
the  sex,  and  not  those  who  have  been  refined  by 
a  polite  education,  which  was  not  so  common  in 
the  age  of  this  poet. 

*  In  the  beginning  God  made  the  souls  of  wo- 
mankind out  of  different  materials,  and  in  a  sepa- 
rate state  from  their  bodies. 

'  The  souls  of  one  kind  of  women  were  formed 
out  of  those  ingredients  which  compose  a  swine. 
A  woman  of  this  make  is  a  slut  in  her  house, 
and  a  glutton  at  her  table.  She  is  uncleanly  in 
her  person,  a  slattern  in  her  dress,  and  her  fami- 
ly is  no  better  than  a  dunghill. 

'  A  second  sort  of  female  soul  was  formed  out 
of  the  same  materials  that  enter  into  the  compo- 
sition of  a  fox.  Such  a  one  is  what  we  call  a  no- 
table discerning  woman,  who  has  an  insight  into 
every  thing  whether  it  be  good  or  bad.     In  this 
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species  of  females  there  are  some  virtuous  and 
some  vicious. 

*  A  third  kind  of  women  were  made  up  of  ca- 
nine particles.  These  are  what  we  commonly 
call  scolds,  who  imitate  the  animals  out  of  which 
they  wrere  taken,  that  are  always  busy  and  bark- 
ing, that  snarl  at  every  one  who  comes  in  their 
way,  and  live  in  perpetual  clamour. 

*  The  fourth  kind  of  women  were  made  out  of 
the  earth.  These  are  your  sluggards,  who  pass 
away  their  time  in  indolence  and  ignorance,  ho- 
ver over  the  fire  a  whole  winter,  and  apply 
themselves  with  alacrity  to  no  kind  of  business 
but  eating. 

*  The  fifth  species  of  females  were  made  out  of 
the  sea.  These  are  women  of  variable  uneven 
tempers,  sometimes  all  storm  and  tempest,  some- 
times all  calm  and  sunshine.  The  stranger  who 
sees  one  of  these  in  her  smiles  and  smoothness, 
would  cry  her  up  for  a  miracle  of  good  humour; 
but  on  a  sudden  her  looks  and  her  words  are 
changed,  she  is  nothing  but  fury  and  outrage, 
noise  and  hurricane. 

6  The  sixth  species  were  made  up  of  the  ingre- 
dients which  compose  an  ass,  or  a  beast  of  bur- 
den. These  are  naturally  exceeding  slothful,  but 
upon  the  husband's  exerting  his  authority,  will 
live  upon  hard  fare,  and  do  every  thing  to  please 
him.  They  are,  however,  far  from  being  averse 
to  venereal  pleasure,  and  seldom  refuse  a  male 
companion. 

'  The  cat  furnished  materials  for  a  seventh  spe- 
cies of  women,  who  are  of  a  melancholy,  fro  ward, 
unamiable  nature,  and  so  repugnant  to  the  offers 
of  love,  that  they  fly  in  the  face  of  their  husband 
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when  he  approaches  them  with  conjugal  endear- 
ments.— This  species  of  women  are  likewise  sub- 
ject to  little  thefts,  cheats,  and  pilferings. 

*  The  mare  with  a  flowing  mane,  which  was 
never  broke  to  any  servile  toil  and  labour,  com- 
posed an  eighth  species  of  women.  These  are 
they  who  have  little  regard  for  their  husbands, 
who  pass  away  their  time  in  dressing,  bathing, 
and  perfuming;  who  throw  their  hair  into  the 
nicest  curls,  and  trick  it  up  with  the  fairest  flow- 
ers and  garlands.  A  woman  of  this  species  is  a 
very  pretty  thing  for  a  stranger  to  look  upon, 
but  very  detrimental  to  the  owner,  unless  it  be  a 
kingor  prince  who  takes  a  fancy  to  such  a  toy. 

4  The  ninth  species  of  females  were  taken  out 
of  the  ape.  These  are  such  as  are  both  ugly  and 
ill-natured,  who  have  nothing  beautiful  in  them- 
selves, and  endeavour  to  detract  from,  or  ridicule, 
every  thing  which  appears  so  in  others. 

*  The  tenth  and  last  species  of  women  were 
made  out  of  the  bee;  and  happy  is  the  man  who 
gets  such  a  one  for  his  wife.  She  is  altogether 
faultless  and  unblameable;  her  family  flourishes 
and  improves  by  her  good  management  She 
loves  her  husband,  and  is  beloved  by  him.  She 
brings  him  a  race  of  beautiful  and  virtuous  chil- 
dren. She  distinguishes  herself  among  her  sex. 
She  is  surrounded  with  graces.  She  never  sits 
among  the  loose  tribe  of  women,  nor  passes  away 
her  time  with  them  in  wanton  discourses.  She 
is  full  of  virtue  and  prudence,  and  is  the  best 
wife  that  Jupiter  can  bestow  on  man.  * 

I  shall  conclude  these  iambics  with  the  motto 
of  this  paper,  which  is  a  fragment  of  the  same  au- 
thor: '  A  man  can  not  possess  any  thing  that  is 
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better  than  a  good  woman,  nor  any  thing  that  is 
worse  than  a  bad  one. 

As  the  poet  has  shown  a  great  penetration  in 
this  diversity  of  female  characters,  ne  has  avoided 
the  fault  which  Juvenal  and  Monsieur  Boileau 
are  guilty  of,  the  former  in  his  sixth,  and  the 
other  in  nis  last  satire,  where  they  have  endea- 
voured to  expose  the  sex  in  general,  without  do- 
ing justice  to  the  valuable  part  of  it.  Such  level- 
ling satires  are  of  no  use  to  the  world;  and  for  this 
reason  1  have  often  wondered  how  the  French 
author  above-mentioned,  who  was  a  man  of  ex- 
quisite judgment,  and  a  lover  of  virtue,  could 
tnink  human  nature  a  proper  subject  for  satire  in 
another  of  his  celebrated  pieces  which  is  called 
The  satire  upon  man.  What  vice  or  frailty  can 
a  discourse  correct,  which  censures  the  whole 
species  alike,  and  endeavours  to  show,  by  some 
superficial  strokes  of  wit,  that  brutes  are  the  most 
excellent  creatures  of  the  two?  A  satire  should 
expose  nothing  but  what  is  corrigible,  and  make 
a  due  discrimination  between  those  who  are,  and 
those  who  are  not  the  proper  objects  of  it. 

ADDISON.  L. 
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Nemo  guomodo  inhseret  in  mentibus  quasi  aeculorum  quod- 
dam  augur iwn  futurorum;  idque  in  maximis  ingentis  oA 
Hssimisquc  animis  et  txistit  maximc,  ei  apparetfaalHme. 

Cic.  Tdsc.  Qcest. 

There  is,  I  know  not  how,  in  the  minds  of  men,  a  certain 
presage,  as  it  were,  of  a  future  existence;  and  this  takes 
the  deepest  root,  and  is  most  discoverable,  in  the  greatest 
geniuses  and  most  exalted  souls. 

1  TO  THE  SPECTATOR. 
'SIR, 

«  1  am  fully  persuaded  that  one  of  the  best 
springs  of  generous  and  worthy  actions,  is  the 
having  generous  and  worthy  thoughts  of  our- 
selves. Whoever  has  a  mean  opinion  of  the  dig- 
nity of  his  nature,  will  act  in  no  higher  a  rank 
than  he  has  allotted  himself  in  his  own  estima- 
tion. If  he  considers  his  being  as  circumscribed 
by  the  uncertain  term  of  a  few  years,  his  designs 
will  be  contracted  into  the  same  narrow  span  he 
imagines  is  to  bound  his  existence.  How  can  he 
exalt  his  thoughts  to  any  thing  great  and  noble, 
who  only  believes  that,  after  a  short  turn  on  the 
stage  of  this  world,  he  is  to  sink  into  oblivion, 
and  to  lose  his  consciousness  for  ever? 

'  For  this  reason,  I  am  of  opinion,  that  so  use- 
ful and  elevated  a  contemplation  as  that  of  the 
soul's  immortality  can  not  be  resumed  too  often. 
There  is  not  a  more  improving  exercise  to  the 
human  mind,  than  to  be  frequently  reviewing  its 
own  great  privileges  and  endowments;  nor  a  more 
efiectual  means  to  awaken  in  us  an  ambition  rais- 
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ed  above  low  objects  and  little  pursuits,  than  to 
value  ourselves  as  heirs  of  eternity. 

1  It  is  a  very  great  satisfaction  to  consider  the 
best  and  wisest  of  mankind  in  all  nations  and 
ages,  asserting,  as  with  one  voice,  this  their  birth- 
right, and  to  find  it  ratified  by  an  express  revela- 
tion. At  the  same  time,  if  we  turn  our  thoughts 
inward  upon  ourselves,  we  may  meet  with  a  kind 
of  secret  sense  concurring  with  the  propfs  of  our 
own  immortality. 

1  You  have,  in  my  opinion,  raised  a  good  pre- 
sumptive argument  from  the  increasing  appetite 
the  mind  has  to  knowledge  (No.  ill),  and  to  the 
extending  its  own  faculties,  which  can  not  be  ac- 
complished, as  the  more  restrained  perfection  of 
lower  creatures  may,  in  the  limits  of  a  short  life. 
1  think  another  probable  conjecture  may  be  rais- 
ed from  our  appetite  to  duration  itself,  and  from 
a  reflection  on  our  progress  through  the  several 
stages  of  it:  "  We  are  complaining,"  as  you  ob- 
serve in  a  former  speculation,  (No.  93)  "of  the 
shortness  of  life,  and  yet  are  perpetually  hurry- 
ing over  the  parts  of  it,  to  arrive  at  certain  little 
settlements,  or  imaginary  points  of  rest,  which 
are  dispersed  up  and  down  in  it." 

*  Now  let  us  consider  what  happens  to  us  when 
we  arrive  at  these  imaginary  points  of  rest:  do  we 
stop  our  motion,  and  sit  down  satisfied  in  ihe  set- 
tlement we  have  gained?  or  are  we  not  remaining 
the  boundary,  and  marking  out  new  points  of 
rest,  to  which  we  press  forward  with  the  like 
eagerness,  and  which  cease  to  be  such  as  ftst  as 
we  attain  them?  Our  case  is  like  that  of  a  travel- 
ler upon  the  Alps,  who  should  fancy  that  the  top 
of  the  next  hill  must  end  his  journey,  because  it 
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terminates  his  prospect;  but  he  no  sooner  arrives 
at  it,  than  he  sees  new  ground  and  other  hills  be- 
yond it;  and  continues  to  travel  on  as  before.* 

*  This  is  so  plainly  every  man's  condition  in 
life,  that  there  is  no  one  who  has  observed  any 
thing,  but  may  observe,  that  as  fast  as  his  time 
wears  away,  his  appetite  to  something  future  re- 
mains. The  use  therefore  1  would  make  of  it  is 
this,  that  since  nature,  as  some  love  to  express  it, 
does  nothing  in  vain^or,  to  speak  properly,  since 
the  Author  of  our  being  has  planted  no  wander- 
ing passion  in  it,  no  desire  which  has  not  its  ob- 
ject, futurity  is  the  proper  object  of  the  passion 
so  constantly  exercised  about  it;  and  this  restless- 
ness in  the  present,  this  assigning  ourselves  over 
to  farther  stages  of  duration,  this  successive  grasp- 
ing at  somewhat  still  to  come,  appears  to  me, 
whatever  it  may  to  others,  as  a  kind  of  instinct, 
or  natural  symptom,  which  the  mind  of  man  has 
of  its  own  immortality. 

1 1  take  it  at  the  same  time  for  granted,  that  the 
immortality  of  the  soul  is  sufficiently  established 
by  other  arguments;  and  if  so,  this  appetite, 
which  otherwise  would  be  very  unaccountable 
and  absurd,  seems  very  reasonable,  and  adds 
strength  to  the  conclusion.  But  1  am  amazed 
when  1  consider  there  are  creatures  capable  of 
thought,  who,  in  spite  of  every  argument,  can 
form  to  themselves  a  sullen  satisfaction  in  think- 
ing otherwise.  There  is  something  so  pitifully 
mean  in  the  inverted  ambition  of  that  man  who 
can  hope  for  annihilation,  and  please  himself  to 
think  that  his  whole  fabric  shall  one  day  crumble 

•  This  is  taken  from  Pope's  Essay  on  Criticism,  v.  225. 
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into  dust,  and  mix  with  the  mass  of  inanimate 
beings,  that  it  equally  deserves  our  admiration 
and  pity.  The  mystery  of  such  men's  unbelief 
is  not  hard  to  be  penetrated;  and,  indeed,  amounts 
to  nothing  more  than  a  sordid  hope  that  they  shall 
not  be  immortal  because  they  dare  not  be  so. 

'  This  brings  me  back  to  my  first  observation, 
and  gives  me  occasion  to  say  further,  that  as  wor- 
thy actions  spring  from  worthy  thoughts,  so  wor- 
thy thoughts  are  likewise  the  consequence  of  wor- 
thy actions:  but  the  wretch  who  nas  degraded 
himself  below  the  character  of  immortality,  is 
very  willing  to  resign  his  pretensions  to  it,  and 
to  substitute  in  its  room  a  dark  negative  happi- 
ness in  the  extinction  of  his  being. 

'  The  admirable  Shakspeare  has  given  zis  a 
strong  image  of  the  unsupported  condition  of  such 
a  person  in  his  last  minutes,  in  the  second  part 
ofKing  Henry  VI,  where  Cardinal  Beaufort,  who 
had  been  concerned  in  the  murder  of  the  good 
Duke  Humphry,  is  represented  on  his  death-bed. 
After  some  short  contused  speeches,  which  show 
an  imagination  disturbed  with  guilt,  just  as  he  is 
expiring,  king  Henry  standing  by  him,  full  of 
compassion,  says: 

"  Lord  Cardinal!  if  thou  think'st  on  Heaven's  bliss, 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  that  hope! 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  sign!" 

I  The  despair  which  is  here  shown .  without  a 
word  or  action  on  the  part  of  the  dying  person,  is 
beyond  what  could  be  painted  by  the  most  forci- 
ble expressions  whatever. 

II  shall  not  pursue  this  thought  farther,  but 


256  THE  SPECTATOR.  No.  21:1. 

only  add,  that  as  annihilation  is  not  to  be  had 
with  a  wish,  so  it  is  the  most  abject  thing  hi  the 
world  td  wish  it.  What  are  honour,  fame,  wealth, 
or  power,  when  compared  with  the  generous  ex- 
pectation of  a  being  without  end,  and  a  happiness 
adequate  to  that  being. 

*  1  shall  trouble  you  no  further;  but  with  a  cer- 
tain gravity,  which  these  thoughts  have  given  nie, 
I  reflect  upon  some  things  people  say  of  you^  (as 
they  will  of  men  who  distinguish  themselves,] 
which  1  hope  are  riot  true;  and  wish  you  as  goba 
a  man  as  you  are  ah  author.     I  am,  sir, 

6  i  our  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

<T.V> 

HUGHES. 

— ~- <roQp-t) 
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FieHs  meminerit  nos  jocari  fabulis.  Phjedr; 

Let  it  be  remembered,  that  we  sport  in  fabled  stories. 

Having  lately  (No.  209)  translated  tbe  frag- 
ment of  an  old  poet,  which  describes  womankind 
under  several  characters,  and  supposes  them  to 
have  drawn  their  different  manners  and  disposi- 
tions from  those  animals  and  elements  out  of 
which  he  tells  us  they  were  compounded;  I  had 
some  thoughts  of  giving  the  sex  their  revenge, 
by  laying  together,  in  another  paper,  the  many 
vicious  characters  which  prevail  in  the  mate 
world,  and  showing  the  different  ingredients  that 
go  to  the  making  up  of  such  different  humours 
and  constitutions.     Horace  has  a  thought  which 
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is  something  akin  to  this,  when,  in  order  to  ex- 
cuse himselito  his  mistress  for  an  invective  which 
he  had  written  against  her,  arid  to  account  for 
that  unreasonable  fury  with  which  the  heart  of 
man  is  often  transported,  he  tells  us,  that  when 
Prometheus  made  nis  man  of  clay,  in  the  knead- 
ing up  of  the  heart,  he  seasoned  it  with  some  fu- 
rious particles  ofr  the  liori.  But.  upon  turning 
this  plan  to  and  fro  in  my  thoughts,  I  observed 
so  many  unaccountable  humours  in  man,  that  1 
did  not  know  out  of  what  animals  to  fetch  tliem. 
Male  soiils  are  diversified  with  so  many  charac- 
ters, that  the  world  has  not  variety  of  materials 
sufficient  to  furnish .  out  their  different  tempers 
arid  inclinations.  The  creation  with  all  its  ani- 
mals and  elements  would  not  be  large  enough  to 
supply  their  several  extravagancies, 

Instead,  therefore,  of  pursuing  the  thought  of 
Simonides,  1  shall  observe  that  as  he  has  exposed 
the  vicious  part  of  Women  from  the  doctrine  of 
pre-existence,  some  of  the  ancient  philosophers 
have,  in  a  manner,  satirized  the  vicious  part  of  the 
human  species  in  general  from  a  notion  of  the 
souPs  post-existence,  if  I  may  so  call  it;  and  that, 
as  Simonides  describes  brutes  entering  into  the 
composition  of  women,  others  have  represented 
human  souls  as  entering  into  brutes.  This  is 
commonly  termed  the  doctrine  of  transmigration, 
which  supposes  that  human  souls,  upon  their  leav- 
ing the  body,  become  the  souls  of  such  kinds  of 
brutes  as  they  most  resemble  in  their  manners, 
or  to  give  an  account  of  it,  as  Mr.  Dryden  has  de- 
scribed it  in  his  translation  of  Pythagoras's  speech 
in  the  fifteenth  book  of  Ovid,  where  that  philoso~- 
pher  dissuades  his  hearers  from  eating  ftesh. — 

Vol.  IV.— 17 
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'  Thus  all  things  are  but  alter'd,  nothing  dies. 
And  here  and  there  th'  unbody'd  spirit  flies: 
By  time,  or  force,  or  sickness  dispossess'd, 
And  lodges  where  it  lights,  in  bird  or  beast, 
Or  hunts  without  till  ready  limbs  it  find, 
And  actuates  those  according  to  their  kind: 
From  tenement  to  tenement  is  toss'd: 
The  soul  is  still  the  same,  the  figure  only  lost. 

*  Then  let  not  piety  be  put  to'flight,  ] 

To  please  the  taste  of  glutton  appetite; 
But  suffer  inmate  souls  secure  to  dwell, 
Lest  from  their  seats  your  parents  you  expel; 
With  rapid  hunger  feed  upon  your  kind, 
Or  from  a  beast  dislodge  a  brother's  mind.' 

Plato,  in  the  vision  of  Erus  the  Armenian, 
which  1  may  possibly  make  the  subject  of  a  fu- 
ture speculation,  records  some  beautiful  transmi- 
grations; as  that  the  soul  of  Orpheus,  who  was 
musical,  melancholy,  and  a  woman-hater,  enter- 
ed into  a  swan;  the  soul  of  Ajax,  which  was  all 
wrath  and  fierceness,  into  a  lion;  the  soul  of  Aga- 
memnon, that  was  rapacious  and  imperial,  into 
an  eagle;  and  the  soul  of  Thersites,  who  was  a 
mimic  and  a  buffoon,  into  a  monkey. 

Mr.  Congreve,  in  a  prologue  to  one  of  his  co- 
medies, has  touched  upon  this  doctrine  with 
great  humour. 

*  Thus  Aristotle's  soul  of  old,  that  was, 
May  now  be  damn'd  to  animate  an  ass; 
Or  in  this  very  house,  for  aught  we  know, 
Is  doing  painful  penance  in  some  beau.' 

I  shall  fill  up  this  paper  with  some  letters 
which  my  last  Tuesday's  speculation  has  pro- 
duced   My  following  correspondents  will  show. 
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what  I  there  observed,  that  the  speculation  of  that 
day  affects  only  the  lower  part  of  the  sex. 

*,From  my  house  in  the  Strand,  October  30,  1711. 
'.MR.  SPECTATOR, 

i  Upon  reading  your  Tuesday's  paper,  I;  find 
by  severa!  symptoms  in  my  constitution,  that  1 
am  a  bee.  My  shop,  or,  if  you  please  to  call  it 
so,  my  cell,  is  in  that  great  hive  01  females  which 

foes  by  the  name  of  the  New  Exchange;  where 
am  daily  employed  in  gathering  together  a  lit- 
tle stock  of  gain  from  the  finest  flowers  about 
tfye  town,  I  mean  the  ladies  and  the  beaux.  1' 
have  a  numerous,  swarrri  of  children,  to' whom  1 
give  the  best  education  I  am  able:  but,  sir,  it  is 
my  misfortune  to  be  marred  to  a  drone,  who 
lives  upon  what  1  get  without  bringing  any  thing 
into  the  common  stock.  Now,  sir,  as  on  thp  one 
hand  1  take  care  not  to  behave  myself  towards 
him  like  a  wasp,  so,  likewise,  I  would  not  hav6 
him  }ook  upon  me  as  an  humble  bee;  for  which 
reason  I  do  all  I  can  to  put  him  upon  laying  up 
provision  for  a  bad  day,  and  frequently  represent 
to  him  the  fatal  effects  his  sloth  and  negligence 
may  bring  upon  us  in  our  old  age.  1  must  beg 
that  you  will  join  with  me  in  your  good  advice 
Upon  this  occasion,  and  you  will  for  ever  oblige 

<  Your  humble  servant, 

'mehssa.' 

<$ir,       m         Piccadilly 9  October  31,1711. 

1 1  am  joined  in  wedlock,  for  my  sins^  to  one 
pf  those  fillies  who  are  described  in  the  old  poet 
*yith  that  hard  name  you  gave  us  the  other  day. 
She  has  a  flowing  mane,  and  a  skin  as  soft  as 
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silk;  but,  sir,  she  passes  half  her  life  at  her  glass, 
and  almost  ruins  me  in  ribands.  For  my  own 
part,  1  am  a  plain  handicraft  man,  and  in  danger 
of  breaking  Dy  her  laziness  and  expensiveness. 
Pray,  master,  tell  me  in  your  next  paper,  whe- 
ther 1  may  not  expect  of  her  so  much  drudgery 
as  to  take  care  of  her  family,  and  to  curry  her 
hide  in  case  of  refusal. 

« Your  loving  friend, 

€  BARNABT  BRITTLE.' 

•  mr.  spectator,        Cheapside,  October  30. 

1 1  am  mightily  pleased  with  the  humour  of  the 
cat;  be  so  kind  as  to  enlarge  upon  that  subject 

*  Yours  till  death. 

€  JOSIAH  HENPECK.' 

4  P.  S.  You  must  know  I  am  married  to  a 
Grimalkin.' 

'  sir,  Wapping,  October  31, 1711. 

6  Ever  since  your  Spectator  of  Tuesday  last 
(No.  209,)  came  into  our  family,  my  husband  is 
pleased  to  call  me  his  Oceana,  because  the  fool- 
ish old  poet  that  you  have  translated,  says,  that 
the  souls  of  some  women  are  made  of  sea-water. 
This  it  seems,  has  encouraged  my  sauce-box  to 
be  wittv  upon  me.  When  1  am  angry,  he  cries, 
'  Pr'y thee,  my  dear,  be  calm  ;9  when  1  chide  one 
of  my  servants,  l  Pr'y  thee,  child,  do  not  bluster.' 
He  had  the  impudence  about  an  hour  ago  to  tell 
me,  that  he  was  a  sea-faring  man,  and  must  ex- 
pect to  divide  his  life  between  storm  and  sun- 
shine When  1  bestir  myself  with  any  spirit  in 
my  family,  it  is  high  sea  in  his  house;  ana  when 
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I  sit  still  without  doing  any  thing,  his  affairs  for- 
sooth are  windbound.  When  1  ask  him  whe- 
ther it  rains,  he  makes  answer,  it  is  no  matter, 
so  that  it  be  fair  weather  within  doors.  In  short, 
sir,  1  can  not  speak  my  mind  freely  to  him,  but 
I  either  swell  or  rage,  or  do  something  that  is  not 
fit  for  a  civil  woman  to  hear.  Pray,  Mr.  Spec- 
tator, since  you  are  so  sharp  upon  other  women, 
let  us  know  what  materials  your  wife  is  made  of, 
if  you  have  one.  I  suppose  you  would  make  us 
a  parcel  of  poor  spirited,  tame,  insipid  creatures: 
but,  sir,  I  would  nave  you  to  know,  we  have  as 
good  passions  in  us  as  yourself,  and  that  a  woman 
was  never  designed  to  be  a  milk-sop. 

6  MARTHA  TEMPEST.' 
ADDISON.  L. 


•G-e©e-€>- 
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-Eripe  turpi 


Collajugo,  liber,  liber  sum,  die  age Hon. 


Loose  thy  neck  from  this  ignoble  chain, 

And  boldly  say  thou  'rt  free.  C  beech. 

'MR.  SPECTATOR, 

' 1  never  look  upon  my  dear  wife  but  I  think 
of  the  happiness  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  enjoys  in 
having  such  a  friend  as  you  to  expose  in  proper 
colours  the  cruelty  and  perverseness  of  his  mish 
tress.  I  have  very  often  wished  you  visited  in 
our  family,  and  were  acquainted  with  my  spouse; 
she  would  afford  you,  for  some  months  at  least, 
matter  enough  for  one  Spectator  a  week.     Since 
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we  are  not  so  happy  as  to  be  of  your  acquaintance, 
give  me  leave  to  represent  to  you  our  present  cir- 
cumstances as  well  as  I  can  in  writing.  You  are 
to  know  then  that  I  am  not  of  a  very  different 
constitution  from  Nathaniel  Henroost,  whom  you 
have  lately  recorded  in  your  speculations  (No. 
176);  and  have  a  wife  who  makes  a  more  tyran- 
nical use  of  the  knowledge  of  my  easy  temper 
than  that  lady  ever  pretended  to.  We  had  not 
been  a  month  married,  when  she  found  in  me  a 
certain  pain  to  give  offence,  and  an  indolence  that 
made  me  bear  little  inconveniences  rather  than 
dispute  about  them.  From  this  observation  it 
soon  came  to  that  pass,  that  if  I  offered  to  go 
abroad,  she  would  get  between  me  and  the  door, 
kiss  me,  and  say  she  could  not  part  with  me;  and 
then  down  again  1  sat  In  a  day  or  two  after 
this  first  pleasant  step  towards  confining  me,  she 
declared  to  me,  that  1  was  all  the  world  to  her, 
and  she  thought  she  ought  to  be  all  the  world  to 
me.  If,  said  she,  my  dear  loves  me  as  much  as 
I  love  him,  he  will  never  be  tired  of  my  compa- 
ny. This  declaration  was  followed  by  my  being 
denied  to  all  my  acquaintance;  and  it  very  soon 
came  to  that  pass,  that  to  give  an  answer  at  the 
door,  before  my  face,  the  servants  would  ask 
her  whether  I  was  within  or  not;  and  she  would 
answer,  no,  with  great  fondness,  and  tell  me  I 
was  a  good  dear,  l  will  not  enumerate  more  lit- 
tle circumstances  to  give  you  a  livelier  sense  of 
my  condition;  but  tell  you  in  general,  that  from 
such  steps  as  these  at  first,  I  now  live  the  life  of 
a  prisoner  of  state;  my  letters  are  opened,  and  1 
have  not  the  use  of  pen,  ink  and  paper,  but  in 
her  presence.    1  never  .go  abroad,  except  she 
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sometimes  take  me  with  her  in  her  coach  to  take 
the  air,  if  it  may  be  called  so,  when  we  drive,  as 
we  generally  do,  with  the  glasses  up.  I  have 
overheard  my  servants  lament  my  condition ;  but 
they  dare  not  bring  me  messages  without  her 
knowledge,  because  they  doubt  my  resolution  to 
stand  by  them.  In  the  midst  of  this  insipid  way 
of  life,  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine,  Tom  Meg- 
got,  who  is  a  favourite  with  her,  and  allowed  to 
visit  me  in  her  company,  because  he  sings  pret- 
tily, has  roused  me  to  rebel,  and  conveyed  his 
intelligence  to  me  in  the  following  manner.  My 
wife  is  a  great  pretender  to  music,  and  very  igno- 
rant of  it:  but  far  gone  in  the  Italian  taste.  Tom 
goes  to  Armstrong,  the  famous  fine  writer  of 
music,  and  desires  him  to  put  this  sentence  of 
Tullv  in  the  scale  of  an  Italian  air,  and  write  it 
out  for  my  spouse  from  him.  An  ille  mihi  liber 
cui  mulier  imperat?  qui  leges  imponit,  prm- 
scribit9jubet}  vet  at,  yuod  wdetur?  Qui  nihil 
imperanti  negare,  nihil  recusare  audet?  Pos- 
cit?  dandum  est.  Vocat?  veniendum.  Eji- 
cit?  abeundum.  Minitatur?  extimiscendum. 
"  Does  he  live  like  a  gentleman  who  is  command- 
ed by  a  woman?  he  to  whom  she  gives  law, 
grants  and  denies  what  she  pleases?  who  can  nei- 
ther deny  her  any  thing  she  asks,  or  refuses  to 
do  any  thing  she  commands?" 

**  To  be  short,  my  wife  was  extremely  pleased 
with  it;  said  the  Italian  was  the  only  language  for 
music;  and  admired  how  wonderfully  tender  the 
sentiment  was,  and  how  pretty  the  accent  is  of 
that  language,  with  the  rest  that  is  said  by  rote 
on  that  occasion.  Mr.  Meggot  is  sent  for  to  sing 
this  air,  which  he  performs  with  mighty  applause* 
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and  my  wife  is  in  ecstacy  on  the.  occasion,  and 

flad  to  find,'  by  my  being  sp  much  pleased,  that 
was  ^t  last  come  into  the  notion  of  Uie  Italian;! 
for,  said  she,  it  grows  upon  one,  wheji  one  once, 
comes  to  know  a  little  of  the  language;  but  pray, 
Mr.  Meggot,  sing  again  those  notes,  Nihil  im- 
peranti  negare,  nihil  recusare.  You  may  be- 
lieve I  was  not  a  little  delighted  with  my  friend 
Tom's  expedient  to  alarm  me>  and  in  obedience  to 
his  summons  I  give  all  this  story  thus  at  large,  and 
1  am  resolved  when  this  appears  in  the  Spectator, 
to  declare  for  myself.  The  manner  of  the  insur- 
rection I  contrive  by  your  means,  which  shall  be 
no  other  than  that  Tom  Meegot,  who  is  at  our. 
tea-table  every  morning,  shall  read  it  to  us;  and 
if  my  dear  can  take  the  hint,  and  say  not  one 
word,  but  let  this  be  the  beginning  of  a  ne\y  life, 
without  farther  explanation,  it  is  very,  well;  fpfe 
as  soon  as  the  Spectator  is  read  put,  t  shall  with- 
out more  ado,  call  for  the  coach,  naoie  the  hour, 
when  1  shall  be  at  home,  if  1  come  at  ati;  if  J 
do  not,  they  may  go  to  dinner.  If  my' spouse 
only  swells  and  says  nothing,  Tom  an.4"l  go  buj: 
together,  and  all  i?  well,  as  1  said  befppe;  but  if 
ghe  begins  to  command  or  expostulate^  ypu  shajlj, 
in  my  next  to  you,  receive  a  full  account  pf  hjer 
resistance  and  submission;  for  submit  the,  dear! 
thing  must,  to,  sir,  your  most  obedient  Hwribfe 
servant,  "    ,:     """ 

'  P.  S.  I  hope  I  need  not  tell  you  that  I  desire 
tins  may  be  xn  your  very  next.  * 
steej-u.  T* 

*  Thia  >^bj ?pt  b  resupied  in  No*  2^. 
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No.  213.    SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  3. 

— r Mens  sibi  conscia  recti.    Vibq.  JEw. 
A  good  intention. 

It  is  the  great  art  and  secret  of  Christianity,  if 
I  may  use  that  phrase,  to  manage  our  actions  to 
the  best  advantage,  and  direct  them  in  such  a 
manner  that  every  thing  we  do  may  turn  to  ac- 
count at  that  great  day,  when  every  thing  we 
have  done  will  be  set  before  us. 

In  order  to  give  this  consideration  its  full 
weight,  we  may  cast  all  our  actions  under  the  di- 
vision of  such  as  are  in  themselves  either  good, 
evil,  or  indifferent.  If  we  divide  our  intentions 
after  the  same  manner,  and  consider  them  with 
regard  to  our  actions,  we  may  discover  that  great 
art  and  secret  of  religion  which  I  have  here  men- 
tioned. 

A  good  intention,  joined  to  a  good  action, 
gives  it  its  proper  force  and  efficacy;  joined  to  an 
evil  action,  extenuates  its  malignity,  and  in  some 
cases  may  take  it  wholly  away;  and  joined  to  an 
indifferent  action,  turns  it  to  a  virtue,  and  makes 
it  meritorious  as  far  as  human  actions  can  be  so. 

In  the  next  place,  to  consider  in  the  same  man- 
ner the  influence  of  an  evil  intention  upon  our 
actions.  An  evil  intention  perverts  the  best  of 
actions,  and  makes  them  in  reality  what  the  fa- 
thers, with  a  witty  kind  of  zeal,  have  termed  the 
virtues  of  the  heathen  world,  so  many  shining 
sins.  It  destroys  the  innocence  of  an  indifferent 
action,  and  gives  an  evil  action  all  possible  black  * 
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ness  and  horror;  or,  in  the  emphatical  language 
of  sacred  writi  makes  sin  exceeding  sfrifut. 

If,  in  the  last  place,  we  consider  the  nature  of 
an  indifferent  intention,  we  shall  find  that  it  de- 
stroys the  merit  of  a  good  action ;  abates,  but  never 
takes  away,  the  malignity  of  an  evil  action,  and 
leaves  an  indifferent  action  in  its  natural  state  of 
indifference.. 

It  is  therefore  of  unspeakable  advantage to  pos-" 
sess  our  minds  with  an  habitual  good  indention, 
and  to  aim  all  our thoughts,  words*  and  actions,  at 
some  laudable  end,  whether  it  Be  the  glory  of 
our  Maker,  the  good  of  mankind,  or  the  benefit 
of  our  own  souls.  . 

This  is  a  sort  of  thrift  or  good  husbandry  in 
moral  life,  which  does  not  throw  away"  any  sin- 
gle action,  but  makes  every  one  go  as  far  as  it  can. 
It  multiplies  the  means  of  salvation,  increases  the 
number  of  our  virtues,  and  diminishes  that  of  our 
vices. 

There  is  something  very  devout,  though  not 
solid  in  Acosta's  answer  to  Limborch,  who  ob- 
jects to  him  the  multiplicity  of  ceremonies  in 
the  Jewish  religion,  as  washings,  dresses,  meats, 

Jurgations,  ana  the  like.  The  reply  which  the 
ew  makes  upon  this  occasion  is,  to  the  best  of* 
my  remembrance,  as  follows:  "  There  are  not 
duties  enough  (says  he]  in  the  essential  parts  of 
the  law  for  a  zealous  and  active  obedience.  Time, 
place,  and  person,  are  requisite,  before  you  have 
an  opportunity  of  putting  a  moral  virtue  into 
practice.  We  have  therefore  (says  he)  enlarged 
the  sphere  of  our  duty,  and  made  many  things, 
which  are  in  themselves  indifferent,  a  part  of  our 
religion,  that  we  may  have  more  occasions  of 
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showing  our  love  to  God,  and  in  all  the  circum- 
stances of  life  be  doing  something  to  please 'hfrri.*' 

Monsieur  St.  Evremond  has  endeavoured  to 
palliate  the  superstitions  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
religion  with  the  same  kind  of  apology,  where  he 
pretends  to  consider  the  different  spirits'  of  the 
Jpapiste  and  the  Calvinists  as  to  the  great  points 
wherein  they  disagree.  He  tells  us  that  the  for- 
mer are  actuated  by  love,  and1  the  other  by  fear; 
and  that  in  their  expressions  of  duty  and  devotion 
towards  the  Supreme  Being,  the  former  seem 
particularly  careful  to  do  every  thing  which  may 
possibly  please  Him,  and  the  other  to  abstain  from 
every  thing  which  may  possibly  displease  Him. 

Bat  notwithstanding  this  plausible  reason  with 
which  both  the  Jew  and  the  Roihari  Catholic 
vvould  excuse  their  respective  superstitions,  it  is 
certain  there  is  something  in  them  very  pernicious 
to  mankind,  and  destructive  to  religion:  because 
the  injunction  of  superfluous  ceremonies  makes' 
such  actions  duties,  as  were  before  indifferent,  and 
by  that  means  renders  religion  more  burdensbtne' 
and  difficult  than  it  is  in  its  own  nature,  betrays 
many  into  sins  of  omission  which  they  coivld  not 
otherwise  be  guilty  of,  and  fixes  the  minds  of  the 
vulgar  to  the  shadowy  unessential  points,  instead 
of  the  more  weighty  and  more  important  matters1 
of  the  law. 

This  zealous  and  active  obedience,  however,' 
takes  place  in  the  great  point  we  are  recommend-' 
ing,  for  if,  instead  of  prescribingto  ourselves  indif- 
ferent actions  as  duties,  we  apply  a  good  intention 
to  all  our  most  indifferent  actions,  we  make  our 
very  existence  one  continued  act  of  obedience,  we 
turn  our  diversions  and  amusements  to  our  eter- 
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nal  advantage,  and  are  pleasing  Him  (whom  we 
are  made  to  please)  in  all  the  circumstances  and 
occurrences  of  life. 

It  is  this  excellent  frame  of  mind,  this  holy  of- 
JiciousnesSj  (if  1  may  be  allowed  to  call  it  such,) 
which  is  recommended  to  us  by  the  apostle  in  that 
uncommon  precept,  wherein  he  directs  us  to  pro- 
pose to  ourselves  the  glory  of  our  Creator  in  all 
our.  most  indifferent  actions, 6  Whether  we  eat  or 
drink,  or  whatsoever  we  do.' 

A  person  therefore  who  is  possessed  with  such 
an  habitual  good  intention  as  that  which  1  have 
been  here  speaking  of,  enters  upon  no  single  cir- 
cumstance of  life,  without  considering  it  as  well- 
pleasing  to  the  great  Author  of  his  peine,  con- 
formable to  the  dictates  of  reason,  suitable  to 
human  nature  in  general,  or  to  that  particular 
station  in  which  Providence  has  placed  him.  He 
lives  in  a  perpetual  sense  of  the  Divine  Presence, 
regards  himself  as  acting  in  the  whole  course  of 
his  existence,  under  the  observation  and  inspec- 
tion of  that  Being  who  is  privy  to  all  his  motions 
and  all  his  thoughts,  who  knows  his  <  downsit- 
ting  and  his  uprising,  who  is  about  his  path,  and 
about  his  bed,  and  spieth  out  all  his  ways.  '*  In 
a  word,  he  remembers  that  the  eye  of  his  Judge 
is  always  upon  him,  and  in  every  action  he  re- 
flects that  he  is  doing  what  is  commanded  or  al- 
lowed by  him  who  will  hereafter  either  reward 
or  punish  it.     This  was  the  character  of  those 

c  Psa]m  cxxxix.  2,  3. — We  may  here  observe,  once  for 
all,  that  the  Spectator  seems  generally  to  have  quoted  by 
memory,  whether  from  scriptural  or  profane  writers:  if 
compared  with  the  books  themselves,  his  quotations  will 
be  found  always  substantially,  but  not  verbally,  correct 
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holy  men  of  old,  who,  in  that  beautiful  phrase  of 
scripture,  are  said  to  have  '  walked  with  God.' 

When  I  employ  myself  upon  a  paper  of  mo- 
rality, I  generally  consider  now  1  may  recom- 
mend the  particular  virtue  which  I  treat  of,  by 
the  precepts  or  examples  of  the  ancient  heathens; 
by  that  means,  if  possible,  to  shame  those  who 
have  greater  advantages  of  knowing  their  duty, 
and  therefore  greater  obligations  to  perform  it, 
into  a  better  course  of  life:  besides  that  many 
among  us  are  unreasonably  disposed  to  give  a 
fairer  nearing  to  a  Pagan  philosopher  than  to  a 
Christian  writer. 

I  shall  therefore  produce  an  instance  of  this 
excellent  frame  of  mind,  in  a  speech  of  Socrates, 
which  is  quoted  by  Erasmus.  This  great  phi- 
losopher, on  the  day  of  his  execution,  a  little  be- 
fore the  draught  ol  poison  was  brought  to  him. 
entertaining  his  friends  with  a  discourse  on  the 
immortality  of  the  soul,  has  these  words:  'Whe- 
ther or  no  God  will  approve  of  my  actions,  I 
know  not;  but  this  I  am  sure  of,  that  I  have  at 
all  times  made  it  my  endeavour  to  please  him, 
and  I  have  a  good  hope  that  this  my  endeavour 
will  be  accepted  by  him/  We  find  in  these  words 
of  that  great  man,  the  habitual  good  intention 
which  1  would  here  inculcate,  and  with  which 
that  divine  philosopher  always  acted.  I  shall 
only  add,  that  Erasmus,  who  was  an  unbigoted 
Roman  Catholic,  was  so  much  transported  with 
this  passage  of  Socrates,  that  he  could  scarce  for- 
bear looking  upon  him  as  a  saint,  and  desiring 
him  to  pray  for  him:  or,  as  that  ingenious  and 
learned  writer  has  expressed  himself  in  a  much 
more  lively  manner:  '  When  I  reflect  on  such  ^ 
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speech  pronounced  by  such  a  person,  1  can  scare 
forbear  crying  out,  Sancle  Socrates,  ora  pn 
nobis:  0  holy  Socrates,  pray  for  us.' 

ADDISON.  L. 
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——Pmcrurti  tempora  longi 
Servitii—  Jut.  Sat. 

A  long  dependence  in  an  hour  is  lost.    Drxdsh. 

I  did  some  time  ago  lay  before  the  world  th( 
unhappy  condition  of  the  trading  part  of  man- 
kind wno  suffer  by  want  of  punctuality  in  the 
dealings  of  persons  above  them;  but  there  iss 
set  of  men  who  are  much  more  the  objects  oi 
compassion  than  even  those,  and  these  are  the 
dependants  on  great  men,  whom  they  are  pleased 
to  take  under  their  protection  as  such  as  are  tc 
share  in  their  friendship  and  favour.  '  These  in- 
deed, as  well  from  the  homage  that  is  accepted 
from  them,  as  the  hopes  which  are  given  to  them 
are  become  a  sort  of  creditors;  and  these  debts, 
being  debts  of  honour,  ought,  according  to  the 
accustomed  maxim,  to  be  first  discharged. 

When  1  speak  of  dependants,  1  would  not  be 
understood  to  mean  those  who  are  worthless  in 
themselves,  or  who,  without  any  call,  will  press 
into  the  company  of  their  betters.  .  Nor  when  1 
speak  of  patrons,  do  I  mean  those  who  either 
have  it  not  in  their  power,  or  have  no  obligation 
to  assist  their  friends;  but  1  speak  of  such  leagues 
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where  there  is  power  and  obligation  on  the  one 
part,  and  merit  and  expectation  on  the  other. 

Thedivision  of  patron  and  client,  may,  1  believe, 
include  a  third  ot  our  nation:  the  want  of  merit 
and  real  worth  in  the  client  will  strike  out  about 
ninetv-nine  in  a  hundred  of  these;  and  the  want 
of  ability  in  patrons,  as  many  of  that  kind.  But, 
however,  I  must  beg  leave  to  say,  that  he  who 
will  take  up  another's  time  and  fortune  in  his  ser- 
vice, though  he  has  no  prospect  of  rewarding  his 
merit  towards  him,  is  as  unjust  in  his  dealings  as 
he  who  takes  up  goods  of  a  tradesman  without 
intention  or  ability  to  pay  him.  Of  the  few  of 
the  class  which  1  think  fit  to  consider,  there  are 
not  two  in  ten  who  succeed:  insomuch  that  I  know 
a  man  of  good  sense  who  put  his  son  to  a  black- 
smith, though  an  offer  was  made  him  of  his  being 
received  as  a  page  to  a  man  of  quality.*    There 

9  As  the  keeping  of  pages  was  a  piece  of  state  that  seems 
now  to  be  disused  by  our  nobility,  a  short  account  of  this 
diminutive  order  of  attendants  may  not  be  unacceptable. 
They  were  generally  the  sons  of  the  inferior  gentry,  who 
were  taken  very  young  into  the  families  of  their  lords, 
where  they  were  considered  upon  a  very  reputable  footing. 
They  wore  a  livery  of  the  same  colours  as  the  footmen, 
but  of  richer  materials:  as  gold  and  silver  lace,  where  the 
others  had  worsted;  silk  instead  of  cloth,  &c.  They  were 
the  immediate  attendants  on  their  lord's  person,  to  whom 
they  delivered  all  letters  and  messages;  no  inferior  servant 
being  suffered  to  approach  him;  at  table  they  stood  behind 
his  chair,  and  presented  him  with  the  cup,  plate,  &c  which 
they  received  at  the  hands  of  the  footman.  In  return,  their 
lord  took  care  of  their  education;  and  when  they  grew  up 
towards  manhood  (at  which  time  they  were  supposed  to  be 
superannuated  for  this  office)  he  was  expected  to  provide 
for  them  genteelly. 
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are  not  more  eripples  come  out  of  the  wars  tban 
there  are  from  those  great  services;  some  through 
discontent  lose  their  speech,  some  their  memo- 
ries, others  their  senses  or  their  lives;  and  1  sel- 
dom see  a  man  thoroughly  discontented,  but  1 
conclude  he  has  had  the  favour  of  some  great  man. 
I  have  known  of  such  as  have  been  for  twenty 
years  together  within  a  month  of  a  good  employ- 
ment, but  never  arrived  at  the  happiness  &£  be- 
ing possessed  of  any  thing. 

There  is  nothing  more  ordinary  than  that  a  man 
who  has  got  into  a  considerable  station  shall  im- 
mediately alter  his  manner  of  treating  all  his 
friends,  and  from  that  moment  he  is  to  deal  with 
you  as  if  he  were  your  fate.  You  are  no  longer 
to  be  consulted,  even  in  matters  which  concern 
yourself;  but  your  patron  is  of  a  species  above 
you,  and  a  free  communication  with  you  is  not  to 
be  expected.  This  perhaps  may  be  your  condi- 
tion all  the  while  he  bears  office;  ana  wb^n  that 
is  at  an  end,  you  are  as  intimate  as  ever  you  were, 
and  he  will  take  it  very  ill  if  you  keep  the  dis- 
tance he  prescribed  you  toward  him  in  his  gran- 
deur. One  would  think  this  should  be  a  beha- 
viour a  man  could  fall  into  with  the  worst, grace 
imaginable;  but  they  who  know  the  vvprjd  i^ave 
seen  it  more  than  once.  1  have  often,  with 
secret  pity,  heard  the  same  man  who  has  pro- 
fessed his  abhorrence  against  all  kind  of  passive 
behaviour,  lose  minutes,  hours,  days  and  years, 
in  a  fruitless  attendance  on  one  who  had  no  in- 
clination to  befriend  him.  It  is  very  much  tp  be 
regretted,  that  the  great  have  one  particular  pi? 
yilege  above  the  rest  of  the  world,  of  being  slow 
in  receiving  impressions  of  kindness,  and  quick 
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in  taking  offence.  The  elevation  above  the  rest 
of  mankind,  except  in  very  great  minds,  make* 
men  so  giddy,  that  they  do  not  see  after  the  same 
manner  they  did  before:  thus  they  despise  their 
old  friends,  and  strive  to  extend  their  interest  to 
new  pretenders.  By  this  means  it  often  hap- 
pens, that  when  you  come  to  know  how  you  lost 
such  an  employment,  you  will  find  the  man  who 
got  it  never  dreamed  of  it:  but  forsooth,  he  was 
to  be  surprised  into  it,  or  perhaps  solicited  to  re- 
ceive it  Upon  such  occasions  .as  these,  a  man 
may  perhaps  grow  out  of  humour;  if  you  are  so, 
all  mankind  will  fall  in  with  the  patron,  and  you 
are  an  humorist  and  untractable  if  you  are  capa? 
ble  of  being  sour  at  a  disappointment:  but  it  is 
the  same  thing  whether  you  do.  or  do  not  resent 
ill-usage,  ypu  will  be  used  after  the  same  man- 
ner; as  some  good  mothers  will  be  sure  to  whip 
their  children  till  they  cry,  and  then,  whip  them 
for  crying.  - 

There  are  but  two  ways  of  doing  any  tiling 
with  great  people,  and  those  are  by  niaking  your- 
self either  considerable  or  agreeable:  the  former 
is  not  to  be  attained  but  by  finding  a  way  to  live 
without  them,  or  concealing  that  you  want  them; 
the  latter  is  only  by  falling  into  their  taste  and 
pleasures.  This  is  of  all  the  employments  in  the 
world  the  most  servile,  expept  it  happens  to  be 
of  your  own  natural  humour:  for  to  be  agreeable 
to  another,  especially  if  he  be  above  you,  is  not 
to  be  possessed  of  such  qualities  and  accomplish*- 
ments  as  should  render  you  agreeable  in  your- 
self, but  such  as  make  you  agreeable  in  respect 
to  him.    An  imitation  of  his  faujts,  or  a  compli- 

Vol.IV.— 18 
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ance,  if  not  subservience  to  his  vices,  must  be  the 
measure  of  your  conduct. 

When  it  comes  to  that,  the  unnatural  state  a 
man  lives  in,  when  his  patron  pleases,  is  ended; 
and  his  guilt  and  complaisance  are  objected  to 
him,  though  the  man  who  rejects  him  for  his 
vices  was  not  only  his  partner,  but  seducer.  Thus 
the  client  (like  a  young  woman  who  has  given 
up  the  innocence  which  made  her  charming)  has 
not  only  lost  his  time,  but  also  the  virtue  which 
could  render  him  capable  of  resenting  the  injury 
which  is  done  him. 

It  would  be  endless  to  recount  the  tricks  of 
turning  you  off  from  themselves  to  persons  who 
have  less  power  to  serve  you,  the  art  of  being 
sorry  for  such  an  unaccountable  accident  in  your 
behaviour,  that  such  an  one,  (who,  perhaps,  has 
never  heard  of  you)  opposes  your  advancement; 
and  if  you  have  any  thing  more  than  ordinary  in 
you,  you  are  flattered  with  a  whisper,  that  it  is 
no  wonder  people  are  so  slow  in  doing  for  a  man 
of  your  talents,  and  the  like. 

After  all  this  treatment,  1  must  still  add  the 
pleasantest  insolence  of  all,  which  I  have  once 
or  twice  seen,  to  wit,  that  when  a  silly  rogue  has 
thrown  away  one  part  in  three  of  his  life  in  un- 
profitable attendance,  it  is  taken  wonderfully  ill 
that  he  withdraws,  and  is  resolved  to  employ  the 
rest  for  himself. 

When  we  consider  these  things,  and  reflect 
upon  so  many  honest  natures  (which  one,  who 
makes  observation  of  what  passes,  may  have 
seen)  that  have  miscarried  by  such  soic  of  appli- 
cations, it  is  too  melancholy  a  scene  to  dwell 
upon;  therefore  I  shall  take  another  opportunity 
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to  discourse  of  good  patrons,  and  distinguish  such 
as  have  done  their  auty  to  those  who  have  de- 
pended upon  them,  and  were  not  able  to  act 
without  their  favour.  Worthy  patrons  are  like 
Plato's  guardian  angels,  who  are  always  doing 
good  to  their  wards;  but  negligent  patrons  are 
like  Epicurus's  gods,  that  lie  lolling  on  the  clouds, 
and,  instead  of  blessings,  pour  down  storms  and 
tempests  on  the  heads  of  those  that  are  offering 
incense  to  them.  * 

STEELE.  T. 


•  The  Spectator  has  not  justly  represented  here  the 
gods  of  Epicurus:  they  were  supposed  to  be  indolent  and 
uninterested  in  the  affairs  of  men,  but  not  malignant  ox 
cruel  beings. 
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